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PART I 
CHAPTER I 

THE CHILD OF SAMSON 

Tt was the evening of a fine September day. Through the square 
window, built out so as to form another room almost as large as 
that which had been thus enlarged, the autumn sun, now fast 
declining to the west, poured in warm and strong ; but not too 
warm or too strong for the girl on whose head it fell as she sat 
leaning back in the low chair, her face turned towards the window. 
The sun of Scilly is never too fierce or too burning in summer, 
nor in winter does it ever lose its force ; in July, when the people 
of the adjacent islands of Great Britain and Ireland venture not 
forth into the glare of the sun, here the soft sea mists and the 
strong sea air temper the heat ; and in December the sun still 
shines with a lingering warmth, as if he loved the place. This 
girl lived in the sunshine all the year round ; rowed in it ; lay in 
it ; basked in it bare-headed, summer and winter ; in the winter 
she would sit sheltered from the wind in some warm corner of the 
rocks ; in summer she would lie on the hillside or stand upon the 
high headlands and the sea-beat crags, while the breezes, which in 
the Land of Lyonesse do never cease, played with her long tresses 
and kept her soft cheek cool. 

The window was wide open on all three sides ; the girl had 
been doing some kind of work, but it had dropped from her hands, 
and now lay unregarded on the floor ; she was gazing upon the 
scene before her, but with the accustomed eyes which looked out 
upon it every day. A girl who has such a picture continually 
before her all day long never tires of it, though she may not be 
always consciously considering it and praising it. The stranger, 
for his part, cannot choose but cry aloud for admiration ; but the 
native, who knows it as no stranger can, is silent. The house, 
half- way up the low hill, looked out upon the south — to be exact, 
its aspect was S.W- by S. — so that from this window the girl saw 
always, stretched out at her feet, the ocean, now glowing in the 
golden sunshine of September. Had she been tall enough, she 

a 
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might even have seen the coast of South America, the nearest land 
in the far distance. Looking S.W., that is, she would have seeD 
the broad mouth of Orounooque and the shores of El Dorado. 
This broad sea-scape was broken exactly in the middle by the 
Bishop's Rock and its stately lighthouse rising tall and straight out 
of the water ; on the left hand the low hill of Annet shut out the 
sea ; and on the right Great Minalto, rugged and black, the white 
foam always playing round its foot or flying over its great black 
northern headland, bounded and framed the picture. Almost 
in the middle of the water, not more than two miles distant, a 
sailing ship, all sails set, made swift way, bound outward one 
knows not whither. Lovely at all times is a ship in full sail, but 
doubly lovely when she is seen from afar, sailing on a smooth sea, 
under a cloudless sky, the sun of afternoon lighting up her white 
sails. No other ships were in sight ; there was not even the long 
line of smoke which proclaims the steamer below the horizon ; 
there was not even a Penzance fishing-boat tacking slowly home- 
wards with brown sails and its two masts : in this direction there 
was no other sign of man. 

The girl, 1 say, saw this sight every day : she never tired of it, 
partly because no one ever tires of the place in which he was born 
and has lived — not even an Arab of the Great Sandy Desert ; 
partly because the sea, which has been called, by unobservant 
poets, unchanging, does in fact change — face, colour, mood, even 
shape — every day, and is never the same, except, perhaps, when 
the east wind of March covers the sky with a monotony of grey, 
and takes the colour out of the face of ocean as it takes the colour 
from the granite rocks, last year's brown and yellow fern, and the 
purple heath. To this girl, who lived with the sea around her, 
it always formed a setting, a background, a frame for her thoughts 
and dreams. Wherever she went, whatever she said or sang, or 
thought or did, there was always in her ears the lapping or the 
lashing of the waves ; always before her eyes was the white surge 
flying over the rocks ; always the tumbling waves. But, as for 
what she actually thought or what she dreamed, seeing how ignorant 
of the world she was, and how innocent and how young, and as for 
what was passing in her mind this afternoon as she sat at the 
window, I know not. On the first consideration of the thing, one 
would be inclined to ask how, without knowledge, can a girl think, 
or imagine, or dream anything ? On further thought, one under- 
stands that knowledge has very little to do with dreams or fancies. 
Yet, with or without knowledge, no poet, sacred bard, or prophet 
has ever been able to divine the thoughts of a girl, or to interpret 
them, or even to set them down in consecutive language. 1 suppose 
they are not, in truth, thoughts. Thought implies reasoning and 
the connection of facts, and the experience of life as far as it ha-'j 
gone. A young maiden's mind is full of dimly seen shadows and 
pallid ghosts which flit across the brain and disappear. Th.-.ae 



THE CHILD OF SAMSON 3 

shadows have the semblance of shape, but it is dim and uncertain : 
they have the pretence of colour, but it changes every moment : if 
they seem to show a face, it vanishes immediately and is forgotten. 
Yet these shadows smile upon the young with kindly eyes ; they 
beckon with their lingers, and point to where, low down on the 
horizon, with cloudy outline, lies the Purple Island— to such a gir: 
as this the future is always a small island girt by the sea, far off 
and lonely. The shadows whispjr to her ; they sing to her ; but 
no girl has ever yet told us — even if she understands — what it is 
they tell her. 

She had been lying there, quiet and motionless, for an hour or 
more, ever since the tea-things had been taken away — at Holy Hill 
they have tea at half-past four. The ancient lady who was in the 
room with her had fallen back again into the slumber which held 
her nearly all day long as well as all the night. The house seemed 
thoroughly wrapped and lapped in the softest peace and stillness ; 
in one corner a high clock, wooden-cased, swung its brass pendulum 
behind a pane of glass with solemn and sonorous chronicle of the 
moments, so that they seemed to march rather than to fly. A clock 
ought not to tick as if Father Time were hurried and driven along 
without dignity and by a scourge. This clock, for one, was not 
in a hurry. Its tick showed that Time rests not — but hastes not. 
There is admonition in such a clock. When it has no one to 
admonish but a girl whose work depends on her own sweet will, its 
/oice might seem thrown away ; yet one never knows the worth of 
an admonition. Besides, the clock suited the place and the room. 
Where should Time march with solemn step and slow, if not on 
the quiet island of Samson, in the archipelago of Scilly \ On its face 
was written the name of its maker, plain for all the world to see — 
'Peter Trevellick, Penzance, a.d. 1741.' 

The room was not ceiled, but showed the dark joists and beams 
above, once painted, but a long time ago. The walls were wains- 
cotted and painted drab, after an old fashion now gone out : 
within the panels hung coloured prints, which must have been 
there since the beginning of this century. They represented rural 
subjects — the farmer sitting before a sirloin of beef, while his wife, 
a cheerful nymph, brought him ' Brown George,' foaming with 
her best home-brewed ; the children hung about his knees 
expectant of morsels ; or the rustic bade farewell to his sweet- 
heart, the recruiting-sergeant waiting for him, and the villagers, to 
a woman, bathed in tears. There were half a dozen of those com- 
positions simply coloured. I believe they are now worth much money. 
But there were many other things in this room worth money. 
Opposite the fireplace stood a cabinet of carved oak, black with 
age, precious beyond price. Behind its glass windows one could 
■see a collection of things once strange and rare — things which used 
to be brought home by sailors long before steamers ploughed every 
ocean and globe-trotters trotted over every '.«sd. Thora w<-r«? 
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wonderful things in coral, white and red and pink ; Venus's- 
fingers from the Philippines ; fans from the Seychelles ; stuffed 
birds of wondrous hue, daggers and knives, carven tomahawks, ivory 
toys, and many other wonders from the far East and fabulous 
Cathay. Beside the cabinet was a wooden desk, carved in 
mahogany, with a date of 1645, said to have been brought to the 
islands by one of the Royalist prisoners whom Cromwell hanged 
upon the highest cam of Hangman's Island. There was no escap- 
ing Cromwell — not even in Scilly any more than in Jamaica. In 
one corner was a cupboard, the door standing open. No collector 
ever came here to gaze upon the treasures unspeakable of cups and 
saucers, plates and punchbowls. On the mantelshelf were brass 
candlesticks and silver candlesticks, side by side with ' ornaments ' 
of china, pink and gold, belonging to the artistic reign of good King 
George the Fourth. On the hearthrug before the fire, which was 
always burning in this room all the year round, lay an old dog 
Bleeping. 

Everybody knows'the feeling of a room or a house belonging to 
the old. Even if the windows are kept open, the air is always 
close. Rest, a gentle, elderly angel, sits in the least frequented 
room with folded wings. Sleep is always coming to the doors 
at all hours : for the sake of Rest and Sleep the house must be 
kept very quiet : nobody must ever laugh in the house : there is 
none of the litter that children make : nothing is out of its place : 
nothing is disturbed : the furniture is old-fashioned and formal : 
the curtains are old and faded : the carpets are old, faded, and 
worn : it is always evening : everything belonging to the house has 
done its work : all together, like the tenant, are sitting still — 
solemn, hushed, at rest, waiting for the approaching end. 

The only young thing at Holy Hill was the girl at the window. 
Everything else was old — the servants, the farm labourers, the 
house and the furniture. In the great hooded arm-chair beside 
the fire reposed the proprietor, tenant, or owner of all. She 
was the oldest and most venerable dame ever seen. At this 
time she was asleep : her head had dropped forward a little, but 
not much ; her eyes were closed ; her hands were folded in her 
lap. She was now so very ancient that she never left her chair 
except for her bed ; also, by reason of her great antiquity, she now 
passed most of the day in sleep, partly awake in the morning, when 
she gazed about and asked questions of the day. But sometimes, 
as you will presently see, she revived again in the evening, became 
lively and talkative, and suffered her memory to return to the 
ancient days. 

By the assistance of her handmaidens, this venerable lady was 
enabled to present an appearance both picturesque and pleasing, 
chiefly because it carried the imagination back to a period so very 
remote. To begin with, she wore her bonnet all day long. Fifty 
years ago it was no* uncommon in country places to find very old, 
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ladies who wore tlieir bonnets all day long. Ursula Rose vean, however, 
was the last who still preserved that ancient custom. It was a 
large bonnet that she wore, a kind of bonnet calculated to im- 
press very deeply the imagination of one — whether male or female 
— who saw it for the first time : it was of bold design, as capacious 
as a store-ship, as flowing in its lines as an old man-of-war — 
inspired to a certain extent by the fashions of the Waterloo period- 
yet, in great part, of independent design. Those few who were 
permitted to gaze upon the bonnet beheld it reverently. Within 
the bonnet an adroit arrangement of cap and ribbons concealed 
whatever of baldness or exiguity as to locks — but what does one 
know 1 Venus Calva has never been worshipped by men ; and 
women only pay their tribute at her shrine from fear — never from 
love. The face of the sleeping lady reminded one — at first, 
vaguely — of history. Presently one perceived that it was the 
identical face which that dread occidental star, Queen Elizabeth 
herself, would have assumed had she lived to the age of ninety-five, 
which was Ursula's time of life in the year 1884. For it was an 
aquiline face, thin and sharp ; and if her eyes had been open you 
would have remarked that they were bright and piercing, also like 
those of the Tudor Queen. Her cheek still preserved something 
of the colour which had once made it beautiful ; but cheek and 
forehead alike were covered with lines innumerable, and her 
withered hands seemed to have grown too small for their natural 
glove. She was dressed in black silk, and wore a gold chain about 
her neck. 

The clock struck half-past five, melodiously. Then the girl 
started and sat upright — as awakened out of her dream. ' Armorel,' 
it seemed to say — nay, since it seemed to say, it actually did say — 
' Child Armorel, I am old and wise. For a hundred and forty-three 
years, ever since I left the hands of the ingenious Peter Trevellick, 
of Penzance, in the year 1741, I have been counting the moments, 
never ceasing save at those periods when surgical operations have 
baen necessary. In each year there are 31,536,000 moments. 
Judge, therefore, for yourself how many moments in all I have 
counted. 1 must, you will own, be very wise indeed. I am older 
even than your great-great-grandmother. I remember her a baby 
first, and then a pretty child, and then a beautiful woman, for all she 
is now so worn and wizened. I remember her father and her grand- 
father. Also her brothers and her son, and her grandson — and 
your own father, dear Armorel. The moments pass : they never 
cease : I tell them as they go. You have but short space to 
do all you wish to do. You, child, have done nothing at all yet. 
But the moments pass. Patience. For you, too, work will be 
found. Youth passes. You can hear it pass. I tell the moments 
in which it melts away and vanishes. Age itself shall pass. You may 
listen if you please. I tell the moments in which it slowly passes.' 

Arni'T';! looked at the elect wiMi serious ey<v, during the 
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delivery of this fine sermon, the whole bearing of which she did 
not perhaps comprehend. Then she started up suddenly and 
sprang to her feet, stung by a sudden pang of restlessness, with a 
quick breath and a sigh. We who have passed the noon of life are 
apt to forget the disease of restlessness to which youth is prone : it 
is an affection which greatly troubles that period of life, though it 
should be the happiest and the most contented ; it is a disorder due 
to anticipation, impatience, and inexperience. The voyage is all 
before : youth is eager to be sailing on that unknown ocean full of 
strange islands. Who would not be restless with such a journey 
before one and such discoveries to make 1 

Armorel opened the door noiselessly, and slipped out. At the 
same moment the old dog awoke and crept out with her, going 
delicately and on tiptoe, lest he should awaken the ancient lady. 
In the hall outside the girl stood listening. The house was quite 
silent, save that from the kitchen there was wafted on the air a 
soft droning — gentle, melodious, and murmurous, like the contented 
booming of a bumble-bee among the figwort. Armorel laughed 
gently. ' Oh ! ' she murmured, ' they are all asleep. Grandmother 
is asleep in the parlour ; Dorcas and Chessun are asleep in the 
kitchen ; Justinian is asleep in the cottage ; and I suppose the boy 
is asleep somewhere in the farmyard.' 

The girl led the way, and the dog followed. 

She passed through the door into the garden of the front. It 
was not exactly a well-ordered garden, because everything seemed 
to grow as it pleased ; but then in Samson you have not to coax 
flowers and plants into growing : they grow because it pleases them 
to grow : this is the reason why they grow so tall and so fast. 
The garden faced the south- west, and was protected from the north 
and east by the house itself and by a high stone wall. There is not 
anywhere on the island a warmer and sunnier corner than this little 
front garden of Holy Hill. The geranium clambered up the walls 
beside and among the branches of the tree-fuchsia, both together 
covering the front of the house with the rich colouring of their 
flowers. On either side of the door grew a great tree, with 
gnarled trunk and twisted branches, of lemon verbena, fragrant 
and sweet, perfuming the air ; the myrtles were like unto trees for 
size ; the very marguerites ran to timber of the smaller kind ; the 
pampas-grass in the warmest corner rose eicht feet high, waving 
its long silver plumes ; the tall stalk still btood which had borne 
the flowers of an aloe that very summer ; the leaves of the plant 
itself were slowly dying away, their life-work, which is nothing at 
all but the production of that one flowering stem, finished. That 
done, the world has no more attractions for the aloe : it is content 
— it slowly dies away. And in the front of the garden was a row 
of tall drac*na palms. An old ship's figure head, thrown ashore 
»fter a wreck, representing the head and bust of a beautiful maiden, 
gilded, but with a good deal of the gilt rubbed off, stood on the left 
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hand of the garden, half hidden by another fuchsia-tree in flower : 
and a huge old-fashioned ship's lantern hung from aniron bar pro- 
jecting over the door of the house. 

The house itself was of stone, with a roof of small slates. Im- 
possible to say how old it was, because in this land stone- work ages 
rapidly, and soon becomes covered with yellow and orange lichen, 
while in the interstices there grows the grey sandwort ; and in the 
soft sea air and the damp sea mists the sharp edges even of granite 
are quickly rounded off and crumbled. But it was a very old house, 
save for the square projecting window, which had been added 
recently — say thirty or forty years ago — a long, low house of two 
storeys, simply built ; it stands half-way up the hill which slopes 
down to the water's edge ; it is protected from the north and north- 
east winds, which are the deadliest enemies to Scilly, partly by the 
hill behind and partly by a spur of grey rock running like an ancient 
Cyclopean wall down the whole face of the hill into the sea, where 
for many a fathom it sticks out black teeth, round which the white 
surge rises and tumbles, even in the calmest time. 

Beyond the garden-wall -why they wanted a garden-wall I 
know not, except for the pride and dignity of the thing — was a 
narrow green, with a little, a very little, pond ; in the pond there 
were ducks ; and beside the green was a small farmyard, contain- 
ing everything that a farmyard should contain, except a stable. It 
had no stable, because there are no horses or carts upon the island. 
Pigs there are, and cows ; fowls there are, and ducks and geese, 
and a single donkey for the purpose of carrying the flower-baskets 
from the farm to the landing-place ; but neither horse nor cart. 

Beyond the farmyard was a cottage, exactly like the houue, but 
smaller. It was thatched, and on the thatch grew clumps of sam- 
phire. This was the abode of Justinian Tryeth, bailiff, head man, 
or foreman, who managed the farm. When you have named Ursula 
Rosevean, and Armorel, her great-great granddaughter, and 
Justinian Tryeth, and Dorcas his wife — she was a native of St. 
Agnes, and therefore a Hicks by birth — Peter his son, and Chexsun 
his daughter, you have a complete directory of the island, because 
nobody else now lives on Samson. Formerly, however, and almost 
within the memory of the oldest inhabitant, according to the com- 
putation of antiquaries and the voice of tradition, this island main- 
tained a population of over two score. 

The hill which rises behind the house is the southern hill of the 
two, which, with the broad valley between them, make up the 
island of Samson. This hill slopes steeply seaward to south and 
west. It is not a lofty hill, by any means. In Scilly there are no 
lefty hills. When Nature addressed herself to the construe ion of 
this archipelago she brought to the task a light toujh : at the 
moment she happened to be full of feeling for the great and 
artistic effects which may be produced by small elevations, especially 
in those places where the material is granite. Therefore, though 



8 ARMOREL OF LYONESSR 

she raised no Alpine peak in Scilly, she provided great abundance 
and any variety of bold coast-line with rugged cliffs, lofty earns, 
and headlands piled with rocks. And her success as an artist in 
this genre has been undoubtedly wonderful. The actual measure- 
ment of Holy Hill, Samson — but why should we measure ? — has 
been taken, for the admiration of the world, by the Ordnance 
Survey. It is really no more than a hundred and thirty-two feet 
— not a foot more or less. But then one knows hills ten times that 
height — the Herefordshire Beacon, for example — which are not 
half so moun+ainous in the effect produced. Only a hundred and 
thirty-two feet — yet on its summit one feels the exhilaration of 
spirits caused by the air, elsewhere of five thousand feet at least. 
On its southern and western slopes He the fields which form the 
flower-farm of Holy Hill. 

Below the farmyard the ground sloped more steeply to the 
water : the slope was covered with short heather fern, now brown 
and yellow, and long trailing branches of bramble, now laden with 
ripe blackberries, the leaves enriched with blazon of gold and 
purple and crimson. 

Armorel ran across the green and plunged among the fern, toss- 
ing her arms and singing aloud, the old dog trotting and jumping, 
but with less elasticity, beside her. She was bare-headed ; the sun- 
shine made her dark cheeks ruddy and caused her black eyes to 
glow. Hebe, young and strong, loves Phoabus, and fears not any 
freckles. When she came to the water's edge, where the boulders 
lie piled in a broken mass among and above the water, she stood 
still and looked across the sea, silent for a moment. Then she 
began to sing in a strong contralto ; but no one could hear her, not 
even the coastguard on Telegraph Hill, or he of the Star Fort : the 
song she sang was one taught her by the old lady, who had sung it 
herself in the old, old days, when the road was always filled with 
merchantmen waiting for convoy up the Channel, and when the 
islands were rich with the trade of the ships, and their piloting, and 
their wrecks — to say nothing of the free trade which went on 
gallantly and without break or stop. As she sang she lifted her 
arms and swung them in slow cadence, as a Nautch-girl some- 
times swings her arms. What she sang was none other than the 
old song — 

Early one morning, just as the sun was rising, 
I heard a maid sing in the valley belnw: 

Oh ! don't deceive me. Oh ! ne\ er leave me. 

How could you use a poor maiden so ? 

In the year of grace 1884 Armorel was fifteen /ears of age. 
But she looked nineteen or twenty, because she was so tall and so 
well-grown. She waB dressed simply in a blue flannel ; the straw 
hat which she carried in her hand was trimmed with red ribbons ; 
Bt her throat she had stuck a red verbena — she naturally took to 
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red, because her complexion was so dark. Black hair ; black eyes ; 
a strongly marked brow ; a dark cheek of warm and ruddy hue ; 
the lips full, but the mouth finely curved ; features large but 
regular — she was already, though so young, a tall and handsome 
woman. Those able to understand things would recognise in 
her dark complexion, in her carriage, in her eyes, and in her 
upright figure, the true Castilian touch. The gipsy is swarthy ; the 
negro is black ; the mulatto is dusky : it is not the colour alone, 
but the figure and the carriage also, which mark the Spanish blood. 
A noble Spanish lady ; yet how could she get to Samson 1 

She wore no gloves — you cannot buy gloves in Samson — and 
her hands were brown with exposure to sea and sun, to wind and 
rain : they were by no means tiny hands, buL strong and capable 
hands ; her arms — no one ever saw them, but for shape and white- 
ness they could not be matched — would have disgraced no young 
fellow of her own age for strength and muscle. That was fairly to 
be expected in one who continually sailed and rowed across the 
inland seas of this archipelago ; who went to church by boat and 
to market by boat ; who paid her visits by boat and transacted her 
business by boat, and went by boat to do her shopping. She who 
rows every day upon the salt water, and knows how to manage a 
sail when the breeze is strong and the Atlantic surge rolls over the 
rocks and roughens the still water of the road, must needs be strong 
and sound. For my own part, 1 admire not the fragile maiden so 
much as her who rejoices in her strength. Youth, in woman as 
well as in man, should be brave and lusty ; clean of limb as well as 
of heart ; strong of arm as well as of will ; enduring hardness of 
voluntary labour as well as hardness of involuntary pain ; with f eei 
that can walk, run, and climb, and with hands that can hold on. 
Such a girl as Armorel — so tall, so strong, so healthy — offers, me- 
thinks, a home ready-made for all the virtues, and especially the 
virtues feminine, to house themselves therein. Here they will 
remain, growing stronger every day, until at last they have become 
part and parcel of the verj' girl herself, and cannot be parted from 
her. Whereas, when they visit the puny creature, weak, timid, 
delicate — but no — 'tis better to remain silent. 

How many times had the girl wandered, morning or afternoon, 
down the rough face of the hill, and stood looking vaguely out to 
sea, and presently returned home again ? How many such walks 
had she taken and forgotten ? For a hundred times — yea, a thou- 
sand times — we do over and over again the old familiar action, the 
little piece of the day's routine, and forget it when we lie down to 
sleep. But there comes the thousandth time, when the same thing 
is done again in the same way, yet is never to be forgotten. For 
on that day happens the thing which changes and charges a whole 
life. It is the first of many days. It is the beginning of new days. 
From it, whatever may have happened before, everything shall now 
be dated until the end. Mohammed lived many years, but all the 
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tilings that happened unto him or his successors are dated from the 
Flight. Is it for nothing that it has been told what things 
Armorel did and how she looked on this day ? Not so, but for the 
sake of what happened afterwards, and because the history ot 
Armorel begins with this restless fit, which drove her out of the 
quiet room down the hillside to the sea. Her history begins, like 
every history of a woman worth relating, with the man cast by the 
Bea upon the shores of her island. The maiden always lives upon 
an island, and whether the man is cast upon the shore by the sea 
of Society, or the sea of travel, or the sea of accident, or the sea of 
adventure, or the sea of briny waves and roaring winds and jagged 
rocks, matters little. To Armorel it was the last. To you, dear 
Dorothy or Violet, it will doubtless be by the sea of Society. And 
the day that casts him before your feet will ever after begin a new 
period in your reckoning. 

Armorel stopped her song as suddenly as she had begun it. 
She stopped because on the water below her, not far from the shore, 
she saw a strange thing. She had good sea eyes — an ordinary 
telescope does not afford a field of vision much larger or clearer 
across water than Armorel's eyes — but the thing was so strange that 
she shaded her forehead with her hand, and looked more curiously. 

It would be strange on any evening, even after the calmest day 
of summer, when the sun is setting low, to see a small boat going 
out beyond Samson towards the Western Islets. There the swell 
of ocean is always rolling among the rocks and round the crags and 
headlands of the isles. Only in calm weather and in broad day- 
light can the boatman who knows the place venture in those waters. 
Not even the most skilled boatman would steer for the Outer 
Islands at sunset. For there are hidden rocks, long ridges of teeth 
that run out from the islands to tear and grind to powder any boat 
that should be caught in their devouring jaws. There are currents 
also which run swiftly and unexpectedly between the islands to 
sweep the boat along with them till it shall strike the rocks and so 
go down with any who are abroad ; and there are strong gusts 
which sweep round the headlands and blow through the narrow 
sounds. So that it is only when the day is calm and in the full 
light of the sun that a boat can sail among these islands. 

Yet Armorel saw a boat on the water, not half a mile from 
Samson, with two men on board. More than this, the boat was 
apparently without oars or sails, and it was drifting out to sea. 
What did this mean 1 

She looked and wondered. She looked again, and she remem- 
bered. 

The tide was ebbing, the boat was floating out with the tide ; 
the breeze had dropped, but there was still something left — what 
there was came from the south-east and helped the boat along ; 
there was not much sea, but the feet of Great Minalto were white, 
and the white foam kept leaping up the sides, and on her right, 
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over the ledges round White Island, the water was tearing and 
boiling, a white and angry heap. Why, the wind was getting up, 
and the sun was setting, and if they did not begin to row back as 
hard as they could, and that soon, they would be out to sea and in 
the dark. 

She looked again, and she thought more. The sinking sun fell 
upon the boat, and lit it up so plainly that she could now see very 
well two things. First, that the boat was really without any oars 
or sails at all ; and next, that the two men in her were not natives 
of Scilly. She could not discern their faces, but she could tell by 
their appearance and the way they sat in the boat that they were 
not men of the place. Besides, what would an islander want out 
in a boat at such a time and in such a place ? They were, there- 
fore, visitors ; and by the quiet way in which they sat, as if it 
mattered not at all, it was perfectly plain that they understood 
little or nothing of their danger. 

Again she considered, and now it became certain to her, looking 
down upon the boat, that the current was not taking her out to 
sea at all, which would be dangerous enough, but actually straight 
on the ridge or ledge of rocks lying off the south-west of White 
Island. Then, seized with sudden terror, she turned and fled back 
to the farm. 



CHAPTER II 

PRESENTED BY THE SEA 

1 Peter ! ' cried Armorel in the farmyard. ' Peter ! Peter ! Wat a 
up ! Where is the boy 1 Wake up and come quick ! ' 

The boy was not sleeping, however, and came forth slowly, but 
obediently, in rustic fashion. He was a little older than most of 
those who still permit themselves to be called boys : unless his 
looks deceived one, he was a great deal older, for he was entirely 
bald, save for a few long, scattered hairs, which were white. His 
beard and whiskers also consisted of nothing but a few sparse white 
hairs. He moved heavily, without the spring of boyhood in his 
feet. Had Peter jumped or run, one might in haste have inferred 
a condition of drink or mental disorder. As for his shoulders, too, 
they were rounded, as if by the weight of years — a thing which is 
rarely seen in boys. Yet Armorel called this antique person ' the 
boy,' and he answered to the name without remonstrance. 

' Quick, Peter ! ' she cried. ' There's a boat drifting on White 
Island Ledge, and the tide's running out strong ; and there are 
two men in her, and they've got no oars in the boat. Ignorant 
trippers, I suppose ! They will both be killed to a certainty, 
unless Quick ! ' 

Peter followed her flying footsteps with a show of haste and a 
movement of the legs approaching alacrity. But then he was 



12 ARMOREL OF LYONESSE 

always a slow boy, and one who loved to have his work done for 
him. Therefore, when he reached the landing-place, he found that 
Armorel was well before him, and that she had already shipped 
mast and sail and oars, and was waiting for him to shove off. 

Samson has two landing beaches, one on the north-east below 
Bryher Hill, and the other farther south, on the eastern side of 
the valley. There might be a third, better than either, on Porth 
Bay, if anyone desired to put off there, on the west side facing the 
other islands, where nobody has any business at all except to see the 
rocks or shoot wild birds. 

The beach used by the Holy Hill folk was the second of these 
two ; here they kept their boats, and had their old stone boat- 
house to store the gear ; and it was here that Armorel stood 
waiting for her companion. 

Peter was slow on land ; at sea, however, he alone is slow 
who does not know what can be got out of a boat, and how it can 
be got. Peter did possess this knowledge ; all the islanders, in 
fact, have it. They are born with it. They also know that nothing 
at sea is gained by hurry. It is a maxim which is said to rule or 
govern their conduct on land as well as afloat. Peter, therefore, 
when he had pushed off, sat down and took an oar with no more 
appearance of hurry than if he were taking a boat-load of boxes 
filled with flowers across to the port. Armorel took the other oar. 

' They are drifting on White Island Ledge,' repeated Armorel ; 
'and the tide is running out fast.' 

Peter made no reply — Armorel expected nono — but dipped his 
oar. They rowed in silence for ten minutes. Then Peter found 
utterance, and spoke slowly. 

' Twenty years ago — I remember it well — a boat went ashore 
on that very Ledge. The tide was running out — strong, like to- 
night. There was three men in her — visitors they were, who 
wanted to save the boatman's pay. Their bodies was never 
found.' 

Then both pulled on in silence, and doggedly. 

In ten minutes or more they had rounded the Point at a 
respectful distance, for reasons well known to the navigator and 
the nautical surveyor of Scilly. Peter, without a word, shipped 
his oar. Armorel did likewise. Then Peter stepped the mast and 
hoisted the sail, keeping the line in his own hand, and looked 
ahead, while Armorel took the helm. 

' It's Jinkins'sboat,' said Peter, because they were now insight 
of her. ' What'll Jinkins say when he hears that his boat's gone 
to pieces 1 ' 

' And the two men ? Who are they 1 Will Jinkins say 
nothing about the men 1 ' 

' Strangers they are ; gentlemen, I suppose. Well, if the 
breeze doesn't soon Ah, here it ia ! ' 

The wind suddenly filled the sail. The bvat haeled over under 
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the breeze, and a moment after was flying through the water 
straight up the broad channel between the two Minaltos and 
Samson. 

The sun was very low now. Between them and the west lay the 
boat they were pursuing — a small black object, with two black 
silhouettes of figures clear against the crimson sky. And now 
Armorel perceived that they had by this time gotten an inkling, 
at least, of their danger, for they no longer sat passive, bui had 
torn up a plank from the bottom, with which one, kneeling in the 
bows, was working as with a paddle, but without science. The 
boat yawed this way and that, but still kept on her course 
drifting to the rocks. 

' If she touches the Ledge, Peter,' said Armorel, ' she will be 
in little bits in five minutes. The water is rushing over it like a 
mill-stream.' 

This she said ignorant of mill-streams, because there are none 
on Scilly ; but the comparison served. 

' If she touches,' Peter replied, ' we may just go home again. 
For we shall be no good to nobody.' 

Beyond the boat they could plainly see the waters breaking 
over the Ledge ; the sun lit up the white foam that leaped and flew 
over the black rocks just showing their teeth above the water as 
the tide went down. 

Here is a problem — you may find plenty like it in every book 
of algebra. Given a boat drifting upon a ledge of rocks with the 
current and the tide ; given a boat sailing in pursuit with a fair 
wind aft ; given also the velocity of the current and the speed of 
the boat and the distance of the first boat from the rocks : at what 
distance must the second boat commence the race in order to catch 
Dp the first before it drives upon the rocks ? 

This second boat, paying close attention to the problem, 
came up hand over hand, rapidly overtaking the first boat, 
where the two men not only understood at last the danger they 
were in, but also that an attempt was being made to save them. 
In fact, one of them, who had some tincture or flavour of the 
mathematics left in him from his school days, remembered the 
problems of this class, and would have given a great deal to have 
been back again in school working out one of them. 

Presently the boats were so near that Peter hailed, ' Boat ahoy ! 
Back her ! Back her ! or you'll be upon the rocks. Back her all 
you know ! ' 

' We've broken our oars,' they shouted. 

4 Keep her off ! ' Peter bawled again. 

Even with a plank taken from the bottom of the boat a 
practised boatman would have been able to keep her off long 
enough to clear the rooks ; but these two young men were not used 
to the ways of the sea. 

' Put up your helium,' said Peter, quietly. 
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' What are you going to do ? ' The girl obeyed first, as one 
must do at sea, and asked the question afterwards. 

' There's only one chance. We must cut across her bows. Two 
lubbers ! They ought not to be trusted with a boat. There's 
plenty of room.' He looked at the Ledge ahead and at his own 
sail. ' Now — steady.' He tightened the rope, the boat changed 
her course. Then Peter stood up and called again, his hand 
to his mouth, ' Back her ! Back her ! Back her all you know ! ' 
He sat down and said quietly, 'Now, then — luff it is — luff — all 
you can.' 

The boat turned suddenly. It was high time. Right in front 
of them — only a few yards in front — the water rushed as if over a 
cascade, boiling and surging among the rocks. At high tide there 
would have been the calm, unruffled surface of the ocean swell ; 
now there were roaring floods and swelling whirlpools. The girl 
looked round, but only for an instant. Then the boat crossed the 
bows of the other, and Armorel, as they passed, caught the rope 
that was held out to her. 

One moment more and they were off the rocks, in deep water, 
towing the other boat after them. 

Then Peter arose, lowered the sail, and took down his mast. 

' Nothing, ' he said, 'between us and Mincarlo. Now, gentle- 
men, if you will step into this boat we can tow yours along with us. 
So — take care, sir ! Sit in the stern beside the young lady. Can 
you row, either of you 1 ' 

They could both row, they said. In these days a man is as 
much ashamed of not being able to row as, fifty years ago, he wa3 
ashamed of not being able to ride. Peter took one oar and gave 
the other to the stranger nearest. Then, without more words, ho 
dipped his oar and began to row back again. The sun went down, 
and it suddenly became cold. 

Armorel perceived that the man beside her was quite a young 
man — not more than one- or two-and-twenty. He wore brave 
attire — even a brown velvet jacket, a white waistcoat, and a crimson 
necktie ; he also had a soft felt hat. Nature had not yet given 
him much beard, but what there was of it he wore pointed, with a 
light moustache so arranged as to show how it would be worn when 
it became of a respectable length. As he sat in the boat he seemed 
tall ; and he did not look at all like one of the bawling and 
boastful trippers who sometimes come over to the islands for a 
'light and pretend to know how to manage a boat. Yet 

' What do you mean,' asked the girl, severely, ' by going out in 
a boat, when you ought to have known very well that you could 
not manage her 1 ' 

' We thought we could,' replied this disconcerted pretender, 
with meekness suitable to the occasion. Indeed, under such 
humiliating ciroumstanoeH, C&pt*i» Paroltea himself would hecom« 
meek. 
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If we had not seen you,' she continued, 'yoa would m<>at 
Ceitainly have been killed.' 

' I begin to think we might. We should certainly have gone 
on those rocks. But there is an island close by. We could swim.' 

' If your boat had touched those rocka you would have been 
dead in three minutes,' this maid of wisdom continued. ' Nothing 
could have saved you. No boat could have come near you. And 
to think of standing or swimming in that current and among those 
rocks ! Oh ! but you don't know Scilly.' 

' No,' he replied, still with a meekness that disarmed wrath, 
' I'm afraid not.' 

' Tell me how it happened.' 

The other man struck in — he who was wielding the oar. He 
also vvas a young man, of shorter and more sturdy build than the 
other. Had he not, unfortunately, confined his whole attention in 
youth to football, he might have made a good boatman. Really, a 
young man whose appearance conveyed no information or sugges- 
tion at all about him except that he seemed healthy, active, and 
vigorous, and that he was presumably short-sighted, or he would 
not have worn spectacles. 

' I will tell you how it came about,' he said. ' This man would 
go sketching the coast. I told him that the islands are so beauti- 
fully and benevolently built that every good bit has got another 
bit on the n«xt island, or across a cove, or on the other side of a 
bay, put there on purpose for the finest view of the first bit. You 
only get that arrangement, you know, in the Isles of Scilly and 
the Isles of Greece. But he wouldn't be persuaded, and so we took 
a boat and went to sea, like the three merchants of Bristol city. 
We saw Jerusalem and Madagascar very well, and if you hadn't 
turned up in the nick of time I believe we should have seen the 
river Styx as well, with Cocytus very likely : good old Charon 
certainly : and Tantalus, too much punished — overdone — up to his 
neck.' 

Armorel heard, wondering what, in the name of goodness, this 
talker of strange language might mean. 

'When his oar broke, you know,' the talker went on, ' I began 
to laugh, and so I caught a crab ; and while I lay in the bottom 
laughing like Tom of Bedlam, my oar dropped overboard, and 
there we were. Five mortal hours we drifted ; but we had tobacco 
and a flask, and we didn't mind so very much. Some boat, v.u 
thought, might pick us up.' 

' Some boat ! ' echoed Armorel. ' And outside Samson ! ' 

' As for the rocks, we never thought about them. Had wa 
known of the rocks, we should not have laughed ' 

' You have saved our lives,' said the young man in the velvet 
jacket. He had a soft sweet voice, which trembled a little as he 
spoke. And, indeed, it is a solemn thing to be rescued from certain 
death. 
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' Peter did it,' Armorel replied. ' You may thank Peter.' 

' Let me thank you/ he said, softly and persuasively. ' The 
other man may thank Peter.' 

'Just as you like. So long, that is, as you remember that it 
will have to be a lesson to you as long as you live never to go out in 
a boat without a man.' 

4 It shall be a lesson. I promise. And the man I go out with, 
next time, shall not be you, Dick.' 

' Never,' she went on, enforcing the lesson, ' never go in a boat 
alone, unless you know the waters. Are you Plymouth trippers t 
But then Plymouth people generally know how to handle a boat.' 

' We are from London.' In the twilight the blush caused by 
being taken for a Plymouth tripper was not perceived. ' I am an 
artist, and I came to sketch.' He said this with some slight 
emphasis and distinction. There must be no mistaking an artist 
from London for a Plymouth tripper. 

' You must be hungry.' 

' We are ravenous, but at this moment one can only feel that it 
is better to be hungry and alive than to be drowned and dead.' 

' Oh ! ' she said, earnestly, ' you don't know how strong the 
water is. It would have thrown you down and rolled you over and 
over among the rocks, jour head would have been knocked to pieces, 
your face would have been crushed out of shape, every bone would 
have been broken : Peter has seen them so.' 

' Ay ! ay ! ' said Peter. ' I've picked 'em up just so. You are 
well off those rocks, gentlemen.' 

Silence fell upon them. The twilight was deepening, the breeze 
was chill. Armorel felt that the young man beside her was shivering 
— perhaps with the cold. He looked across the dark water and 
gasped : ' We are coming up,' he said, ' out of the gates of death 
and the jaws of hell. Strange ! to have been so near unto dying. 
Five minutes more, and there would have been an end, and two 
more men would have been created for no other purpose but to be 
drowned.' 

Armorel made no reply. The oars kept dipping, dipping, 
evenly and steadily. Across the waters on either hand flashed 
lights : St. Agnes and the Bishop from the south — they are white 
lights ; and from the north the crimson splendour of Round 
Island : the wind was dropping, and there was a little phosphores- 
cence on the water, which gleamed along the blade of the oar. 

In half an hour the boat rounded the new pier, and they were 
in the harbour of Hugh Town at the foot of the landing- steps. 

' Now,' said Armorel, ' you had better get home as fast as you 
can and have some supper. 

' Why,' cried the artist, realising the fact for the first time, 
•you are bare-headed ! You will kill yourself.' 

' I am used to going about bare-headed. I shall come to no 
harm. Now go and get some food.' 
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'And you?' The young man stood on the stepping-stones 
ready to mount. 

' We shall put up the sail and get back to Samson in twenty 
minutes. There is breeze enough for that.' 

' Will you tell us,' said the artist, ' before you go — to whom we 
are indebted for our very lives i ' 

' My name is Armorel.' 

' May we call upon you ? To-night we are too bewildered. 
VVe cannot say what we ought and must say.' 

' 1 live on Samson. What is your name 1 ' 
My name is Roland Lee. My friend here is called Dick 
Stephenson.' 

' You can come if you wish. I shall be glad to see you,' 
she corrected herself, thinking she had been inhospitable and 
ungracious. 

' Am I to ask for Miss Armorel 1 ' 

She laughed merrily. ' You will find no one to ask, I am 
afraid. Nobody else, you see, lives on Samson. When you land, 
just turn to the left, walk over the hill, and you will find the 
house on the other side. Samson is not so big that you can 
miss the house. Good-night, Roland Lee ! Good-night, Dick 
Stephenson ! ' 

' She's only a child,' said the young man called Dick, as he 
climbed painfully and fearfully up the dark and narrow steps, 
slippery with sea-weed and not even protected by an inner bar. 
' I suppose it doesn't much matter since she's only a child. But I 
merely desire to point out that it's always the way. If there doea 
happen to be an adventure accompanied by a girl — most adventures 
bring along the girl : nobody cares, in fact, for an adventure with- 
out a girl in it — I'm put in the background and made to do the 
work while you sit down and talk to the girl. Don't tell me it was 
accidental. It was the accident of design. Hang it all ! I'll turn 
painter myself.' 



CHAPTER III 

IN THE BAR PARLOCR 

At nine o'clock the little bar parlour of Tregarthen's was nearly 
full. It is a very little room, low as well as little, therefore 
it is easily filled. And though it is the principal club-room of 
Hugh Town, where the better sort and the notables meet, it can 
easily accommodate them all. They do not, however, meet every 
evening, and they do not all come at cnce. There i3 a wooden 
settle along the wall, beautifully polished by constant use, which 
holds four : a smaller one beside the tire, where at a pinch two 
might sit ; there is a seat in the window which also might hold 
two, but 18 only comfortable for one. A small round table only 
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leaves room for one chair. This makes sitting accon-jaodation for 
nine, and when all are present, and all nine are smoking tobacco 
like one, the atmosphere is convivially pungent. This evening 
there were only seven. They consisted of the two young men 
whose perils on the deep you have just witnessed ; a Justice of 
the Peace — but his office is a sinecure, because on the Scilly Isles 
virtue reigns in every heart ; a flower-farmer of the highest stand- 
ing ; two other gentlemen weighed down with the mercantile 
anxieties and interests of the place — they ought to have been in 
wigs and square brown coats, with silver buckles to their shoes ; 
and one who held office and exercised authority. 

The art of conversation cannot be successfully cultivated on a 
small island, on board ship, or in a small country town. Conver- 
sation requires a continual change of company, and a great variety 
of topics. Your great talker, when he inconsiderately remains 
too long among the same set, becomes a bore. After a little, 
unless he goes away, or dies, or becomes silent, they kill him, or 
lock him up in an asylum. At Tregarthen's he would be made to 
understand that either he or the rest of the population must 
leave the archipelago and go elsewhere. In some colonial circles 
they play whist, which is an excellent method, perhaps the best 
ever invented, for disguising the poverty or the absence of conver- 
sation. At Tregarthen's they do not feel this necessity — they are 
contented with their conversation ; they are so happily contented 
that they do not repine even though they get no more than an 
observation dropped every ten minutes or so. They are not 
anxious to reply hurriedly ; they are even contented to sit silently 
enjoying the proximity of each other — the thing, in fact, which 
lies at the root of all society. The evening is not felt to be dull, 
though there are no fireworks of wit and repartee. Indeed, if 
Douglas Jerrold himself were to appear with a bag full of the most 
sparkling epigrams and repartees, nobody would laugh, even when 
he was kicked out into the cold and unappreciative night — the 
stars have no sense of humour — as a punishment for impudence. 

This evening the notables spoke occasionally ; they spoke 
Blowly — the Scillonians all talk slowly — they neither attempted nor 
looked for smartness. They did not tell stories, because all the 
stories are known, and they can now only be told to strangers. 
The two young men from London listened without taking any part 
in the talk : people who have just escaped — and that narrowly — 
a sharp and painful death by drowning and banging on jagged 
rocks are expected to be hushed for awhile. But they listened. 
And they became aware that the talk, in whatever direction it 
wandered, always came back to the sea. Everything in Scilly 
belongs to the sea : they may go up country, which is a journey of 
a mile and a half, or even two miles — and speak for a moment of 
the crops and the farms ; but that leads to the question of import 
and export, and, therefore, to the vessels lying within the pier, 
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and to the steam service to Penzance and to vessels in other ports, 
and, generally, to steam service about the world. And again, 
wherever two or three are gathered together in Scilly, one at least 
will be found to have ploughed the seas in distant parts. This 
confers a superiority on the society of the islands which cannot, 
even in these days, be denied or concealed. In the last century, 
when a man who was known to have crossed the Pacific entered a 
coffee-house, the company with one accord gazed upon him with 
envy and wonder. Even now, familiarity hath not quite bred 
contempt. We still look with unconcealed respect upon one who 
can tell of Tahiti and the New Hebrides, and has stood upon the 
mysterious shores of Papua. And, at Tregarthen's this evening, 
these two strangers were young ; they had not yet made the circuit 
of the round earth ; they had had, as yet, not many opportunities 
of talking with travellers and sailors. Therefore, they listened, 
and were silent. 

Presently, one after the other, the company got up and went 
out. There is no sitting late at night in Scilly. There were left 
of all only the Permanent Official. 

' I hear, gentlemen,' he said, ' that you have had rather a nasty 
time this evening.' 

' We should have been lost,' said the artist, 'but for a — young 
lady, who saw our danger and came out to us.' 

' Armorel. I saw her towing in your boat and landing you. 
Yes, it was a mighty lucky job that she saw you in time. There's 
a girl ! Not yet sixteen years old ! Yet I'd rather trust myself 
with her in a boat, especially if she had the boy Peter with her, 
than any boatman of the islands. And there's not a rock or aii 
islet, not a bay or a headland in this country of bays and capes and 
rocks, that she does not know. She could find her way blindfold 
by the feel of the wind and the force of the current. But it's in 
her blood. Father to son — father to son and daughter too — the 
Roseveans are born boatmen.' 

' She saved our lives,' repeated the artist. ' That is all we 
know of her. It is a good deal to know, perhaps, from our own 
point of view.' 

' She belongs to Samson. They've always lived on Samson. 
Once there were Roseveans, Tryeths, Jenkinses, and Woodcocks 
on Samson. Now, they are nearly all gone — only one family of 
Rosevean left, and one of Tryeth.' 

' She said that nobody else lived there.' 

' Well, it is only her own family. They've started a flower- 
farm lately on Holy Hill, and I hear it's doing pretty well. It's a 
likely situation, too, facing south-west and well sheltered. You 
should go and see the flower-farm. Armorel will be glad to show 
you the farm, and the island too. Samson has got a good many 
curious things — more curious, perhaps, than she knows, poor child 1 ' 

Ha paused for a moment, and then continued ; ' There's nobody 
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on the island now but themselves. There's the old woman, first— 
you should see her too. She's a curiosity by herself — Ursula 
Rosevean — she was a Traverse, and came from Bryher to be 
married. She married Methusalem Rosevean, Armorel's great- 
great-grandfather — that was nigh upon eighty years ago ; she's 
close upon a hundred now ; and she's been a widow since — when 
was it 1 — I believe she'd only been a wife for twelve months or so. 
He was drowned on a smuggling run — his brother Emanuel, too. 
Widow used to look for him from the hill-top every night for a 
year and more afterwards. A wonderful old woman I Go and 
look at her. Perhaps she will talk to you. Sometimes, when 
Armorel plays the fiddle, she will brighten up and talk for an hour. 
She knows how to cure all diseases, and she can foretell the future. 
But she's too old now, and mostly she's asleep. Then there's 
Justinian Tryeth and Dorcas, his wife— they're over seventy, both 
of them, if they're a day. Dorcas was a St. Agnes girl — that's the 
reason why her name was Hicks : if she'd come from Bryher she'd 
have been a Traverse ; if from Tresco she'd have been a Jenkins. 
But she was a Hicks. She's as old as her husband, I should say. 
As for the boy, Peter ' 

' She called him the boy, I remember. But he seemed to 
me ' 

' He's fifty, but he's always been the boy. He never married, 
because there was nobody left on Samson for him to marry, and 
he's always been too busy on the farm to come over here after a 
wife. And he looks more than fifty, because once he fell off the 
pier, head first, into the stern of a boat, and after he'd been un- 
conscious for three days, all his hair fell off except a few stragglers, 
and they'd turned white. Looks most as old as his father. 
Chessun's near fifty-two.' 

' Who is Chessun 1 ' 

'She's the girl. She's always been the girl. She's never 
married, just like Peter her br >ther, because there was no one left 
on Samson for her. And she never leaves the island except once 
or twice a year, when she goes to the afternoon service at Bryher. 
Well, gentlemen, that's all the people left on Samson. There used 
to be more — a great many more — quite a population, and if all 
stories are true, they' were a lively lot. You'll see their cottages 
standing in ruins. As for getting drowned, you'd hardly believe ! 
Why, take Armorel alone. Her father, Emanuel — he'd be about 
fifty-seven now — he was drowned — twelve years ago it must be 
now — with his wife and his three boys, Emanuel, John, and 
Andrew, crossing over from a wedding at St. Agnes. He married 
Rovena Wetherel, from St. Mary's. Then there was her grand- 
father, he was a pilot — but they were all pilots — and he was cast 
away taking an East Indiaman up the Channel, cast away on Chesil 
Bank ^ a fog— that was in the year 1845— and all hands lost. Hia 
fathei— no, no, that was his uncle- -sill in the line Tvere drowned ; 
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thai one'e uncle died in his bed unexpectedly — you can see the bed 
etill — but they do say, just before some officers came over about a 
little bit of business connected with French brandy. One of the 
Roseveans went away, and became a purser in the Royal Navy. 
Those were the days for pursers ! Their accounts were never 
audited, and when they'd squared the captain and paid him tho 
wages and allowances for the dummies and the dead men, they had 
left as much — ay, as a couple of thousand a year. After this he 
left the Navy and purveyed for the Fleet, and became so rich that 
they had to make him a knight.' 

' Was there much smuggling here in the old days ? ' 

' Look here, sir ; a Scillonian in the old days called himself a 
pilot, a fisherman, a shopkeeper, or a farmer, just as he pleased. 
That was his pleasant way. But he was always— mind you — a 
smuggler. Armorel's great-great-great-grandfather, father of the 
old lady's husband — him who was never heard of afterwards, but 
was supposed to have been cast away off the French coast— he was 
known to have made great sums of money. Never was anyone cm 
the islands in such a big way. Lots of money came to tho islands 
from smuggling. They say that the St. Martin's people have kept 
theirs, and have got it invested ; but, for all the rest, it's gone. 
And they were wreckers too. Many and many a good ship beforo 
the islands were lit up have struck on the rocks and gone to pieces. 
What do you think became of the cargoes ? Where were the Scilly 
boats when the craft was breaking up ? And did you never hear of 
the ship's lantern tied to the horns of a cow 1 They've got one on 
Samson coidd tell a tale or two ; and they've still got a figure-head 
there which ought to have haunted old Emanuel Rosevean when 
his boat capsized off the coast of France.' 

' An interesting family history.' 

' Yes. Until the Preventive Service put an end to the trade, 
the Roseveans were the most successful and the most daring 
smugglers in the islands. But an unlucky family. All theso 
drownings make people talk. Old wives' talk, I dare say. But 
for something one of them did — wrecking a ship, robbing the dead, 
who knows — they say the bad luck will go on till something is 
done — I know not what.' 

He got up and put on his cap, the blue-cloth cap with a cloth 
peak, much affected in Scilly, because the wind blows off any other 
form of hat ever invented. 

' It is ten o'clock — I must go. Did you ever hear the story, 
gentlemen, of the Scillonian sailor 1 ' He sat down again. ' I 
believe it must have been one of the Roseveans. He was on board 
a West Indiaman, homeward bound, and the skipper got into a ftg 
and lost his reckoning. Then he asked this man if he knew the 
Scilly Isles. "Better nor any book," says the sailor. "Then," 
says the skipper, " take the wheel." In an hour crash went the 
ship upon the rocks. " Damn your eyes ! " says the sV ipper, " you 
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said you knew the Scilly Isles." " So I do," says the man ; " this 
is one of 'em." The ship went to pieces, and near all the hands 
were lost. But the people of the islands had a fine time with the 
flotsam and the jetsam for a good many days afterwards.' 

' I believe,' said the young man — he who answered to the name 
of Dick — ' that this patriot is buried in the old churchyard. I saw 
an inscription to-day which probably marks his tomb. Under the 
name is written the words " Dulce et decor" — but the rest is 
obliterated.' 

' Very likely — they would bury him in the old churchyard. 
Good-night, gentlemen ! ' 

' Roland ! ' The young man called Dick jumped from the settle. 
' Roland ! Pinch me — shake me — stick a knife into me — but not 
too far — I feel as if I was going off my head. The fair Armorel's 
father was a corsair, who was drowned on his way from the coast 
of France, with his grandfather and his great-grandfather and great- 
grand-uncles, after having been cast away upon the Chesil Bank, 
and never heard of again, though he was wanted on account of a 
keg of French brandy picked up in the Channel. He made an 
immense pile of money, which has been lost ; and there's an old 
lady at the farm so old — so old — so very, very old — it takes your 
breath away only to think of it — that she married Methusalem. 
Her husband was drowned — a new light, this, on history — and of 
course she escaped on the Ark — as a stowaway or a cabin passenger. 
Armorel plays the fiddle and makes the old lady jump.' 

' We'll go over there to-morrow.' 

' We will. It is a Land of Enchantment, this outlying bit of 
Lyonesse. Meanwhile, just to clear my brain, I think I must have 
a whisky. The weakness of humanity demands it. 

Oh ! 'twas in Tregarthen's bar, 
Where the pipes and whiskies are 



They are an unlucky family,' he went on, ' because they " did some- 
thing." Remark, Roland, that here is the very element of romance. 
My ancestors have "done something" too. I am sure they have, 
because my grandfather kept a shop, and you can't keep a shop 
without "doing something." But Fate never persecuted my 
father, the dean, and I am not in much anxiety that I too shall be 
^ftadowed on account of the old man. Yet look at Armorel 
Rosevean ! There's distinction, mind you, in being selected by 
Fate for vicarious punishment. The old corsair wrecked a ship 
and robbed the bodies : therefore, all his descendants have got to 
be drowned. Dear me ! If we were all to be drowned because 
our people had once "done something," the hungry, insatiate 
sea would be choked, and the world would come to an end. A 
Scotch whisky, Rebecca, if you please, and a seltzer ! To-morrow, 
Jtoland, we will once more cross the raging main, but under 
l>rotection. If you break an oar again, you shall be put over- 
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board. We will visit this fair child of Samson. Child of Samson ! 
The Child of Samson ! Was Delilah her mother, or is she the 
grand daughter of the Timnite ? Has she inherited the virtues 
of her father as well as his strength ? Were the latter days of 
Delilah sanctified and purified 1 Happily, she is only as yet a child 
—only a child, Roland' — he emphasised the words — 'although a 
■child of Samson.' 

Tn the night a vision came to Roland Lee. He saw Armorel 
once more sailing to his rescue. And in his vision he was seized 
with a mighty terror and a shaking of the limbs, and his heart 
.sank and his cheek blanched ; and he cried aloud, as he sank be- 
neath the cold waters : ' Oh, Armorel, you have come too late ! 
Armorel, you cannot save me now.' 



CHAPTER IV 

TUB GOLDEN TORQUE 

The morning wai bright, the sky blue, the breeze fresh — so 
fresh that even in the Road the sea broke over the bows and 
the boat ran almost gunwale under. This time the two lands- 
men were not unprotected : they were in charge of two boatmen. 
Humiliating, perhaps ; but your true courage consisteth not in 
vain boasting and arrogant pretence, and he is safest who doth not 
ignorantly presume to manage a boat. Therefore, boatmen twain 
now guided the light bark and held the ropes. 

' Dick,' said Roland, presently, looking ahead, ' I see her. There 
she is — upon the hillside among the brown fern. I can see her, 
with her blue dress.' 

Dick looked, and shook his short-sighted head. 

'I only see Samson,' he said. 'He groweth bigger as we 
approach. That is not uncommon with islands. I perceive that 
he hath two hills, one on the north and the other on the south ; he 
showeth — perhaps with pride — a narrow plain in the middle. The 
hills appear to be strewn with boulders, and there are earns, and 
perhaps Logan stones. There is always a Logan stone, but you 
can never find it. There are also, I perceive, ruins. Samson looks 
quite a large island when you come near to it. Life on Samson 
must be curiously peaceful. No post-otfice, no telegrams, no 
telephones, no tennis, no shops, no papers, no people — good 
heavens ! For a whole month one would enjoy Samson.' 

' Don't you see her 1 ' repeated Roland. ' She is coming down 
the hillside.' 

4 1 dare say I do see her if I knew it ; but I cannot at this dis 
iance, even with assisted eyes ' 

' Oh ! a blue dress— blue -asrainst the brown and yellow of the 
fern. <~!an you not 1 ' 
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i )iek gazed with the slow, unoertain eyes of short sight, and 
adjusted his glasses. 

'My pal," he said, 'to please you I would pretend to see 
anything. Ln fact, I always do : it saves trouble. I see her 
plainly — blue dress, you say — certainly — sitting on a rock ' 

' Nonsense ! She is walking down the hill. You don't see her 
at all.' 

4 Quite so. Coming down the hill,' Dick replied, unmoved. 

' She has been in my mind all night. I have been thinking all 
kinds of things — impossible things — about this nymph. She is 
not in the least common, to begin with. She is ' 

' She is only a child, Roland. Don't ' 

4 A child / Why shouldn't she be a child ? I suppose I may 
admire a beautiful child 1 Do you insinuate that I am going to 
make love to her ? ' 

' Well, old man, you mostly do.' 

' It was not so dark last night but one could see that she is a 
very beautiful girl. She looks eighteen, but our friend last night 
assured us that she is not yet sixteen. A very beautiful girl she 
is : features regular, and a head that ought to be modelled. Sh8 
is dark, like a Spaniard.' 

' Gipsy, probably. Name of Stanley or Smith — Pharaoh Stanley 
was, most likely, her papa.' 

4 Gipsy yourself ! Who ever heard of a gipsy on Scilly ? You 
might as well look for an organ-grinder ! Spanish blood, I swear I 
Castilian of the deepest blue. Then her eye3 ! You didn't observe 
her eyes 1 ' 

' I was too hungry. Besides, as usual, I was doing all the 
vrork.' 

4 They are black eyes ' 

'The Romany have black eyes— roving eyes — hard, bold, bad, 
black eyes.' 

4 Soft black — not hard black. The dark velvet eyes which hold 
the light. Dick, I should like to paint those eyes. She is now 
looking at our boat. I can see her lifting her hand to shade her 
eyes. I should like to paint those eyes just at the moment when 
she gives away her heart.' 

' You cannot, Childe Roland, because there could only be one 
other person present on that interesting occasion. And that person 
must not be you.' 

' Dick, too often you are little better than an ass.' 

4 If you painted those eyes when she was giving away her heart 
it might lead to another and a later picture when she was giving 
away her temper. Eyes which hold the light also hold the fire'. 
\ ou might be killed with lightning, or, at least, blinded with excess 
of light. Take care!' 

' Better be blinded with excess of light than pass by insensihK 
Some men sue wwe <L W the fellow with the mu<-k-ra,ke. D> 
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eras only insensible to a golden crown ; they are insonsible to 
Venus. Without loveliness, where is love ? Without love, what 
is life 1 ' 

' Yet,' said Dick, drily, ' most of us have got to shape our lives 
for ourselves before we can afford to think of Venus.' 

It will be understood that these two young men represented 
two large classes of humanity. One would not go so far as to say 
that mankind may be divided into those two classes only : but, 
undoubtedly, they are always with us. First, the young man who 
walketh humbly, doing his appointed task with honesty, and 
taking with gratitude any good thing that is bestowed upon him 
by Fate. Next, the young man who believes that the whole round 
world and all that therein is are created for his own special 
pleasure and enjoyment ; that for him the lovely girls attire 
themselves, and for his pleasure go forth to dance and ball ; for 
him the actress plays her best ; for him the feasts are spread, the 
corks are popped, the fruits are ripened, the suns shine. To the 
former class belonged Dick Stephenson : to the latter, Roland Lee. 
Indeed, the artistic temperament not uncommonly enlists a young 
man in the latter class. 

' Look ! ' cried the artist. ' She sees us. She is coming down 
the hill. Even you can see her now. Oh ! the light, elastic step ! 
Nothing in the world more beautiful than the light, elastic step 
of a girl. Somehow, I don't remember it in pictures. Perhaps- 
some day — I may ' He began to talk in unconnected jerks. 

' As for the Greek maiden by the sea-shore playing at ball and 
showing bony shoulders, and all that — I don't like it. Only very 
young girls should play at ball and jump about — not women grown 
and formed. They may walk or spring as much as they like, but 
they must not jump, and they must not run. They must not 
laugh loud. Violent emotions are masculine. Figure and dress 
alike make violence ungraceful : that is why I don't like to see 
women jump about. If they knew how it uglifies most of them ! 
Armorel is only a child — yes — but how graceful, how complete she 
is in her movements ! ' 

She was now visible, even to a short-sighted man, tripping 
lightly through the fern on the slope of the hill. As she ran, she 
tossed her arms to balance herself from boulder to boulder. She 
was singing, too, but those in the boat could not hear her ; and 
before the keel touched the sand she was silent. 

She stood waiting for them on the beach, her old dog Jack 
beside her, a smile of welcome in her eyes, and the sunlight on her 
cheeks. Hebe herself — who remained always fifteen from pre- 
historic times until the melancholy catastrophe of the fourth 
century, when, with the other Olympians, she was snuffed out — was 
not sweeter, more dainty, or stronger, or more vigorous of aspect. 

' I thought you would come across this morning,' she said. ' I 
went to the top of the hill and looked out, and presently I saw your 
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boat. You have not ventured out alone again, I see. Good-mom« 
ing, RoUnd Lee ! Good-morning, Dick Stephenson ! ' 

She called them thus by their Christian names, not with 
familiarity, but quite naturally, and because when she went into 
the world — that is to say, to Bryher Church — on Sunday after- 
noon, each called unto each by his Christian name. And to each 
she gave her hand with a smile of welcome. But it seemed to 
Dick, who was observant rather than jealous, that his companion 
appropriated to himself and absorbed both smiles. 

' Shall I show you Samson ? Have you seen the islands yet ? ' 

No ; they had only arrived two days before, and were going 
back the next day. 

' Many do that,' said the girl. ' They stay here a day or two : 
they go across to Tresco and see the gardens : then perhaps they 
walk over Sallakey Down, and they see Peninnis and Porthellick 
and the old church, and they think they have seen the islands. 
You will know nothing whatever about Scilly if you go to-morrow.' 

' Why should we go to-morrow 1 ' asked the artist. ' Tell me, 
that, Dick.' 

' I, because my time is up, and Somerset House once more expects 
me. You, my friend,' Dick replied, with meaning, ' because you 
have got your work to do and you must not fool around any longer.' 

Roland Lee laughed. ' We came first of all,' he said, turning 
to Armorel, ' in order to thank you for ' 

' Oh ! you thanked me last night. Besides it was Peter ' 

' No, no. I refuse to believe in Peter.' 

' Well, do not let us say any more about it. Come with me.' 

The landing-place of Samson is a flat beach, covered with a 
fine white sand and strewn with little shells — yellow and grey, 
green and blue. Behind the beach is a low bank on which grow 
the sea-holly, the sea-lavender, the horned poppy, and the spurge, 
and behind the bank stretches a small plain, low and sandy, raised 
above the high tide by no more than a foot or two. Armorel 
led the way across this plain to the foot of the northern hill. It is 
a rough and rugged hill, wild and uncultivated. The slope facing 
the south is covered with gorse and fern, the latter brown and 
yellow in September. Among the fern at this season stood the 
tall dead stalks of foxglove. Here and there were patches of short 
turf set about with the withered flowers of the sea-pink, and the 
long branches of the bramble lay trailing over the ground. The 
hand of some prehistoric giant has sprinkled the slopes of this hill 
with boulders of granite : they are piled above each other so as to 
make earns, headlands, and capes with strange resemblances anil 
odd surprises. Upon the top they found a small plateau sloping 
gently to the north. 

' See I ' said Armorol. ' This is the finest thing we have to 
■how on Samson, or on any of the islands. This is the burial- 
place of t.l»} kings. Here are their tombs.' 
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' What kings ? ' asked Dick, looking about him. ' Where are 
the tombs?' 

' The kings,' Roland repeated ; 'there can be no other kings. 
These are their tombs. Do not interrupt.' 

' The ancient kings,' Armorel replied, with historic precision. 
' These mounds are their tombs. See — one— two — half a dozen of 
them are here. Only kings had barrows raised over them. Did 
you expect graves and headstones, Dick Stephenson ? ' 

' Oh, these are barrows, are they 1 ' he replied, in some con- 
fusion. A man of the world does not expect to be caught in 
ignorance by the solitary inhabitant of a desert island. 

' A long time ago,' Armorel went on, 'these islands formed part 
of the mainland. Bryher and Tresco, St. Helen's, Tean, St. 
Martin's and St. Mary's, were all joined together, and the road 
was only a creek of the sea. Then the sea washed away all the 
land between Scilly and the Land's End. They used to call the 
place Lyonesse. The kings of Lyonesse were buried on Samson. 
Their kingdom is gone, but their graves remain. It is said that 
their ghosts have been seen. Dorcas saw them once.' 

' I should like to see them very much,' said Roland. 

' If you were here at night, we could go out and look for them. 
I have been here often after dark looking for them.' 

' What did you see 1 ' 

She answered like unto the bold Sir Bedivere — who, perhaps, 
was standing on that occasion not far from this hilltop. 

' I saw the moonlight on the rocks, and I heard the beating of 
the waves.' 

Quoth Dick : ' The spook of a king of Lyonesse would be 
indeed worth coming out to see.' 

Armorel led the way to a barrow, the top of which showed signs 
of the spade. 

' See ! ' she said. ' Here is one that has been opened. It was 
a long time ago.' 

There were the four slabs of stone still in position which formed 
the aides of the grave, and the slab which had been its cover lying 
close beside. 

Armorel looked into the grave. "They found,' she whispered, 
' the bones of the king lying on the stone. But when someone 
touched them they turned to dust. There is the dust at your feet 
In the grave. The wind cannot bear it away. It may blow the 
sand and earth into it, but the dust remains. The rain can turn 
it into mud, but it cannot melt it. This is the dust of a king.' 

The young men stood beside her silent, awed a little, partly by 
the serious look in the girl's face, and partly because, though it 
now lay open to the wind and rain, it was really a grave. One 
must not laugh beside the grave of a man. The wind lifted Armorel '» 
long locks and blew them off her white forehead : her eyes were 
aad and even noleron. Even the short sighted Pvk saw that his 
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friend was right : they were soft black eyes, not of the gipsy kind , 
and he repented him of a hasty inference. To the artist it seemed 
as if here was a princess of Lyonesse mourning over the grave of 
her buried king and — what ? — father — brother— cousin — lover? 
Everything, in his imagination, vanished — except that one figure ; 
even her clothes were changed for the raiment — say the court 
mourning — of that vanished realm. And also, like Sir Bedivere, 
he heard nothing but the wild water lapping on the crag. 

And here followed a thing so strange that the historian hesitates 
about putting it down. 

Let us remember that it is thirty years, or thereabouts, since 
this barrow was laid open ; that we may suppose those who opened 
it to have had eyes in their heads ; that it has been lying open 
ever since ; and that every visitor — to be sure there are not many — 
who lands on Samson is bound to climb this hill and visit this open 
barrow with its perfect kistvaen. These things borne in mind, it 
will seem indeed wonderful that anything in the grave should have 
escaped discovery. 

Roland Lee, leaning over, began idly to poke about the mould 
and dust of the grave with his stick. He was thinking of the girl 
and of the romance with which his imagination had already clothed 
this lonely spot ; he was also thinking of a picture which might be 
made of her ; he was wondering what excuse he could make for 
staying another week at Tregarthen's — when he was startled by 
^striking his stick against metal. He knelt down and felt about 
with his hands. Then he found something and drew it out, and 
arose with the triumph that belongs to an archaeologist who picks 
up an ancient thing — say, a rose noble in a newly ploughed field. 
The thing which he found was a hoop or ring. It was covered and 
encrusted with mould ; he rubbed this off with his fingers. Lo ! it 
was of gold : a hoop of gold as thick as a lady's little finger, 
twisted spirally, bent into l he form of a circle, the two ends not 
joined, but turned back. Pure gold : yellow, soft gold. 

' I believe,' he said, gasping, 'that this must be — it is — a torque 
I think I have seen something like it in museums. And I've read 
of them. It was your king's necklace : it was buried with him : 
it lay around the skeleton neck all thesa thousand years. Take 
it, Miss Armorel. It is yours.' 

'No ! no ! Let me look at it. Let me have it in my hands. 
It is yours ' — in ignorance of ancient law and the rights of the lord 
proprietor — ' it is yours because you found it.' 

' Then I will give it to you, because you are the Princess of the 
Island.' 

She took it with a blush and placed it round her own neck, 
bending open the ends and closing them again. It lay there — the 
red,^ red gold— as if it belonged to her and had been made for her. 

' The buried king is your ancestor,' said Roland. ' It is liiB 
legacy to lu3 descendant. Woar the king's necklace.' 
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'My luck, as usual,' grumbled Dick, aside. 'Why couldn't 1 
find a torque and say pretty things 1 ' 

1 Come,' said Armorel, ' we have seen the barrows. There ara 
others scattered about — but this is the best place for them. Now 
I will show you the island.' 

The hill slopes gently northward till it reaches a headland or 
earn of granite boldly projecting. Here it breaks away sharply to 
the sea. Armorel climbed lightly up the earn and stood upon the 
highest boulder, a pretty figure against the sky. The young men 
followed and stood below her. 

At their feet the waves broke in white foam (in the calmest 
weather the Atlantic surge rolling over the rocks is broken into 
foam), a broad sound or channel lay between Samson and the 
adjacent island : in the channel half a dozen rocks and islets 
showed black and threatening. 

' The island across the channel,' said Armorel, ' is Bryher. Tlu3 
is Bryher Hill, because it faces Bryher Island. Yonder, on Bryher 
is Samson Hili, because it faces Samson Island. Bryher is a large 
place. There are houses and farms on Bryher, and a church where 
they have service every Sunday afternoon. If you were here on 
Sunday, you could go in our boat with Peter, Chessun, and me. 
Justinian and Dorcas mostly stay at home now, because they are 
old.' 

' Can anybody stay on the island, then ? ' asked Roland, quickly. 

' Once the doctor came for Justinian's rheumatism, and bad 
weather began and he had to stay a week.' 

' His other patients meanly took advantage and got well, I 
suppose,' said Dick. 

' I hope so,' Armorel replied simply. 

She turned and looked to the north-east, where lie the eastern 
islands, the group between St. Martin's and St. Mary's, a minia- 
ture in little of the greater group. From this point they looked 
to the eye of ignorance like one island. Armorel distinguished 
them. There were Great and Little Arthur ; Ganilly, with his 
two hills, like Samson ; the Ganninicks and Meneweather, Ragged 
Island, and Inisvouls. 

' They are not mhabited,' said the girl, pointing to them one by 
one ; ' but it is pleasant to row about among them in fine weather. 
In the old time, when they made kelp, people would go and live 
there for weeks together. But they are not cultivated.' 

Then she turned northwards, and showed them the long island 
cf St. Martin's, with its white houses, its church, its gentle hills, 
and its white and red daymark on the highest point. Half of 
St. Martin's was hidden by Tresco, and more than half of Tresco 
by Bryher. Over the downs of Tresco rose the dome of Round 
Island, crowned witli its white lighthouse. And over Bryher, out 
at sea, showed the rent and jagged crest of thp great rock 
Menovawr. 
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' Yoa should land on Tresco,' said Armorel. ' There la the 
church to see. Oh ! it is a most beautiful church. They Bay that 
in Cornwall itself there is hardly any church so fine as Tresco 
Church. And then there are the gardens and the lake. Every- 
body goes to see the gardens, but they do not walk over the down 
to Cromwell's Castle. Yet there is nothing in the islands like 
Cromwell's Castle, standing on the Sound, with Shipman's Head 
beyond. And you must go out beyond Tresco, to the islands which 
we cannot see here — Tean and St. Helen's, and the rest.' 

Then she turned westward. Lying scattered among the bright 
•eaters, whitened by the breeze, there lay before their eyes — dots 
and specks upon the biggest maps, but here great massive rocks 
and rugged islets piled with granite, surrounded by ledges and 
reefs, cut and carved by winds and flying foam into ragged edges, 
bold peaks, and defiant cliffs — places where all the year round the 
seals play and the sea-gulls scream, and, in spring, the puffins lay 
their eggs,- with the oyster-catchers and the shere waters, the shags 
and the hern. Over all shone the golden sun of Septenioer, and 
round them all the water leaped and sparkled in the light. 

'Those are the Outer Islands.' The girl pointed them out, 
her eyes brightening. ' It is among the Outer Islands that I like 
best to sail. Look ! that great rock with the ledge at foot is Castle 
Bryher ; that noble rock beyond is Maiden Bower ; the rock 
farthest out is Scilly. If you were going to stay, we would sail 
round Scilly and watch the waves always tearing at his sides. You 
cannot see from here, but he is divided by a narrow channel ; the 
water always rushes through this channel roaring and tearing. 
But once we found it calm — and we got through ; only Peter would 
never try again. If you were going to stay — sometimes in 
September it is very still ' 

' I did not know,' said Roland, ' that there was anything near 
England so wonderful and sp lovely.' 

' You cannot see the islands in one morning. You cannot see 
half of them from this hill. You like them more and more as you 
stay longer, and see them every day with a different light and a 
different sea.' 

' You know them all, I suppose ? ' Roland asked. 

' Oh ! every one. If you had sailed among them so often, you 
would know them too. There are hundreds, and every one has 
got its name. I think I have stood on all, though there are some 
on which no one can land, even at low tide and in the calmest 
weather. And no one knows what beautiful bays and beaches and 
headlands there are hidden away and never seen by anyone. If 
you could stay, I would show them to you. But since you 

cannot ' She sighed. 'Well, you have not even seen the 

whole of Samson yet— and that is only one of all the rest.' 

She leaped lightly from the rocks, and led them southward. 

4 Se^ ! ' she said. ' On this hill there are ten great barrows at 
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least, every one the tomb of a king — a king of Lyonesae. And on 
che sides of the hill — they kept the top for the kings — there are 
smaller barrows, I suppose of the princes and princesses. I told 
you that the island was a royal burying-ground. At the foot of the 
hill — you can see them — are some walls which they say are the ruins 
of a church ; but I suppose that in those days they had no church.' 

They left these venerable tombs behind them and descended the 
hill. At its foot, between the two hills, there lies a pretty little 
bay, circular and fringed with a beach of white sand. If one 
wanted a port for Samson, here is the spot, looking straight across 
the Atlantic, with Mincarlo lying like a lion couchant on the water 
a mile out. 

' This is Porth Bay,' said their guide. ' Out there at the end 
is Shark Point. There are sharks sometimes, I believe : but I have 
never seen them. Now we are going up the southern hill. ' 

It began with a gentle ascent. There were signs of former 
cultivation ; stone walls remained, enclosing spaces which once 
were fields — nothing in them now but fern and gorse and bramble 
and wild flowers. Half-way up there stood a ruined cottage. The 
walls were standing, but the roof was gone and all the woodwork. 
The garden- wall remained, but the little garden was overrun with 
fern. 

' This was my great-great-grandmother's cottage,' said Armorel. 
' It was built by her husband. They lived in it for twelve months 
after they were married. Then he was drowned, and she came to 
live at the farm. See ! ' — she showed them in a corner of the garden 
a little wizened apple-tree, crouching under the stone wall out of 
the reach of the north wind — ' she planted this tree on her wedding- 
day. It is too old now to bear fruit ; but she is still living, and 
her husband has been dead for seventy-five years. I often come to 
look at the place, and to wonder how it looked when it was first 
inhabited. There were flowers, I suppose, in the garden, when she 
was, young and happy.' 

' There are more ruins,' said Roland. 

' Yes, there are other ruins. When all the people except our- 
elves went away, these cottages were deserted, and so they fell into 
decay. They used to live by smuggling and wrecking, you see, and 
when they could no longer do either, they had to go away or starve.' 

They stood upon the highest point of Holy Hill, some twenty 
feet above the summit of the northern hill, and looked out upon the 
Southern Islands. 

' There ! ' said Armorel, with a flush of pride, because the view 
here is so different and yet so lovely. 

' Here you can see the South Islands. Look ! there is Minalto, 
which you drifted past yesterday : those are the ledges of White 
Island, where you were nearly cast away and lost : there is Annet, 
where the sea-birds lay their eggs — oh ! thousands and thousands of 
puffins, though now there are not any : you should see them in the 
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spring. That is St. Agnes— a beautiful island. I should like to 
show you Camberdizl and St. Warna's Oove. And there are the 
Dogs of Scilly beyond — they look to be black spots from here. You 
should see them close : then you would understand how big they 
are and how terrible. There are Gorregan and Daisy, Rosevean and 
Rosevear, Crebawethan and Pednathias ; and there — where you see 
a little circle of white — that is Retarrier Ledge. Not long ago 
there was a great ship coming slowly up thtf Channel in 
bad weather : she was filled with Germans from New York 
going home to spend the money they had saved in America : most 
of them had their money with them tied up in bags. Suddenly 
the ship struck on Retarrier. It was ten o'clock in the evening 
and a great sea running. For two hours the ship kept bumping on 
the rocks : then she began to break up, and they were all drowned 
— all the women and all the children, and most of the men. Some 
of them had life-belts on, but they did not know how to tie them, 
and so the things only slipped down over their legs and helped to 
drown them. The money was found on them. In the old days 
the people of the islands would have had it all ; but the coastguard 
took care of it. There, on the right of Retarrier, is the Bishop's 
Rock and lighthouse. In storms, the lighthouse rocks like a tree 
in the wind. You ought to sail over to those rocks, if it was only to 
see the surf dashing up their sides. But, since you cannot stay 
' Again she sighed. 

' These are very interesting islands,' said Dick. ' Especially is 
it interesting to consider the consequences of being a native.' 

' I should like to stay and sail among them,' said Roland. 

4 For instance ' — Dick pursued his line of thought — ' in the study 
of geography. We who are from the inland parts of Great Britain 
must begin by learning the elements, the definitions, the termin- 
ology. Now to a Scilly boy ' 

' A Scillonian,' the girl corrected him. ' We never speak of Scilly 
folk.' 

' Naturally. To a Scillonian no explanation is needed. He 
knows, without being told, the meaning of peninsula, island, bay, 
shore, archipelago, current, tide, cape, headland, ocean, lake, road, 
harbour, reef, lighthouse, beacon, buoy, sounding — everything. 
He must know also what is meant by a gale of wind, a stiff breeze, 
a dead calm. He recognises, by the look of it, a lively sea, a chop- 
ping sea, a heavy sea, a roaring sea, a sulky sea. He knows every- 
thing except a river. That, I suppose, requires very careful 
explanation. It was a Scilly youth — I mean a Scillonian — who 
sat down on the river bank to wait for the water to go by. The 
history seems to prove the commercial intercourse which in remote 
antiquity took place between Phoenicia and the Cassiterides 01 
Scilly Islands.' 

Armorel looked puzzled. 'I did not know that story of > 
S.nllonian and a river.' she avcL coldly. 



THE GOLDEN TORQUE 33 

' Never mind Lis stoiios,' said Roland. ' Tliis place is a story 
hi itself : you are a story : we are all in fairyland.' 

* No ' — she shook her head. ' Bryher is the only island in all 
Scilly which has any fairies. They call them pixies there. I do 
not think that fairies would ever like to come and live on Samson : 
because of the graves, you know.' 

She led them down the hill along a path worn by her own feet 
alone, and brought them out to the level space occupied by the 
farm-buildings. 

' This is where we live,' she said. * If you could stay here, 
Roland Lee, we could give you a room. We have many empty 
rooms ' — she sighed — ' since my father and mother and my brothers 
were all drowned. Will you come in 1 ' 

She took them into the ' best parlour,' a room which struck a 
sudden chill to anyone who entered therein. It was the room 
reserved for days of ceremony — for a wedding, a christening, or a 
funeral. Between these events the room was never used. The 
furniture presented the aspect common to ' best parlours,' being 
formal and awkward. In one corner stood a bookcase with glasn 
doors, filled with books. Armorel showed them into this apart- 
ment, drew up the blind, opened the window — there was certainly 
a stuffiness in the air — and looked about the room with evident 
pride. Few best parlours, she thought, in the adjacent islands of 
St. Mary's, Bryher, Tresco, or even Great Britain itself, could beat 
this. 

She left them for a few minutes, and came back bearing a tray 
on which were a plate of apples, another of biscuits, and a decanter 
full of a very black liquid. Hospitality has its rules even 011 
Samson, whither come so few visitors. 

' Will you taste our Scilly apples ? ' she said. ' These are from 
our own orchard, behind the house. You will find them very sweet. ' 

Roland took one— as a general rule, this young man would 
rather take a dose of medicine than an apple — and munched it 
with avidity. ' A delicious fruit ! ' he cried. But his friend re- 
fused the proffered gift. 

' Then you will take a biscuit, Dick Stephenson 1 Nothing 1 
At least, a glass of wine ? ' 

' Never in the morning, thank you.' 

' You will, Roland Lee 1 ' She turned, with a look of disappoint- 
ment, to the other man, who was so easily pleased and who said 
»uch beautiful things. ' It is my own wine — I made it myself last 
year, of ripe blackberries.' 

' Indeed I will ! Your own wine ? Your own making, Miss 
Armorel 1 Wine of Samson — the glorious vintage of the black- 
berry ! In pies and in jam-pots I know the blackberry, but not, 
as yet, in decanters. Thank you, thank you ! ' 

He smiled heroically while he held the glass to the light, smelt 
it, rolled it gently round. Then he tasted it. ' Sweet,' he said, 
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critically. ' And strong. Clings to the palate. A liqueur wine— 
a curious wine.' He drank it up, and smiled again. ' Your own 
making! It is wonderful ! No — not another drop, thank you !' 

' Shall I show you ? ' — the girl asked, timidly — ' would you like to 
see my great-great-grandmother 1 She is so very old that the peo- 
ple come all the way from St. Agnes only just to look at her. 
Sometimes she answers questions for them, and they think it is 
telling their fortunes. She is asleep. But you may talk aloud. You 
will not awaken her. She is so very, very old, you know. Con- 
sider : she has been a widow nearly eighty years.' 

She led them into the other room, where, in effect, the ancient 
dame sat in her hooded chair fast asleep, in cap and bonnet, her 
hands, in black mittens, crossed. 

' Heavens ! ' Roland murmured. ' What a face ! I must draw 
that face ! And ' — he looked at the girl bending over the chair 
placing a pillow in position — ' and that other. It is wonderful !' he 
said aloud. ' This is, indeed, the face of one who has lived a 
hundred years. Does she sometimes wake up and talk ?' 

' In the evening she recovers her memory for awhile and talks 
— sometimes quite nicely, sometimes she rambles.' 

' And you have a spinning-wheel in the corner.' 

' She likes someone to work at the spinning-wheel while she 
talks. Then she thinks it is the old time back again.' 

' And there is a violin.' 

' I play it in the evening. It keeps her awake, and helps her to 
remember. Justinian taught me. He used to play very well 
indeed until his fingers grew stiff. I can play a great many tunes, 
but it is difficult to learn any new ones. Last summer there were 
some ladies at Tregarthen's — one of them had a most beautiful 
voice, and she used to sing in the evening with the window open. 
I used to sail across on purpose to land and listen outside. And I 
learned a very pretty tune. I would play it to you in the evening 
if you were not going away.' 

' I am not obliged to go away,' the young man said, with 
strangely flushing cheeks. 

' Roland ! ' That was Dick's voice — but it was unheeded. 

' Will you stay here, then 1 ' the girl asked. 

' Here in this house ? In your house ? ' 

' You can have my brother Emanuel's room. I shall be very 
glad if you will stay. And I will show you everything.' She did 
not invite the young man called Dick, but this other, the young 
man who drank her wine and ate her apple. 

If your — your — your guardian — or your great-great-grand- 
mother approves.'' 

'Oh ! she will approve. Stay, Roland Lee. We willmakeyon 
»ery happy here. And you don't know what a lot there is to see.' 

' Roland ! ' Again Dick's warning voice. 

• A thousand thanks !' he said. ' I will stay.' 
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CHAPTER V 

THE ENCHANTED ISLAND 

The striking of seven by the most sonorous and musical of clocks 
ever heard reminded Roland of the dinner-hour. At seven most 
of us are preparing for this function, which civilisation has con- 
verted almost into an act of praise and worship. Some men, he 
remembered, were now walking in the direction of the club : some 
were dressing : some were making for restaurants : some had 
already begun. One naturally associates seven o'clock with the 
anticipation of dinner. There are men, it is true, who habitually 
take in food at midday and call it dinner : there are also those 
who have no dinner at all. He began to realise that he was not, 
tliis evening, going to have any dinner at all. For he was now at 
the farmhouse, sitting in the square window with Armorel : he had 
gone back to Tregarthen's and returned with his portmanteau and 
his painting gear : fortunately he had also taken an abundant lunch 
at that establishment. He had become an inhabitant of Samson. 
The increased population, therefore, now consisted of seven souls. 
In fact, there was no dinner for him. Everybody in Samson 
dines at half-past twelve : he had tea with Armorel at balf-past 
four : after tea they wandered along the shore and stood upon 
Shark Point to see the sun set behind Mincarlo, an operation per- 
formed with zeal and despatch, and with great breadth and large- 
ness of colouring. When the shades of evening began to prevail 
they were fain to get home quickly, because there is no path among 
the boulders, nor have former inhabitants provided hand-rails for 
visitors on the earns. Therefore they retraced their steps to the 
farm, and Armorel left him sitting alone in the square window 
while she went about some household duties. In the quiet room 
the solemn clock told the moments, and there was light enough 
left to discern the ghostly figure of the ancient dame sleeping in 
her chair. The place was so quiet and so strange that the visitor 
presently felt as if he was sitting among ghosts. It is at twilight, 
in fact, that the spirits of the past make themselves most readily 
felt, if not seen. Now, it was exactly as if he had been in the 
place before. He knew, now, why he had been so suddenly and 
strangely attracted to Samson. He had been tliere before — when, 
or under what conditions, he knew not, and did not ask himself. 
It is a condition of the mind known to everybody. A touch — a 
word— a look — and we are transported back — how many years ago ? 
The hills, the rocks, the housi-, Armorel herself — all were familial 
to him. The thing was absurd, yet in his mind it was quite clear. 
It was so absurd that he thought his mind wus wandering, and he 

S>2 
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arose and went out into the garden. There, the figure-head of the 
woman under the tall ruch^a-tree — the glow from the fire in the 
sitting-room fell upon the face through the window — seemed to 
smile upon him as upon an old friend. He went back again and 
sat down. Where was Armorel 1 

This strange familiarity with an unknown place quickly passes, 
though it may return. He now began to feel as if, perhaps, he was 
making a mistake. He was living on an island, with, practically, 
no other companion than a girl of fifteen. Dick, who had become 
suddenly grumpy on learning his resolution to stay, might be right. 
Well, he would sketch and paint ; he would be very careful ; not 
a word should be said that might disturb the child's tranquillity. 
No — Dick was a fool. He was going to have a day or two — just a 
day or two — of quiet happiness. The girl was young and beautiful 
and innocent. She was also made happy — she showed that happi- 
ness without an attempt at concealment — because he was going to 
stay. What would follow ? 

Well — it was an adventure. One does not ask what is going to 
follow on first encountering an adventure. What young man, 
besides, sallying forth upon a simple holiday, looks to find himself 
upon a desert island with no other companion than a trustful and 
admiring maiden of fifteen ? 

Then Armorel returned and took a chair beside him. He was 
a little surprised — but then, on a desert island nothing happens as 
on terra firma — that she did not ring for lights, and was still not 
without some hope of dinner. They took up the thread of talk 
about the islands, concerning which Roland Lee perceived that he 
would before long know a good deal. Local knowledge is always 
interesting ; but it does not, except to novelists, possess a market- 
able value. One cannot, for instance, at a dinner-party, turn the 
conversation on the respective families of St. Agnes and St. Martin's. 
He made a mental note that he would presently change the subject 
to one of deeper personal interest. Perhaps he could get Armorel 
to talk about herself. That would be very much more interesting 
than to hear about the three Pipers' Holes of Tresco, White, and 
St. Mary's Islands. How did she live — this girl — and what did 
ahe do — and what did she think 1 

Meantime, while the girl herself was talking of the rocks and 
bays, the crags and coves, the white sand and the grey granite, tha 
seals and the shags, the puffins and the dottrells, she was wonder- 
ing, for her part, what manner of man this was — how he lived, 
and what he did, and what he thought. For when man and 
woman meet they are clothed and covered up ; they are a mystery 
each to the other ; never, since the Fall, have we been able to 
read each other's hearts. 

But when the clock struck seven Armorel sprang to her feet, as 
one who hath a serious duty to perform, and preparations to juaks 
for it. 



THE ENCHANTED ISLAND f, 

First she pulled down the blind, and so shut out what was left 
of the twilight. The fire had sunk low, but by its light she was 
dimly visible. She pushed back the table ; she placed two chairs 
opposite the old lady, and another chair before the spinning-wheel. 

' Something,' said the young man to himself, ' is certainly 
going to happen. One can no longer hope for dinner. Family 
prayers, perhaps ; or the worship of the old lady as an ancestor. 
The descendants of the ancient people of Lyonesse no doubt bow 
down to the sun and dance to the moon, and pass the children 
through the holed stone, and make Baal fires, and worship their 
grandmothers. It will be an interesting function. But, perhaps, 
only family prayers.' 

Armorel took down the fiddle that hung on the wall and began 
to tune it, twanging the strings and drawing the bow across in the 
manner which so pleasantly excites the theatre before the musio 
begins. 

' Not family prayers, then,' said the young man, perhaps dis- 
appointed. 

What did happen, however, was a series of things quite new and 
wholly unexpected. Never was known such a desert island. 

First of all, the lady of many generations moved uneasily in 
her sleep at the twanging of the strings, and her fingers clutched 
at her dress as if she was startled by an uneasy dream. 

And then the door opened, and a small procession of three 
came in. At this point, had the young man been a Roman 
Catholic, he would have crossed himself. As he was not, he only 
started and murmured, ' As I thought. The worship of the 
ancestor ! These are the ghosts of the grandfather and the grand- 
mother. The old lady is a mummy. They are all ghosts — 1 shall 
presently awake and find myself on my back among the barrows.' 

First came an ancient dame, but not so ancient as she of the 
great chair. Grey-headed she was, and equipped in a large cap ; 
wrinkled was her face, and her chin, for lack of teeth, approached 
her nose, quite in the ancestral manner. She was followed by an 
Did man, also grey-headed and grey-bearded, wrinkled of face, 
his shoulders bent and twisted with rheumatism, his fingers 
gnarled and twisted. These two took the chairs set for them by 
Armorel. The third in the procession was a woman already elderly 
and with streaks of grey in her hair. She was thin and sharp 
faced. She sat down before the spinning-wheel and began to work, 
not as you may now see the amateur, but in the quiet, quick, pro- 
fessional manner which means business. 

The stranger was not quite right in his conjecture. They were 
not ancestors. The old man, who had worked on the farm, man 
and boy, for nearly seventy years, and now managed it altogether, 
was Justinian Tryeth. The old woman was Dorcas, his wife. The 
middle-aged woman was their daughter Chessun, who had been 
maid on the farm, as her brother Peter had been boy, all her life^ 
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Whatever was intended was clearly a daily function, because 
each dropped into his own place without hesitation. The old 
woman had brought some knitting with her, her daughter picked 
a]- 'ht- thread of the spindle, and the old man, taking the tongs, 
stimulated the coals into a flame, which he continually nursed and 
maintained with new fuel. There was neither lamp nor candle in 
the room ; the ruddy firelight, rising and falling, played about the 
room, warming the drab p mels into crimson, sinking into the dark 
beams of the joists, flashing among the china in the cupboard, 
painting red the Venus's-fingers in the cabinet, and throwing 
strange lights and shadows upon the aged lady in the chair. Was 
she really alive? Was she, after all, only a mummy ? 

Roland looked on breathless. What was to be done next? 
Time had gone back eighty years — a hundred and eighty years — 
an\ number of years. As they sat here in the fire-light with the 
spinning-wheel, the old serving-people with their mistress, without 
lamp or candle, so they sat in the generations long gone by. And 
again that curious ft-eling fell upon him that he had seen it all 
before. Yet he could not remember what was to be done next. 
Armorel, the tuning complete, turned with a look of inquiry to 
the old man. 

" Singleton's Slip," he commanded with the authority of a 
professor. 

The girl began to play this old tune. Perhaps you remember 
the style of the fiddler — he is getting scarce now — who used to sit 
in the corner and play the hornpipe for the sailors in the days 
when every sailor could dance the hornpipe. Perhaps you do not 
remember that fiddler and his style. That is your misfortune. 
For there was a noble freedom in the handling of his bow, and the 
interpretation of his melodies was bold and original. He poured 
into the music all the spirit it was capable of containing, and drew 
out of his hearers every emotion that each particular tune was 
able to draw. Because you see tunes have their limitations. You 
cannot strike every chord in the human heart with a simple horn- 
pipe. This sailor's best friend, however, did all that could be 
done. And always conscientious, if you please, never allowing 
his playing to become slovenly or to lack spirit. 

Armorel played after the manner of this old fiddler, standing 
up to her work in the middle of the room. 

' Singleton's Slip ' is a ditty which was formerly much admired 
by those who danced the hey, the jig, or the simple country dance : 
it was also much played by the pipe and tabor upon the village 
green ; it accompanied the bear when he carried the pole ; it 
assisted those who danced on stilts ; and it lent spirit to those who 
frolicked in the morrice. Charles II. knew it; Tom D'Urfey 
WTOte words to it, T believe, but [ have not yet found them in his 
collection ; Rochester must certainly have danced to it. Armorel 
played it; first cheerfully and loudly, as if to aroune the spirit* of 
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those who listened, to remind them that legs may be shaken to 
this tune, and that ladies may be, and should be, when this tune 
begins, taken to their places and presently handed round and down 
the middle. Then she played it trippingly, a* if they were actually 
all dancing. Then she played it tenderly — there is, if you come 
to think of it, a good deal of possible tenderness in the air — and, 
lastly, she played it joyfully, yet softly. How had she learned all 
these modes and moods ? 

While she played the old man listened critically, nodding 
his head and beating the time. Then, fired with memory, he bent 
his arms and worked his fingers as if they held the fiddle and the 
bow. And he threw back his head and thrust out his leg and 
leaned sideways, just like that jolly fiddler of whom we have just 
been reminded. Such, my friends, is the power of music. 

After a little while Justinian stopped this imaginary performance, 
and sitting forward yielded himself wholly to the influence of the 
tune, cracking his fingers over his head and beating time with one 
toot, just as you may see the old villager in the old coloured prints 
— no villager in these days of bad beer ever cracks his fingers or 
shows any external signs of joyful emotion. As for the two serving- 
women, they reminded the spectator of the supers on the stage 
who march when they are told to march, sit down to feast when 
they are ordered, and swell a procession for a funeral or a festival, 
all with unmoved countenance, showing a philosophy so great 
that the triumph of victory or the disaster of defeat finds them 
equally calm and self-contained — that is to say, the two women 
showed no sense at all of being pleased or moved by ' Singleton's 
Slip.' They went on — one with her knitting and the other with 
her spinning. 

As for the ancient lady, however, when the music began she 
straightened herself, sat upright, and opened her eyes. Then 
Chessun hastened to adjust her bonnet : if ladies sleep in their 
bonnets, these adornments have a tendency to fall out of the 
perpendicular. Heaven forbid that we should gaze upon Ursula 
Rosevean with her bonnet tilted, like a lady in a van coming home to 
Wapping from Fairlop Fair ! This done, the venerable dame looked 
about her with eyes curiously bright and keen. Then she began 
to beat time with her fingers ; and then she began to talk ; but — 
ji.nd this added to the strangeness of the whole business— nobody 
seemed to regard what she said. It was much as if the Oracle of 
Delphi were pouring out the most valuable prophecies and none of 
her attendants paid any heed. ' If,' thought the young man, 
' I were to take down her words, they would be a Message.' And 
what with the voice of the Oracle, the spirited fiddling, the fire- 
)ght dancing about the room, the old man snapping his fingers, 
and perhaps some physical exhaustion following on the absence of 
('inner, the young man felt as if the music had got into his head ; 
he wanted to get up and dan. « mth Avniorel round and round 
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the room ; he would not have marvelled had Dorcas and Justinian 
bidden him lead out Chessun and so take hands, round twioe, down 
the middle and back again, set and turn single — where had he 
learnt these phrases and terms of the old country dance I 
Nowhere ; they belonged to the place and to the music and to the 
time — and that was at least a hundred and eighty years back. 

The fiddle stopped. Armorel held it down, and looked again 
at her master. 

4 "lis well played,' he said. 'A moving piece. Now, "Prince 
Rupert's March." ' 

She nodded, and began another tune. This is a piece which 
may be played many ways. First, to those who understand it 
rightly, it indicates the tramp of an army, the riding of the cavalry, 
the jingling of sabres. Next, it may serve for a battle-piece, and 
you shall hear between the bars the charge of the horse and the 
clashing of the steel. Or, it may be played as a triumphal march after 
victory ; or, again, as a country dance, in which a stately dignity 
takes the place of youthful mirth and merriment. At such a dance, 
to the tune of ' Prince Rupert's March,' the elders themselves — 
yea, the Justice of Peace, the Vicar, the Mayor and Aldermen, and 
the Head-borough himself — may stand up in line. 

And now Roland became conscious of the old lady's words ; 
he heard them clear and distinct, and as she talked the fire-light 
fell upon her eyes, and she seemed to be gazing fixedly upon the 
stranger. 

' When the " Princess Augusta," East Indiaman, struck upon 
the Castinicks in the middle of the night, she went to pieces in an 
hour — any vessel would. They said she was wrecked by the people 
of Samson, who tied a ship's lantern between the horns of a cow. 
But it was never proved. There are other islands in Scilly, and 
other islanders, if you talk of wrecking. Some of the dead bodies 
were washed ashore, and a good part of the cargo, so that there was 
something for everybody ; a finer wreck never came to the islands. 
What ! If a ship is bound to be wrecked, better that she should 
strike on British rocks and cast her cargo ashore for the king's 
subjects. Better the rocks of Scilly than the rocks of France. 
What the sea casts up belongs to the people who find it. That is 
just. But you must not rob the living. No. That is a great 
crime. 'Twas in the year '13. When Emanuel Rosevean, my 
father-in-law, rescued the passenger who was lying senseless lashed 
to a spar, he should not have taken the bag that was hanging round 
his neck. That was not well done. He should have given the 
man his bag again. He stood here before he went away. "You 
have saved my life," he said. " I had all my treasure in a bag tied 
about my neck. If I had brought that safe ashore I could have 
offered you something worth your acceptance. But I have nothing. 
I begin the world again." Emanuel heard him say this, and he 
let him go. But the bag was in his box. He kept the bag. Very 
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seen the wrath of the Lord fell upon the house, and His Hand has 
been heavy upon us ever since. No luck for us — nor shall be any 
till we find the man and give him back his bag of treasure.' 

She went on repeating this story with small variations and 
additions. But Roland was now listening again to the fiddle. 

Armorel stopped again. 

' "Dissembling Love," ' said her master. 

She began that tune obediently. 

The stranger within the gates seemed compelled to listen. His 
brain reeled ; the old woman fascinated him. The words which he 
had heard had been few, but now he seemed to see, standing before 
the fire, his hair powdered, and in black silk stockings and shoes 
with steel buckles, the man who had been saved and robbed shaking 
hands with the man who had saved and robbed him. Oh ! it was 
quite clear ; he had seen it all before ; he remembered it. This 
time he heard nothing of the tune. 

' My husband, Methusalem, my dear husband, with his only 
brother, began to pay for that wickedness. They were capsized 
crossing to St. Mary's, and drowned. If I had thought what was 
going to happen I would have taken the bag and walked through all 
England looking for him until I had found him. Yes— if it took 
me fifty years. But I knew nothing. I thought our happiness 
would last for ever. Five-and-twenty years after, my son, 
Emanuel, was cast away in the Bristol Channel piloting a vessel. 
They struck on Steep Holm in a fog. And your own father, 
Armorel, was drowned with his wife and three boys on their way 
home from a wedding-feast at St. 4gnes.' 

Here her voice dropped, and Roland heard the concluding bars 
of 'Dissembling Love,' which Armorel was playing with quite un- 
common tenderness. 

When she stopped, Justinian gave her no rest. '"Blue 
Petticoats," ' he commanded. 

Armorel again obeyed. 

Then the old lady went back in memory to the days of her girl- 
hood—now so long ago. Nowhere now can one find an old lady 
who will tell of her girlish days when the century was not yet 
arrived at the age of ten. 

' We shall dance to-night,' she said, * on Bryher Green. My 
boy will be there. We shall dance together. John Tryeth from 
Samson will play his fiddle. We shall dance "Prince Rupert's 
March "and "Blue Petticoats " and " Dissembling Love." The 
Ensign from the garrison is coming and the Deputy Commissary. 
They will drink my health. But they shall not have me for 
partner. My boy will be there — my own boy — the handsomest man 
on all the islands, though he is so black. That's the Spaniard in 
him. His mother was a Mvu-eno — Honor Mureno, the last of the 
Murenos. He has got the old Spaniard's sword still. It's the 
Spanish blood. It gives my boy hi« black eyes and his blank hair ; 
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it makes his cheeks swarthy ; and it makes him proud and hot- 
tempered. I like a man to be quick and proud if he's strong and 
brave as well. When I have sons, the Lord make them all like 
their father ! ' 

So she went on talking of her lover. 

Arm orel stopped and looked again at her master. 

' " The Chirping of the Lark," ' he said. 

Armorel began this tune. It is of an artificial character, lending 
itself less readily than the rest to emotion ; the composer called it 
' The Chirping of the Lark ' because he wanted a title : it resembles 
Ihe song of that warbler in no single particular. But it changed the 
old lady's current of thought. 

' This long war,' she said, looking round cheerfully, ' will be the 
making of the islands if it lasts. Never was there so much money 
about : we roll in money : the women have all got silks and satins : 
the men drink port wine and the finest French brandy, which they 
run over for themselves : the merchantmen put into the road, and 
the sailors spend their money at the port. Why shouldn't we go 
on fighting the French until they haven't a ship left afloat 1 My 
man made the run last week, and hid the cargo — I know where. 
I shall help him to carry the kegs across to the garrison, where they 
want brandy badly. A fine run and a good day's work ! ' 

She looked around with a jubilant countenance. Then another 
memory seized her, and the light left her eyes. 

' Better be drowned yourself than marry a man who is going to 
be drowned ! Better not marry at all than lose your husband six 
months afterwards. It is long ago, now, Armorel. Time goes on — 
one can remember. He would be very old now — yes — very old. 
Sometimes I see him still. But he has not grown old where he is 
staying. That is bad for me, because he liked young women, not 
old women. Men mostly do. They are so made, even the oldest 
of them. Perhaps the old women, when they rise again, are made 
young again, so that their lovers may love them still.' 

The clock struck half -past eight. Armorel stopped playing and 
the old lady stopped talking at the same moment. Her eyes closed, 
her head fell forward, she became comatose. 

Then the two serving- women got up and helped her, or carried her, 
out of the room to her bedroom behind. And the old man arose, and 
without so much as a good-night hobbled away to his own cottage. 

' She will go to bed now,' said Armorel. ' Chessun will take in 
her broth and her wine, and she will sleep all night. ' 

' Do you have this performance every night ? ' 

' Yes ; the playing seems to put life and heart into her. All 
the morning she dozes, or if she wakes she is not often able to 
talk ; but in the evening, when we sit around the fire just as they 
used to sit in the old days, without candles — because my people 
were poor and candles were dear — and when Chessun spins and I 
play - she revives and sits up and talks, as you have seen her.' 
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' Yes. It is rather ghostly.' 

*. Justinian used to play— oh ! he could play very well indeed.' 

' JN'ot so well as you.' 

' Yes — much better — and he knows hundreds of tunea.' But 
his lingers became stiff with rheumatism, and, as he had put off 
teaching Peter until it was too late, he taught me. That is all.' 

•' I think you play wonderfully well. Do you play nothing but 
old tunes 1 ' 

' I only know what I have learned. There is that song which 
I heard the lady sing last year— I don't know what it is called. 
Tell me if you like it.' 

She struck the strings again and played a song full of life and 
spirit, of tenderness and fond memory — a bright, sparkling song — 
which wanted no words. 

' Oh ! ' cried Roland, ' you are really wonderful. You are 
playing the " Kerry Dance.'" 

She laughed and layed down the violin. 

' We must not have any more playing to-night. Do you really 
like to hear me play 1 You look as if you did.' 

' It is wonderful,' he replied. ' I could listen all night. But 
if there is to be no more music, shall we look outside ? ' 

If there were no light in the house the ship's lantern was 
hanging up, with one of those big ship's candles in it which are of 
such noble dimensions, and of generosity so unbounded in the 
matter of tallow. There was no moon ; but the sky was clear and 
the sea could be seen by the light of the stars, and the revolving 
lights of Bishop's Rock and St. A.gnes flashed across the water. 

The young man shivered. 

' We are in fairyland,' he said. 'It is a charmed island. 
Nothing is real. Armorel, your name should be Titania. How 
have you made me hear and believe all these things? How do 
you contrive your sorceries 1 Are you an enchantress? Confess — 
you cannot, in sober truth, play those tunes ; the old lady is in 
reality only a phantom, called into visible shape by your incanta- 
tions '? But you are a benevolent witch— you will not turn me into 
a pig ? ' 

' I do not understand. There have been no sorceries. There 
are no witches left on the Scilly Islands. Formerly there were 
many. Dorcas knows about them. I do not know what was the 
good of them.' 

' I suppose you are quite real, after all. It is only strange and 
incomprehensible. ' 

' It is a fine night. To-morrow it will be a fine day with a 
gentle breeze. We will go sailing among the Outer Islands.' 

' The air is heavy with perfume. What is it 1 Surely an en- 
chanted land ! ' 

' It is the scent, of the lemon -verbena tree — see, here i« a ^P''ig 
It is very sweet.' 



44 ARMOREL OF LYON ESSE 

' How silent it is here ! Night after night never to hear a 
Bound,' 

'Nothing but the sound of the waves. They never cease. 
Listen — it is a calm night. But you can hear them lapping on the 
beach.' 

Ten minutes later, when they returned to the house, they found 
candles lighted and supper spread. A substantial supper, such 
as was owed to a man who had had no dinner. There was cold roast 
fowl and ham ; there was a lettuce-salad and a goodly cheese. 
And there was the unexpected and grateful sight of a ' Brown 
George,' with a most delectable ball of white froth at the top. 
Also, Roland remarked the presence of the decanter containing the 
blackberry wine. 

' Now you shall have some supper.' Armorel assumed the 
head of the table and took up the carving-knife. ' No, 
thank you — I can carve very well. Besides, you are our 
visitor, and it is a pleasure to carve for you. Will you have a 
wing or a leg 1 Do you like your ham thin 1 Not too thin ? Oh, 
how hungry you must be ! That is ale — home-brewed ale : will 
you take some? or would you prefer a glass of the blackberry 
wine ? No 1 — help yourself.' 

' The beer for me,' said Roland. He filled and drank a tumbler 
of the beverage dear to every right-minded Briton. It was strong 
and generous, with flakes of hop floating in it like the bee's-wing 
in port. ' This is splendid beer,' he said. ' I do not remember 
that I ever tasted such beer as this. It is humming ale — October 
ale — stingo. No wonder our forefathers fought so well when they 
had auvn beer as this to fight upon ! ' 

' Peter is proud of his home-brewed.' 

'Do you make everything for yourselves ? Is Samson sufficient 
for all the needs of the islanders 1 This beer is the beer of Samson 
— strong and mighty. My hair is growing long already — and 
curly.' 

' We make all we can. There are no shops, you see, on Samson. 
We bake our own bread : we brew our own beer : we make our 
own butter : we even spin our own linen.' 

'And you make your own wine, Armorel.' He called her 
naturally by her Christian name. You could not call such a girl 
' Miss Aimorel ' or ' Miss Rosevean. ' ' It is a wonderful island ! ' 

After supper they sat by the fireside, and, by permission, he 
smoked his pipe. 

Then, everybody else on the island being in bed and asleep, 
they talked. The young man had his way. That is to say, he 
encouraged the girl to talk about herself. He led her on : he had 
a soft voice, soft eyes, and a general manner of sympathy which 
surprised confidence. 

She began, timidly at first, to talk about herself, yet with 
feminine reservation. No woman will ever talk about herself in 
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*he way which delights young men. But she told him all he asked : 
her simple lonely life — how she arose early in the morning, how 
•he roamed about the island and sang aloud with none to hear her 
but the sea-gulls and the shags. 

' Do you never draw 1 ' he asked. 

She had tried to draw, but there was no one to help her. 

' Do you read 1 ' 

No, she seldom read. In the best parlour there was a bookcase 
full of books, but she never looked at them. As for the old lady 
and Dorcas, they had never learned to read. She had been at 
school over at St. Mary's, till she was thirteen, but she hardly 
cared to read. 

' And the newspapers — do you ever read them ? ' 

She never read them. She knew nothing that went on. 

As for her ambitions and her hopes — if he could get at them. 
Fond youth ! — as if a girl would ever tell her ambitions ! But 
Armorel, apparently, had none to tell. She hived in the present ; 
it was joy enough for her to wander in the soft warm air of her 
island home, upon the hills and round the coast, to cruise among 
the rocks while the breeze filled out the sail and the sparkling 
water leaped above the bow. 

So far she told : nay, she hid nothing, because there wa3 
nothing to hide. She told no more because, as yet, her ambitions 
and her dreams of the future had no shape : they were vague and 
misty — she was only aware of their existence when restlessness 
seized her and impelled her to get up and run over the hills to 
Porth Bay and back again. 

But at night, when she went to bed, she experienced quite a 
new and disquieting sensation. It showed at least that she was no 
longer a child, but already on the threshold of womanhood. With 
blushing cheek and beating heart she remembered that for an hour 
and more she had been talking about nothing but herself ! What 
would Mr. Roland Lee think of a girl who could waste his time ia 
talking about nothing but herself 1 



CHAPTER VI 

THE FLOWER-FABM 

Roland, startled out of sleep by the sudden feeling of danger 

which always seizes us in a strange bed — except a bed at an inn 

sat up and looked around him. His room was small and low and 
simply furnished. He was lying on a feather bed of the old- 
fashioned kind ; the bedstead was of wood, but without curtains. 

He presently remembered where he was : on Samson Island the 

guest of a child, a girl of fifteen. 

He sprang out of bed and threw open the window. His room 
was over the porch. The fragrance of the lemon-verbena trt? 
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arose like steam from a haystack, and filled his chamber. Below 
him, and beyond the garden, the geese waddled on the green, the 
ducks splashed in the pond, and in the farmyard Peter walked 
about slowly, carrying a pitchfork in his hands, but, apparently, 
for amusement rather than use, as if it had been a court sword. 

He looked at his watch. It was half-past seven. At this time 
in London he would have been still in the first long slumber of the 
night. Now he was eager to be up and dressed, if only for a 
better understanding of the situation. To be the guest of a child 
has the freshness of novelty ; but it is a situation which might lead 
to complications. Suppose a guardian, or a lawyer, or a cousin of 
some kind were to cross over in a boat and ask what he was doing 
there. And suppose he had no better reply than the plain truth — 
that this young lady had been so good as to invite him. Would a 
man go down to stay at a country house on the simple invitation 
of a schoolgirl ? At the same time, this girl appeared to be the 
mistress of the establishment. There was an ancient lady — too old 
for superintendence — and there svei e servants. Well, if no guardian 
challenged his presence, why, then , for a single day — he must not 
stay more — it surely mattered little. The girl was but a child. 
Yet he must not stay longer. Perhaps they were not too well off : 
he must not be a burden. And, again, though the girl invited him 
to stay she named no limit of time. She did not invite him to 
stay, for a week or for a fortnight. Perhaps she expected him to 
go away that very morning. 

He proceeded — with somewhat thoughtful countenance, con- 
sidering these things — to dress, paying as much attention to his 
personal appearance as a young man should, and an old man must. 
It is the privilege of middle-aged men to go slovenly if they please : 
no one regardeth him of middle age. While their locks are turning 
grey and their children are growing up they are in the thick of the 
day's work, and they may disregard, if they choose, the mysteries 
of the toilette. Apollo, however, must be as jealous about his 
apparel and adornment as the Graces themselves, who are always 
represented at the moment before the choice is made. A velvet 
jacket and a white waistcoat are trifles in themselves, but they 
become a youthful figure and a face which has finely-cut features 
and is decorated with a promising silky beard, pointed withal, and 
the brown shading of a young moustache. Besides, he who is an 
artist thinks more than other young men about such things. 
Dress, to him, as to a woman, becomes costume. Colour has to lie 
considered ; such picturesqueness as is possible in modern fashion 
is aimed at ; the artistic craving for fitness and beauty must be 
satisfied. Roland did what he could : and with his velvet coat, a 
clean white waistcoat, a crimson scarf, a good figure, and a hand- 
some face, he was as handsome a youth of twenty-one as one ia 
likely to find anywhere. 

Again, as he opened his door and began to descend the narrow 
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stairs, there came over him that curious feeling of having been in the 
place before. He had felt it in the evening when Armorel played 
' Dissembling Love.' Now he felt it again. And when he stood in 
the porch he seemed to remember standing there once — long ago, 
long ago — but how long he could not tell ; nor, as happened to him 
before, could he remember what had happened on that occasion. 

Armorel herself was in the garden looking for some flowers for 
the breakfast-table. She greeted him with a smile of welcome 
and a friendly grasp of the hand. There was also a look of 
kindly solicitude on her face which would have suited a chatelaine 
of forty years. Had he slept well? Had he really been provided 
with everything he wanted ? Was there anything at all lacking ? 
If so, would he speak to Chessun 1 Breakfast, she said, leaving 
him in the garden, would be served in a few minutes. 

Would he speak to Chessun ? Then, it seemed as if she meavt 
him to stay another night. What should he do 1 

Then Armorel came back. 

' Breakfast is quite ready,' she said. ' Come in, Roland Lee. 
ft is a beautiful morning. There is a fresh breeze and a smooth 
sea. We can go anywhere this morning. I have spoken to Peter, 
and he will be ready to go with us in an hour or so. I think 
we may even get out to Scilly and Maiden Bower.' 

Yes ; the morning was bright and the sky was clear. In the 
golden sunshine of September the islets across the water showed 
like creations of a poet's dream. 

Roland drew a deep breath of admiration. ' Everybody,' he 
said, ' ought to come to Scilly and to stay a long time.' 

He turned from the view to the girl beside him. She had 
changed her blue flannel dress for a daintier and a prettier costume- 
think not that there are no shops at Hugh Town — of grey nun's 
cloth, daintily embroidered in front. Still at her throat she wore 
a. red flower, and round her neck clung the golden torque found 
in the old king's grave. Her dark eyes glowed : her lips were 
parted in a smile : her cheek showed the dewy bloom that some 
girls, fortunate above their sisters, can exhibit when they first 
appear in the morning : her long tresses were now tied up and 
confined ; she looked as if she had just stepped forth from her 
chamber, fresh from her sleep. No one certainly could have 
guessed that she had been up since six ; nor that the fish which 
had been hissing in the frying-pan, and were now lying meekly 
side by side in a dish on the breakfast-table, were of her own 
catching. An hour's sitting in the boat off Samson Ledge with 
hook and line had procured this splendid contribution to the morn- 
ing banquet. Fish fragrant with the salt sea : fish that had not 
been packed tight in boxes, nor travelled in railway trains, nor 
been slapped about on counters, nor been packed in ice ; fish that 
can never lie on a London table — these were set out before Roland's 
hungry gaze. 
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The ancient dame did not appear. The two breakfasted, as 
they had supped, together. I do not know how or where Armorel 
learned the art and practice of hospitality, but certainly she showed 
a true feeling in the matter of feeding— especially at breakfast. 
First, the table was decorated with the autumn leaves of the 
bramble — crimson, yellow, purple — few, indeed, know how 
beautiful a table may be made when decorated with these leaves. 
There were also a few late flowers from the garden ; but not many. 
The coffee was strong, the milk hot and thick, the bread and butter 
home-made, like the beer of yester eve : the ham was cured by 
Chessun : the eggs were collected by Armorel : she had also with 
her own hands made the jam and the cake. 

Armorel sat behind the cups with as much ease as if she had 
been accustomed from infancy to entertain young gentlemen at 
breakfast. She was serious over her task, and poured out the 
coffee as if it was something precious, not to be wasted or carelessly 
administered, which is the spirit in which all good food should be 
approached. ' She did not ask any questions, nor did she talk 
much during the banquet. Perhaps she had an instinctive per- 
ception of the great truth that breakfast, which is taken at the 
beginning of the day — the sacred day, with all its possibilities and 
its chances of what may happen ; the fateful day, which alone and 
unaided may change the whole course and current of a life — should 
be approached with a becoming gravity. At breakfast the man 
fortifies himself before he goes forth to work. But he has the 
work before him. In the evening it is done : he has passed through 
the dangers of the day: he still lives: he has received no hurt : 
he has, we hope, prospered in his honest handiwork : he may 
laugh and rejoice. But at breakfast we should be serious. 

' What will you do,' asked Armorel, breakfast completed, ' until 
Peter is ready 1 He has got some work, you know, before he can 
come out.' 

' I should like first,' he said, ' to see your flower-farm, if I may. 

' If you please. But there is nothing to see at this time of the 
year. You must not think we grow flowers all the year round. 
If you were here in February, you would see the fields covered 
with beautiful flowers — iris, anemone, jonquil, narcissus, and daffo- 
dil. They are very pretty then, and the air is sweet with their scent. 
But now the fields are quite bare.' 

' I should like to see them, however.' 

4 1 will show them to you. It is a great happiness to the 
islands,' said Armorel, gravely, ' that we have found out the flower- 
farming. Everybody was very poor before. All the old ways of 
living were gone, you see. A long time ago the people had wreck* 
every winter — the sea cast up quantities of things which they coulCi 
sell, or they went out in boats and took the things out of the hold 
when the ship was on the rocks. And then they were all smugglers : 
the Scillonians used to run over to France openly, day and ni)?ht. 
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with, no one to stop them. And they used to carry fruit and vege- 
tables out to the homeward-bound ships in the Channel. And then 
they were pilots as well. Some of the men used to make as much 
as two hundred pounds a year as piiot3. My grandfathers were all 
pilots. They were smugglers too ; and they had this farm and 
grew vegetables for the ships. Then the Government built the 
lighthouses, and there were no more wrecks ; and the Preventive 
Service came and stopped the smuggling ; and since the steamers 
took the place of the sailing-ships no vessels put in here, and there 
are no more pilots wanted. So, you see, it was as if nothing win 
left at all.' 

' It does seem rough on the people.' 

' First they tried kelp-making. They collected the sea- weed 
and put it in a kiln or furnace, and made a fire under it. I can 
show you some of the old furnaces still. But that came to an end. 
Then they tried a fishing company ; but I believe it did not pay. 
And then they began to build ship3 ; but I suppose other people 
could build them better. So that came to an end too. And for 
some time I do not know how all the people lived. As for the 
farms, they could never grow enough for the islands. Then a 
great many of the people went away. They had to go, or th^y 
would have starved. Some went to England, and some to America, 
and some to Australia. All the families went away from Samson, 
one by one, until at last there were none left but ourselves and 
Justinian. On Bryher and St. Martin's they became fishermen, 
but not here. As for Justinian, he sent away all his boys except 
Peter. Oh ! they have done very well — splendidly. One is a 
coastguard, and one is bo's'n in the Queen's Navy. One is captain 
of a steamer trading between Philadelphia and Cuba, and one ia 
actually chief steward on a great Pacific liner ! Justinian is very 
proud of him.' 

' Indeed, yes,' said Roland, ' with reason.' 

• The Scillonians,' the girl continued, proudly, * all get on very 
well wherever they go. They are honest, you see, aa well as clever.' 

' And the flower-farming 1 ' 

' Somebody discovered that the early spring flowers, which begin 
here in January, could be carried to London and sold quite fresh. 
And then everybody began to plant bulbs. That is all. We have 
had a farm of some kind here for I do not know how many genera- 
tions.' 

' Since the time,' Roland suggested, ' when, in consequence of 
the separation of Scilly from the mainland and the disappearance 
of Lyonesse, the royal family found themselves left in Samson.' 

She laughed. ' Well, all these stone inclosures on the hill 
belonged to our farm. We grew thing3 and ate them, I auppose. 
Perhaps we sold them. But we were then poor, I know, and now 
we have no more trouble.' 

Beside and behind the farmhouse on the slope of the hill they 
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came upon a series of little fields following one after the other. 
They were quite small — some mere patches, none larger than a 
garden of ordinary size, and they were all enclosed and shut in by 
high hedges, so that they looked like largish boxes with the lids 
off. Some of the hedges were of elm, growing thick and close ; 
some of escallonia, with its red flowers ; some of veronica, its 
purple blossom like heads of bulrush ; some of the service-tree ; and 
some, but not many, of tamarisk, its pink bunches of blossom all 
displayed at this time of the year. But the fields were now brown 
and bare, and had nothing at all growing in them, except a few 
patches of gladiolus, now dying. Beyond these fields, however, 
there were others of larger area, with ruder hedges formed by laths, 
reeds, wooden palings, and stone walls. These were inclosed, and 
partly sheltered for the growth of vegetables. 

' These are our fields,' said Armorel. ' At this time of the year 
there is nothing to show you. Our harvest begins in January, and 
lasts till May; but February and March are our best months. See 
— there is Peter, with a young man from Bryher, planting bulbs for 
next year : they are taken up every three years and replanted.' 

Peter, in fact, was at work. He was superintending — a form 
of work which he found to suit him best — while the young man 
from Bryher, who looked more than half sailor, with a broad, long- 
handled spade, was leisurely turning over the light sandy soil and 
laying in the bulbs side by side out of a great basket. 

' It seems an easy form of agriculture,' said Roland. 

' It is not hard. There is nothing to do after this until the 
flowers are picked. But sometimes a cold wind will come down 
from the north and will kill a whole field full of blossoms— in 
spite of all our hedges. That is a terrible loss. When everything 
goes well, we cut the flowers, pack them in boxes, carry them over 
to the port, and next morning they are sold in London — oh ! and 
all over the country, in every big town.' 

' I shall never again behold a daffodil in February,' said Roland, 
* without thinking of Samson. You have lent a new association 
to the spring flowers. Henceforth they will bring back this 
glorious view of sea and islands, grey and black rocks, the splendid 
sunshine and the fresh breeze — and,' he added, with a winning 
smile and deferential eyes, ' the Lady of Lyonesse.' 

Armorel laughed. It was very nice to be called the Lady of 
Lyonesse — nobody before had ever called her anything except plain 
Armorel. And it was quite a new experience to have a young 
gentlemin treating her with deference as well as compliment. 

At the back of the house was an orchard, througli which they 
presently passed. Like the flower-fields, it was protected by a 
high hedge. But the apple-trees looked like the olives of Provence: 
every one seemed in the last decay of age. They were twisted and 
dwarfish ; the branches grew in queer angles and elbows, as if 
they were trenching down out of reach of the north v r ind ; t)m 
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trunks were bent, and, which completed their resemblance to the 
olive, all alike were covered and clothed with a thick grey lichen, 
clinging to every bough like a glove, and hanging like a fringe. If 
you tear it off, the tree begins to shiver and shake, though on 
Samson it is never cold. 

' Let us sit down,' said Roland, ' in this secluded spot and talk. 

Have I your leave, Armorel, to Thank you.' He filled and 

lit his briar-root, and lay back on the warm bank, gazing upwards 
at the blue sky through the leaves and the twisted branches of an 
aged apple-tree. 

' It is good to be here. Do you know how very, very good it 
was of you to ask me, Armorel ? And do you know how very, 
very rash it was "? ' 

The girl, who showed her youth and inexperience in many little 
ways, regarded him with admiration unconcealed Certainly, he 
was a personable young man, even picturesque ; when his beard 
should be a little longer, when his moustache should be a little 
stronger, he might be able to pass for Charles I. idealised, and in 
early manhood, when as yet he had not begun to dissimulate. 

' I was so glad when you promised to stay,' she replied, truth- 
fully. 

' Again, it is most good of you to say so. But, Armorel, a 
dreadful misgiving has possessed me. Does your — does the Ances- 
tress approve of the invitation ? ' 

Armorel laughed. 'Why,' she said, 'we never consult her 
about anything. She is too old, you know.' 

' Was nobody consulted at all ? Did you ask me here all out 
of your own head, as the children say 1 ' 

' Why not ? There is nobody to consult. Why should I not 
ask you ? ' 

' It was very good of you — only — well — you are younger than 
most ladies who invite people to their house.' 

' Well — but I asked you,' she replied, with a little irritation, 
' and you said you would come. You asked if anybody could stay 
on the island.' 

' Yes, of course.' He did not explain that at first he thought 
the place was a lodging-house. The mistake was not unnatural ; 
but he could not explain. ' I ought to have known,' he said. 
You are the Queen of Samson, as well as a Princess in Lyonesse. 
I beg your Majesty to forgive the ignorance of a traveller from 
foreign parts.' 

' Justinian and Peter manage the farm. Dorcas and Chessun 
manage the house. There is no one to ask,' she added, simply, 
' what I am doing.' 

She said this with a touch of sadness. 

' Have you no relations — cousins— nobody ?' 

' I have some far-off cousins. They live in London, I believe. 
One of them went away — a long, long time ago, in the Great War— 

S2 
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and became a purser in the Navy. After that he was purveyor 
for the Fleet, and was made a knight. He was my grandfather's 
cousin, so I suppose he is dead by this time, but I dare say he has 
left children.' 

' You are very lonely, Armorel.' 

' I had three brothers ; but they were all drowned — father, 
mother, three brothers, all drowned together coming from St. 
Agnes. That was ten years ago, when I was only a little girl and 
did not know what it meant. All our misfortunes, my great-great- 
grandmother says, are due to the wickedness of her husband's 
father, who took a bag of treasure from the neck oi a passenger 
rescued from a wreck. You heard her last night. Do you think 
that God would drown my innocent brothers and my innocent 
father and mother all on the same day, because, eighty years ago, 
that wicked thing was done 1 ' 

' No, Armorel. I can believe a great deal, but that I cannot 
believe.' 

' And so, you see, I am quite alone. Why should I not invite 
you to stay here 1 ' 

' There is not, in reality, Armorel, any reason, except that you 
did not know anything about me.' 

' Oh ! but I saw you and talked with you.' 

' Yes ; but that was not enough. We do not ask people into 
our houses unless we know something about them.' 

' I could see that you were a gentleman.' 

' You are very good to think so. Let me try to justify that 
belief. But, Armorel, seriously, there are thieves and rogues and 
wicked men in the world. Some of these may come to Scilly. Do 
not ask another stranger. Believe me, it is dangerous. As for 
me, you have shown me your flower-farm and have entertained me 
hospitably : let me thank you and take my departure.' 

' Go away 1 Take your departure ? Why 1 ' Armorel looked 
ready to cry. ' You have only jiist come. You have seen nothing.' 

' Do you wish me to stay another night?' 

' Of course I do. What is it, Roland Lee 1 You have got 
something on your mind. Why should you not stay 1 ' 

' I should like somebody,' he replied, weakly, ' to approve. If 
the Ancestress, or even Dorcas, or Chessun herself, would ap- 
prove ' 

' Why, of course Dorcas approves. She says it is the best 
thing in the world for me to have someone here to talk to. She 
said so yesterday evening, and again this morning.' 

' In that case, Armorel, and since it is so delightful here — 
and so new — and since you are so kind, I will stay one more 
day.' 

He remembered his friend's warning, and the grumpiness 
which he showed on the way back. His conscience smote him, 
but not severely. He would be very careful. And, after all, she 
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Waa but a cliild. He would just stay the one day and make a 
sketch or two. Then he would go away. 

' That is settled, then. One more day — or, perhaps, one mora 
week, or a month, or a year,' she said, laughing. ' And now, 
before Peter is ready, I must leave you for ten minutes, because I 
have to make a cake for your tea this evening. As for dinner, we 
shall have that in the boat, or on one of the islands. It is my 
business, you know, to make the puddings and the cakes.' 

' Armorel — you shall not. I would rather go without.' 

4 You shall certainly not go without a cake. Why, I like to 
make things. It would be dull here indeed if I had not got 
things to do all day long.' 

' Do you not tind it dull sometimes, even with things to do ? ' 

' Perhaps. Sometimes. I suppose we are all of us tempted to 
be discontented at times, even when we have so many blessings as 
I enjoy.' Armorel was young enough, you see, to talk the language 
of her nurses and serving-women. 

' How do you get through the day ? ' 

' I get up at six o'clock, except in winter, when it is too dark. 1 
have a run with Jack after breakfast ; we run up the hill and down 
the other side — round Porth Bay, just to see the waves beating on 
White Island Ledge, where you very nearly ' 

' Very nearly,' Roland echoed, ' but for you.' 

' Then we run up Bryher Hill and stand on the earn just for 
Jack to bark at the north wind.' 

' Sometimes it rains.' 

' Oh, yes — and sometimes it blows such a gale of wind that I 
could not stand on the earn for a moment. Then I stay at home 
and make or mend something. There are always things to be 
made or mended. Then we are always wanting stores of some 
kind or other, and I have to go over to Hugh Town and buy them. 
At Hugh Town there are shops where they keep beautiful thing3 
— you can buy anything you want at Hugh Town. We cannot 
make pins and needles at home, can we ? Then we have dinner, 
and Granny is brought in. Sometimes she wakes up then, and 
gets lively, and knows everything that is going on. She will talk 
quite sensibly for an hour at a time. And I have my fiddle to 
practise. After tea, when the days are long enough, I go up on 
the hills again and wander about till dark.' 

' And do you never have any companions at all ? ' he asked with 
a curious, unreasoning, perfectly inexcusable touch of jealousy, 
because it could not matter to him even if all the young men of 
St. Mary's and Bryher and Tresco and St. Martin's came over every 
Sunday to court this dainty damsel. Yet he did feel the least bit 
anxious. 

' Never any companions. Nobody ever comes here. They 
used to come, when Granny was still able to talk, in order to ask 
her advice. She was so wise, you see.' 
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' And every evening you make music for the Ancestress and 
the worthy Tryeth family ? ' 

' Yes, and then I have supper and go to bed. Generally by 
nine o'clock we are all asleep in the house.' 

' It would be a monotonous life if you were older. But it is 
only a preliminary or a preparation to something else. It is the 
overture, played in soft music, to the happy comedy of your future 
life, Armorel.' 

'You mean to say something kind,' she replied. 'Of course, 
my life must seem dull to you.' 

' One cannot always live on lovely skies and sunlit seas and en- 
chanted islands.' 

' Sometimes it seems to me that a little more talk would be 
pleasant. Justinian talks very well, to be sure ; but he is the only 
one. He knows quantities of wrecks. It would astonish you to 
hear him tell of the wrecks he has seen. Dorcas talks very little 
now, because she has lost all her teeth. Chessunis a silent woman, 
because she's always been kept under by her mother. And Peter's 
not a talkative boy, because he's always been kept under both by 
his father and his mother. Besides, he got that nasty fall which 
made all his hair fall off. You can't wonder if he thinks about 
that a good deal. And they are all getting old.' 

' Yes. They seem to be getting very old indeed. Some day 
they will follow the example of other old people and vanish. 
Then, Armorel, you will be like Robinson Crusoe or Alexander 
Selkirk.' 

' I know all about Alexander Selkirk. He lived alone on Juan 
Fernandez, having been put ashore by Captain Stradling, of the 
"Cinque Ports." He had been four years and four months on the 
island when Captain Woodes Rogers found him. He was clothed 
in goat-skin, fie built two huts with pimento-trees, and covered 
them with long grass and lined them with the skin of goats. He 
made fire by rubbing two sticks together on his knee. And he 
lived by catching goats. You mean, Roland Lee,' she said, with 
great seriousness, ' that some day or other all these old people 
will die — my great-great-grandmother, Justinian, Dorcas, and even 
Peter and Chessun, and that then I shall be alone on the island. 
That would be terrible. But it will not happen in that way. I 
am sure it will not, because it would be so very terrible. We are 
in the Lord's hand, and it will not be allowed.' 

The young man coloured and dropped his eyes. There certainly 
was not a Bingle girl of all those whom he knew in London who 
could have said such a thing so simply and so sincerely. Not the 
youngest girl fresh from the most religious teaching could say such 
a thing. Yet thsy go to church a good deal oftener than Armorel, 
whose chances were only once a week, and then only when the 
weather was fine. This it is to be a Scillonian, and to believe 
»'hat you hear in church. Roland had no reply to make. Even 
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to hint that faith so simple and so complete was rare would havu 
been cruel and wicked. 

' You have quoted Woodes Rogers,' he said presently. ' Have 
you read that good old navigator ? It is not often that one finds a 
girl quoting from Woodes Rogers.' 

' Oh ! I do not read much. There is a bookcase full of books ; 
but I only read the voyages. There is a whole row of them. 
Woodes Rogers, Shelvocke, Commodore Anson, Wallis, Carteret, 
and Cook — and more besides. I like Carteret best, because his 
ship was so small and so crazy, and his men so few and so weak, 
and yet he wc 'ild keep on traversing the ocean as long as he could, 
and discovered a great deal more than his commander, who 
cowardly deserted him.' 

' There are other things in the world besides voyages — and other 
books.' 

' I learned the other things at school. There was geography — 
the world is only the Scilly Islands spread out big— and history, 
too. You would be surprised to find what a lot of English history 
there is that belongs to Scilly. Queen Elizabeth built the Star 
Fort— you've seen the Star Fort on the Garrison. There is Charles 
the First's Castle, on Tresco, all in ruins ; and, down below it, 
Cromwell's Castle, which I will show you. And Charles the Second 
stayed here. Oh ! and there was the Spanish Armada ; I must not 
forget that, because of another great-great-far-off-great-grand- 
father, three hundred years ago, who was wrecked here.' 

' How was that % ' 

' He was a captain, or officer of some kind, on board one of the 
Spanish ships ; his name was Don Hernando Mureno. After the 
Armada was defeated and driven away, some of the ships came 
down the Irish Sea, and among them his ship — and she ran ashore 
on one of the Outer Islands— I think on Maiden Bower. How 
many were saved 1 cannot tell you ; but some were, and among 
them Don Hernando Mureno himself. He stayed here, and never 
wanted to go away any more ; but married a Scillonian, and lived 
out his life on Bryher, and is buried at the old church at St. Mary's, 
where I could show you his grave and the headstone — though the 
letters are all gone by this time. I have his sword still, and I will 
slow it to you. Oneof my grandfathers married his granddaughter. 
They say I take after the Spanish side.' 

' You area trueCastilian, Armorel ; unless, indeed, you happen 
to be an Andalusian or a Biscayan.' 

' Do you think I ought to read the other books ? ' she asked him, 
anxiously. ' If you really think so, I will try — I will, really.' 

I suppose that no young man — not even the most hardened 
lecturers at Newuham — ever becomes quite indifferent to the spec- 
tacle of Venus entrusting the care of her intellect to a young 
philosopher. It is a moving spectacle, and still novel. It makes 
a much more beautiful picture than that of Venus handing over 
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the care of her soul to the Shaven and Shorn. Roland coloured. 
He felt at once the responsibility and the delicacy of the task thus 
offered him. 

' We will look into the shelves,' he said. ' I suppose that the 
Ancestress no longer reads 1 ' 

' She never learned to read at all. She can neither read nor 
write : yet there was never anyone who knew so much. She could 
cure all diseases, and the people came over here from all the islands 
for her advice. Dorcas knew a great deal, but she does not know 
the half or the quarter of her mistress's knowledge.' 

' Armorel' — Roland knocked out the ashes of his pipe— 'I 
think you want — very badly — someone to advise you.' 

' Will you advise me, Roland Lee 1 ' 

' Child '—he slowly got up — ' all my life, so far, I have been 
looking for someone to advise and help myself. You must not 
lean upon a reed. Come — let us seek Peter the boy, and launch 
the ship and go forth upon our voyage about this sea of many 
islands. Perchance we may discover Circe upon one of them — 
unless you are yourself Circe— and I shall presently find myself 
transformed ; but you are too good to turn me into anything except 
a prince or a poet. And we may light upon St. Brandan's Land ; 
or we may find Judas Iscariot floating on that island of red-hot 
brass ; or we may chance on Andromeda, and witness the battle of 
Perseus and the dragon ; or we may find the weeping Ariadne — ■ 
everything is possible on an island.' 

'Roland Lee,' said the girl, 'you are talking like your friend 
Dick Stephenson. Why do you say such extravagant things 1 
This is the island of Samson, and I am nothing in the world but 
Armorel Rosevean.' 

CHAPTER VII 

A VOYAGE OF DISCOVERY 

* M. day long the boat sailed about among the channels and over 
the shallow ledges of the Outer or Western Islands, whither no 
boat may reach save on such a day, so quiet and so calm. The 
visitor who comes by one boat and goes away by the next thinks 
he has seen this archipelago. As well stand inside a great cathe- 
dral for half an hour and then go away thinking you have seen it 
all. It takes many days to see these fragments of Lyonesse, and 
to get a true sense of the place. They sailed round the southern 
point of Samson, and they steered westward, leaving Great 
Minalto on the lee, towards Mincarlo, lying, like an old-fashioned 
sofa, high at the two ends and flat in the middle. They found a 
landing at the southern point, and clambered up the steep and 
rocky *ides of the low hill. On this islamd there are four peaki 
with a down in the middle, all complete. It is like a doll's island. 
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Everywhere in Scilly there are the same features : here a hill 
strewn with boulders ; here a little down, with fern and gorse and 
heath ; here a bay in which the water, on such days as it can be 
approached, peacefully laps a smooth white beach ; here dark 
caves and holes in which the water always, even in the calmest 
day of summer, grumbles and groans, and, when the least sea 
rises, begins to roar and bellow — in time of storm it shrieks and 
howls. Those who sail round these rumbling water-dungeons 
begin to think of sea monsters. Hidden in those recesses the 
awful calamary lies watching, waiting, his tentacles forty feet 
long stretching out in the green water, floating innocently till they 
touch their prey, then seizing and haling it within sight of the 
baleful, gleaming eyes and within reach of the devouring mouth. 
In these holes, too, lie the great conger-eels — they fear nothing 
that swims except that calamary : and in these recesses walk about 
the huge crabs which devour the dead bodies of shipwrecked 
sailors. On the sunlit rocks one looks to see a mermaiden, with 
glittering scales, combing out her long fair tresses : perhaps one 
may unfortunately miss this beautiful sight, which is rare even in 
Scilly ; but one cannot miss seeing the seals flopping in the water 
and swimming out to sea, with seeming intent to cross the broad 
ocean. And in windy weather porpoises blow in the shallow 
waters of the sounds. All round the rocks at low tide hangs the 
long sea-weed, undisturbed since the days when they manufactured 
kelp, like the rank growth of a tropical creeper : at high tide it 
stands up erect, rocking to and fro in the wash and sway of the 
water like the tree-tops of the forest in the breeze. Everywhere, 
except in the rare places where men come and go, the wild sea- 
birds make their nests ; the shags stand on the ledges of the 
highest rocks in silent rows gazing upon the water below ; the sea- 
gulls fly, shrieking in sea-gullic rapture — there is surely no life 
quite so joyous as a sea-gull's ; the curlews call ; the herons sail 
across the sky ; and, in spring, millions of puffins swim and dive 
and fly about the rocks, and lay their eggs in the hollow places of 
these wild and lonely islands. 

These things, which one presently expects and observes without 
wonder in all the islands, were new to Roland when he set foot on 
the nigged rock of Mincarlo. He climbed up the steep sides of 
the rock and stood upon the top of its highest peak. He made two 
or three rapid sketches of rock and sea, the girl looking over his 
shoulder, watching curiously, for the first time in her life, the 
growth of a picture. 

Then he stood and looked around. The great stones were piled 
about ; the brown turf crept up their sides ; where there was 
space to grow, the yellow branches of the fern were spread ; and 
on all four sides lay the shining water. 

' All my life,' he said, ' I have dreamed of islands. This is true 
joy, Armorel. For a permanency, Samson is better than Mincarlo, 



«S ARMOREL OF LYONESSB. 

because there is more of it. But to come here sometimes — to sit 
on this earn while the wind whistles in your ear, and the waves are 

lapping against the rocks all day long and always Armorel, 

is there any other world ? Are there men and women living 
somewhere % Is there anybody but you and me — and Peter ? ' he 
added, hastily ' I don't believe in London. It is a dream. Every- 
thing is a droambut the islands and the boat and Armorel.' 

She was only a child, but she turned a rosy red at the compli- 
ment. Nothing but the boat and herself. She was very fond of 
the boat, you see, and she felt that the words conveyed a high 
compliment. Then they began to explore the rest of this moun- 
tainous island, which has such a variety of scenery all packed away 
in the small space of twelve acres. When they had walked over 
the whole «)f Mincarlo that is accessible, they returned to their 
landing-plane, where Peter sat in the boat keeping her off, with 
head bent as if he was asleep. 

' It must be half -past twelve,' said Armorel. 4 1 am sure you 
are hungry. We will have dinner here.' 

' No better place for a picnic. Come along, Peter. Bear a 
hand with the basket. Here, Armorel, is a rock that will do for 
a table, and here is one on which we two can sit. There is a rock 
for you, Peter. Now ! The opening of a luncheon-basket is 
always a moment of grave anxiety. What have we got ? ' 

' This is a rabbit-pie,' said Armorel. ' And this is a cake- 
pudding. I made it yesterday. Do you like cake-pudding? 
Here are bread and salt and things. Can you make your dinner 
off a rabbit-pie, Roland Lee ? ' 

'A very good dinner too.' The young man now understood 
that on Samson one uses the word dinner instead of lunch, and 
that supper is an excellent cold spread served at eight. ' A very 
good dinner, Armorel. I mean to carve this. Sit down and let 
me see you make a good dinner.' 

An admirable rabbit-pie, and an excellent cake-pudding. Also, 
there had not been forgotten a stone jar filled with that home- 
brewed of which the like can no longer be found in any other spot 
in the British Islands. I hope one need do no more than indicate 
the truly appreciative havoc wrought by the young gentleman 
among all these good gifts and blessings. 

After dinner, to lie in the sunshine and have a pipe, looking 
across the wide stretch of sunny water to the broken line of rocks 
and the blue horizon beyond, was happiness undeserved. Beside 
him sat the girl, anxious that he should be happy — thinking of 
nothing but what might best please her guest. 

Then they got into the boat again, and sailed half a mile or so 
due north by the compass, until they came within another separata 
archipelago, of which Mincarlo is an outlying companion. 

It is the group of rocks, called the Outer or the Western Islands, 
lying tumbled about in the water west of Bryher and Sainson. 
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Some of them are close together, some are separated by broad 
channels. Here the sea is never calm : at the foot of the rocks 
stretch out ledges, some of them bare at low water, revealing 
their ugly black stone teeth : the swell of the Atlantic on the 
calmest days rises and falls and makes white eddies, broken water, 
and flying spray. Among these rocks they rowed : Peter and Roland 
taking the oars, while Armorel steered. They rowed round Maiden 
Bower, with its cluster of granite forts defying the whole strength 
of the Atlantic, which will want another hundred thousand years 
to grind them down — about and among the Black Rocks and the 
Seal Rocks, dark and threatening : they landed on Ilyswillig, with 
his peak of fifty feet, a strange wild island : they stood on the ledge 
of Castle Bryher and looked up at the tower of granite which rises 
out of the water like the round keep of a Norman castle : they 
hoisted sail and stood out to Scilly himself, where his twin rocks 
command the entrance to the islands. Scilly is of the dual number : 
he consists of two great mountains rising from the water sheer, 
precipitous, and threatening : each about eighty feet high, but with 
the air of eight hundred ; each black and square and terrible of 
aspect : they are separated by a narrow channel hardly broad 
enough for a boat to pass through. 

' One day last year,' said Armorel — ' it was in July, after a fort- 
night of fine weather— we went through this channel, Peter and I 
—didn't we, Peter ? It was a dead calm, and at high tide.' 

The boy nodded his head. 

The channel was now, the tide being nearly high, like a foaming 
torrent, through which the water raced and rushed, boiling into 
whirlpools, foaming and tearing at the sides. The rapids below 
Niagara are not fiercer than was this channel, though the day was 
bo fair and the sea without so quiet. 

' Once,' said Peter, breaking the silence, 'there was a ship cast 
up by a wave right into the fork of the channel. She went to 
pieces in ten minutes, for she was held in a vice like, while the 
waves beat her into sticks. Some of the men got on to the north 
rock— what they call " Cuckoo "—and there they stuck till the 
gale abated. Then people saw them from Bryher, and a pilot-boat 
put off for them.' 

' So they were saved ? ' said Roland. 

' No, they were not saved,' Peter replied, slowly. "Twas this 
way : the pilot-boat that took them off the rock capsized on tie 
way home. So they was all drowned.' 

'Poor beggars ! Now, if they had been brought safe ashore we 
might have been told what these rocks look like in rough weather • 
and what Scilly is like when you have climbed it : and how a man 
feels in the middle of a storm on Scilly.' 

'You can see very well what it is like from Samson' said 
Armorel. ' The waves beat upon the rocks, and the white spray 
files over them and hides them. * 
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'I should like to hear as well as to see,' said Roland. 'Fancy 
the thunder of the Atlantic waves against thi3 mass of rock, the 
hissing and boiling in the channel, the roaring of the wind and 
the dashing of the waves ! I wonder if any of these shipwrecked 
men had a sketch-book in his pocket. 

' To be drowned,' he continued, 'just by the upsetting of a boat, 
and after escaping death in a much more exciting manner ! Their 
companions were torn from the deck and hurled and dashed against 
the rock, so that in a moment their bones were broken to fragments, 
and the fragments themselves were thrown against the rocks till 
there was nothing left of them. And these poor fellows clung to 
the rock, hiding under a boulder from the driving wind — cold, 
starving, wet, and miserable. And just as they thought of food 
and shelter and warmth again, to be taken and plunged into the 
cold water, there to roll about till they were drowned ! A dreadful 
tragedy ! ' 

Having thus broken the ice, Peter proceeded to relate more 
stories of shipwreck, taking after his father, Justinian Tryeth, 
whose conversational powers in this direction were, according to 
Armorel, unrivalled. There is a shipwreck story belonging to 
every rock of .Scilly, and to many there are several shipwrecks. 
As there are about as many rocks of Scilly as there are days in the 
year, the stories would take long in the telling. 

Fortunately, Peter did not know all. It is natural, however, 
that a native of Samson, and the descendant of many generations 
of wreckers, should love to talk about wrecks. Therefore he pro- 
ceeded to tell of the French frigate which came over to conquer 
Scilly in 1798, and was very properly driven ashore by the sea 
which owns allegiance to Britannia, and all hands lost, so that the 
Frenchmen captured no more than their graves, which now lie in 
a triumphant row on St. Agnes. On Maiden Bower he placed, I 
know not with what truth, the wreck of the Spaniard which gavo 
Armorel an ancestor. On Mincarlo he remembered the loss of an 
orange-ship on her way from the Azores. On Menovaur he had 
seen a collier driven in broad daylight and broken all to pieces in 
half a day, and of her crew not a man saved. Other things, 
similarly cheerful, he narrated slowly while the sunshine made 
these grey rocks put on a hospitable look and the boat danced over 
the rippling waves. With his droning voice, his smooth face with 
the long white hair upon it, like the last scanty leaves upon a tree, 
he was like the figure of Death at the Feast, while Armorel — 
young, beautiful, smiling — reminded her guest of Life, and Love, 
and Hope. 

They sailed round so many of these rocks and islets : they 
landed on so many : they lingered so long among the reefs, loth 
to leave the wild, strange place, that the sun was fast going down 
when they hoisted sail and steered for New Grinsey Sound on their 
homeward way. 



A VOYAGE OF DISCOVERY 6t 

You may enter New Grinsey Sound either from the north or 
from the south. The disadvantage of attempting it from the 
former on ordinary days is that those who do so are generally 
capsized and frequently drowned. On such a day as this, how- 
ever, the northern passage may be attempted. It is the channel, 
dangerous and beset with rocks and ledges, between the islands of 
Bryher and Tresco. As the boat sailed slowly in, losing the 
breeze as it rounded the point, the channel spread itself out broad 
and clear. On the right hand rose, precipitous, the cliffs and crags 
of Shipman's Head, which looks like a continuation of Bryher, 
but is really separated from the island by a narrow passage — you 
may work through it in calm weather — running from Hell Bay to 
the Sound. On the left is Trosco, its downs rising steeply from 
the water, and making a great pretence of being a very lofty ascent 
indeed. In the middle of the coast juts out a high promontory, 
surrounded on all sides but one by the water. On this rock stands 
Cromwell's Castle, a round tower, older than the Martello Towers. 
It still possesses a roof, but its interior has been long since gutted. 
In front of it has been built a square stone platform or bastion, 
where once, no doubt, they mounted guns for the purpose of 
defending this channel against an invader, as if Nature had not 
already defended it by her ledges and shallows and hardly con- 
cealed teeth of granite. To protect by a fort a channel when the 
way is so tortuous and difficult, and where there are so many other 
ways, is almost as if Warkwc rth Castle, five miles inland, on the 
winding Coquet, had been built to protect the shores of Northum- 
berland from the invading Dane : or as if Chepstow above the 
muddy Wye had been built for the defence of Bristol. There, 
however, the castle is, and a very noble picture it made as the 
boat slowly voyaged through the Sound. The declining sun, not 
yet sunk too low behind Bryher, clothed it with light and splendour, 
and brought out the rich colour of grey rock and yellow fern upon 
the steep hillside behind. Beyond the castle, in the midst of the 
Sound, rose a pyramidal island, a pile of rocks, seventy or eighty 
feet high, on whose highest earn some of Oliver Cromwell's 
prisoners were hanged, according to the voice of tradition, which, 
somehow, always goes dead against that strong person. 

Bxjland, who had exhausted the language of delight ampng 
the Outer Islands, contemplated this picture in silence. 

4 Do you not like it 1 ' asked the girl. 

' Like it 1 ' he repeated. ' Armorel ! It is splendid.* 

4 Will you make a sketch of it 1 ' 

4 1 cannot. I must make a picture. I ought to come here day 
after day. There must be a good place to take it from — over 
there, I think, on that beach. Armorel ! It is splendid. To 
think that the picture is to be seen so near to London, and that 
no one comes to see it ! ' 

4 If you v>vt to come day after day, Roland,' the said, softly. 
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'you will not be able to go away to-morrow. You must stai 
longer with us on Samson.' 

'I ought not, child. You should not ask me.' 

' Why should you not stay if you are happy with us ? We wil 
make you as comfortable as ever we can. You have only to tel 
us what you want.' 

She looked so eagerly and sincerely anxious that he yielded. 

' If you are really and truly sure,' he said. 

' Of course I am really and truly sure. The weather will tx 
fine, I think, and we will go sailing every day.' 

' Then I will stay a day or two longer. I will make a pictun 
of Cromwell's Castle — and the hill at the back of it and the wate: 
below it. I will make it for you, Armorel ; but I will keep a cop] 
of it for myself. Then we shall each have a memento of this dai 
— something to remember it by.' 

' I should like to have the picture. But, oh t Roland ! — as i 
I could ever forget this day ! ' 

She spoke with perfect simplicity, this child of Nature, withon 
the least touch of coquetry. Why should she not speak what wai 
in her heart ? Never before had she seen a young man so brave 
so gallant, so comely : nor one who spoke so gently : nor one whc 
treated her with so much consideration. 

He turned his face : he could not meet those trustful eyes 
with the innocence that lay there : he was abashed by reason o; 
this innocence. A child — only a child. Armorel would change 
In a year or two this trustfulness would vanish. She would 
become like all other girls — shy and reserved, self-conscious ir 
intuitive self-defence. But there was no harm as yet. She was 
a child — only a child. 

As the sun went down the bows ran into the fine white sand oi 
the landing-place, and their voyage was ended. 

' A perfect day,' he murmured. ' A day to dream of. Kow 
shall I thank you enough, Aruiorel ? ' 

' You can stay and have some more days like it.' 



CHAPTER VIII 

THE VOYAGERS 

This was the first of many such voyages and travels, though no! 
often in the outside waters, for the vexed Bermoothes themselvei 
are not more lashed by breezes from all the quarters of the com- 
pass than these isles of Scilly. They sailed from point to point, 
and from island to island, landing where they listed or when 
Armorel led, wandering for long hours round the shores or or 
the hills. All the islands, except the bare rocks, are coverec 
with down and moorland, bounded in every direction by rock] 
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headlands and slopes covered with granite boulders. They wcio 
quite alone in their explorations : no native is ever met upon 
those downs : no visitor, except on St. Mary's, wanders on the 
beaches and around the bays. They were quite alone all the day 
long : the sea-breeze whistled in their ears ; the gulls new over 
their heads— the cormorants hardly stirred from the rocks when 
they climbed up ; the hawk that hung motionless in the air above 
them changed not his place when they drew near. And always, 
day after day, they came continually upon unexpected places : 
strange places, beautiful places : beaches of dazzling white : wildly 
heaped earns : here a cromlech, a logan stone, a barrow — Samson 
is not the only island which guards the tombs of the Great 
Departed— a new view of sea and sky and white-footed rock. I 
believe that there does not live any single man who has actually 
explored all the isles of Stilly : stood upon every rock, climbed 
every hill, and searched on every island for its treasures of ancient 
barrows, plants, birds, cams, and headlands. Once there was a 
worthy person who came here as chaplain to St. Martin's. He 
started with the excellent intention of seeing everything. Alas ! 
he never saw a single island properly : he never walked round 
one exhaustively. He wrote a book about them, to be sure ; but 
he saw only half. As for Samson, this person of feeble intelli- 
gence even declared that the island was not worth a second visit ! 
After that one would shut the book, but is lured on in the hope 
of finding something new. 

One must not ask of the islanders themselves for information 
about the isles, because few of them ever go outside their own 
island unless to Hugh Town, where is the Port, and where are the 
Bhops. Why should they ? On the other islands they have no 
business. Justinian Tryeth, for instance, was seventy-five years of 
age ; Hugh Town he knew, and had often been there, though now 
Peter did the business of the farm at the Port : St. Agnes he 
knew, having wooed and won a wife there : he had been to Bryher 
Church, which is close to the shore — the rest of Bryher was to 
him as unknown as Iceland. As for St. Martin's, or Annet, or 
Great Ganilly, he saw them constantly ; they were always within 
his sight, yet he had never desired to visit them. They were an 
emblem, a shape, a name to him, and nothing more. It is so 
always with those who live in strange and beautiful places : the 
marvels are part of their daily life : they heed them not, unless, 
like Armorel, they have no work to do and are quick to feel the 
influences of things around them. Most Swiss people seem to 
care nothing for their Alps, but here and there is one who would 
gladly spend all his days high up among the fragrant pines, or 
climbing the slope of ice with steady step and slow. 

But these young people did try to visit all the islands. Upon 
Rulan \ there fell the insatiate curiosity — the rage — of an explorer 
and a discoverer. He became like Captain Cook himself : ha 
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longed for more islands : every day he found a new island. { Give, 
cries he who sails upon unknown seas and scans the round circk 
of the horizon for the cloudy peak of some far-distant mountain 
'give — give more islands— still more islands! Let us sail foi 
yonder cloud ! Let us sail on until the cloud becomes a hill-top, 
and the hill another island ! Largesse for him who first calh 
" Land ahead ! " There shall we find strange monsters and 
treasures rare, with friendly natives, and girls more blooming than 
those of fair Tahiti. Let us sail thither, though it prove no more 
than a barren rock, the resting-place of the sea-lion ; though we 
can do no more than climb its steep sides and stand upon the top 
while the spray flies over the rocks and beats upon our faces.' In 
such a spirit a3 Captain Carteret (Armorel's favourite) steered 
his frail bark from shore to shore did Roland sail among those 
Scilly seas. 

Of course they went to Tresco, where there is the finest garden 
in all the world. But one should not go to see the garden more 
than once, because its perfumed alleys, its glasshouses, its culti- 
vated and artificial air, are somehow incongruous with the rest of 
the islands. As well expect to meet a gentleman in a Court dress 
walking across Fylingdale Moor. Yet it is indeed a very noble 
and royal garden : other gardens have finer hothouses : none have 
a better show of flowers and trees of every kind : for variety it is 
like unto the botanical gardens of a tropical land : you might be 
standing in one of the alleys of the garden of Mauritius, or of 
Java, or the Cape. Here everything grows and flourishes that will 
grow anywhere, except, of course, those plants which carry 
patriotism to an extreme and refuse absolutely to leave their native 
soil. You cannot go picking pepper here, nor can you strip the 
cinnamon-tree of its bark. But here you will see the bamboos 
cluster, tall and graceful : the eucalyptus here parades his naked 
trunk and his blue leaves : here the fern-tree lifts its circle of glory 
of lace and embroidery twenty feet high : the prickly pear nestles 
in warm corners : the aloe shoots up its tall stalk of flower and of 
seed : the palms stand in long rows : and every lovely plant, every 
sweet flower, created for the solace of man, grows abundantly, and 
hastens with zeal to display its blossoms : the soft air is full of 
perfumes, strange and familiar : it is as if Kew had taken off her 
glass roofs and placed all her plants and trees to face the English 
winter. But, then, the winter of Scilly is not the winter of Great 
Britain. The botanist may visit this garden many times, and always 
find something to please him ; but the ordinary traveller will 
go but once, and admire and come away. It is far better outside 
on the breezy down, where the dry fern and withered bents crack 
beneath your feet, and the elastic turf springs as you tread upon it. 
There are other things on Tresco : there is a big fresh-water lake 
— it would be a respectable lake even in Westmoreland — where 
the wild birds disport themselves: beside it South American 
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ostriches ream gravely, after the manner of the bird. It is pleasant 
to see the creatures. There is a great cave, if you like dark 
damp caves : better than the cave, there is a splendid bold coast 
sloping steeply from the down all round the northern part of the 
island. 

Then they walked all round St. Mary's. It is nine miles 
round ; but if, as these young people did, you climb every headland 
and walk round every bay, and descend every possible place where 
the boulders make a ladder down to the boiling water below, it is 
nine hundred miles round, and, for its length, the most wonder- 
ful walk in all the world. They crossed the broad Sound to St. 
Agnes, and saw St. Warna's wondrous cove : they stood on the 
desolate Gugh and the lonely Annet, beloved of puffins : they 
climbed on every one of the Eastern Islands, and even sailed, when 
they found a day calm enough to permit the voyage, among the 
Dogs of Scilly, and clambered up the black boulders of Rosevear 
and scared the astonished cormorants from wild Goreggan. 

One day it rained in the morning. Then they had to stay at 
home, and Armorel showed the house. She took her guest into 
the dairy, where Chessun made the butter and scalded the cream 
— that rich cream which the West-country folk eat with everything. 
She made him stand by and help make a junket, which Devonshire 
people believe cannot be made outside the shadow of Dartmoor : 
she took him into the kitchen— the old room with its old furniture, 
the candlesticks and snuffers of brass, the bacon hanging to the 
joists, the blue china, the ancient pewter platters, the long bright 
spit — a kitchen of the eighteenth century. And then she took him 
into a room which no longer exists anywhere else save in name. It 
was the still-room, and on the shelves there stood the elixirs 
and cordials of ancient time : the currant gin to fortify the stomach 
on a raw morning before crossing the Road ; the cherry brandy for 
a cold and stormy night ; the elderberry wine, good mulled and 
spiced at Christmas-time ; the blackberry wine ; the home-made 
distilled waters — lavender water, Hungary water, Cyprus water, 
and the Divine Cordial itself, which takes three seasons to com- 
plete, and requires all the flowers of spring, summer, and autumn. 
Then they went into the best parlour, and Armorel, opening a 
cupboard, took out an old sword of strange shape and with faded 
scabbard . On the blade there was a graven Latin legend. ' This 
is my ancestor's sword,' she said. 'He was an officer of the 
Spanish Armada — Hernando Mureno was his name.' 

' You are indeed a Spanish lady, Armorel. Your ancestor is 
well known to have been the bravest and most honourable gentle- 
man in King Philip's service.' 

' He remained here — he would not go home : he married and 
became a Protestant.' 

She put back the sword in its place, and brought forth other 
things to aho whim — old-fashioned watches, old compasses, sextants, 
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telescopes, flint-and-steel pistols — all kinds of things belonging to 
the old days of smuggling and of piloting. 

Then she opened the bookcase. It should have been filled with 
histories of pirates and buccaneers ; but it was not : it contained a 
whole body of theology of the Methodist kind. Roland tossed 
them over impatiently. 'I don't wonder,' he said, * at your read- 
ing nothing if this is all you have.' But he found one or two 
books which he set aside. 

As they wandered about the islands, of course they talked. It 
wants but little to make a young man open his heart to a girl ; 
only a pair of soft and sympathetic eyes, a face full of interest and 
questions of admiration. Whether she tells him anything in 
return is quite another matter. Most young men, when they 
review the situation afterwards, discover that they have told every- 
thing and learned nothing. Perhaps there is nothing to learn. In 
a few days Armorel knew everything about her guest. He had 
come from Australia — from that far-distant land — in search of 
fortune. He had as yet made but few friends. He was unknown 
and without patrons. He had no family connections which would 
help him. The patrimony on which he was to live until he should 
begin to succeed was but small, and although he held money- 
making in the customary contempt, it was necessary that he should 
make a good deal, because — which is often the case — his standard of 
comfort was pitched rather high : it included, for instance, a good 
club, good cigars, and good claret. Also, as he said, an artist should 
be free from sordid anxieties : Art demands an atmosphere of calm : 
therefore, he must have an income. This, like everything that 
does not exist, must be created. Man is godlike because he alone 
of creatures can create : he, and he alone, constantly creates things 
which previously did not exist— an income, honour, rank, tastes, 
wants, desires, necessities, habits, rules, and laws. 

' How can you bear to sell your pictures ? ' asked the girl. ' We 
sell our flowers, but then we grow them by the thousand. You 
make every picture by itself — how can you sell the beautiful things? 
You must want to keep them every one to look at all your life. 
Those that you have given to me I could never part with.' 

' One must live, fair friend of mine,' he replied, lightly. ' It is 
my only way of making money, and without money we can do 
nothing. It is not the selling of his pictures that the artist dreads 
— that is the necessity of Art as a profession : it is the danger that 
no one will care about seeing them or buying them. That is much 
more terrible, because it means failure. Sometimes I dream that 
I have become old and grey, and have been working all my life, 
and have had no success at all, and am still unknown and despised. 
In Art there are thousands of such failures. I think the artist 
who fails is despised more than any other man. It is truly miser- 
able to aspire so high and to fall so low. Yet who am I that I 
should reach the port J ' 
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'All good painters succeed,' said the girl, who had never seen 
a painter before or any painting save her own coloured engravings. 
' You are a good painter, Roland. You must succeed. You will 
become a great painter in everybody's estimation.' 

' I will take your words for an oracle,' he said. ' When I am 
melancholy, and the future looks dark, I will say, " Thus and thu3 
spoke Arm orel." ' 

The young man who is a,bout to attempt fortune by the pursuit 
of Art must not consider too long the wrecks that strew the shores 
and float about the waters, lest he lose self-confidence. Continually 
these wrecks occur, and there is no insurance against them : yet 
continually other barques hoist sail and set forth upon their perilous 
voyage. It may be reckoned as a good point in this aspirant tliat 
he was not over-confident. 

' Some are wrecked at the outset,' he said. ' Others gain a kind 
of success. Heavens! what a kind! To struggle all their lives 
for admission to the galleries, and to rejoice if once in a while a 
picture is sold.' 

' They are not the good painters,' the girl of large experience 
again reminded him. 

' Am I a good painter ? ' he replied, humbly. * Well, 0110 can 
but try to do good work, and leave to the gods the rest. There is 
luck in things. It is not every good man who succeeds, Armorel. 
To every man, however, there is allotted the highest stature 
possible for him to reach. Let me be contented if I grow to my 
full height.' 

' You must, Roland. You could not be contented with any- 
thing less.' 

' To reach one's full height, one must live for work alone. It 
is a hard saying, Armorel. It is a great deal harder than you can 
understand. ' 

' If you love your work, and if you are happy in it ' said 

the girl. 

' You do not understand, child, Most men never reach their 
full height. You can see their pictures in the galleries — poor, 
stunted things. It is because they live for anything rather than 
their work. They are pictures without a soul in them.' 

Now, when a young man holds forth in this strain, one or two 
things suggest themselves. First, one thinks that he is playing a 
part, putting on ' side,' affecting depths — in fact, enacting the part 
of the common Prig, who is now, methinks, less common than he 
was. If he is not a prig uttering insincere sentimentalities, he 
may be a young man who has preserved his ideals beyond the usual 
age by some accident. The ideals and beliefs and aspirations of 
young men, when they first begin the study of Art in any of its 
branches, are very beautiful things, and full of truths which can 
only, somehow, be expressed by very young men. The third 
explanation is that in certain circumstances, as in the companion - 
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ship of a girl net belonging to society and the world — a young, 
innocent, and receptive girl — whose mind is ready for pure ideas, 
uncontaminated by earthly touch, the old enthusiasms are apt to 
return and the old beliefs to come back. Then such things may 
spring in the heart and rise to the lips as one could not think or 
utter in a London studio. 

Sincere or not, this young man pursued his theme, making a 
kind of confession which Armorel could not, as yet, understand. 
But she remembered. Women at all ages remember tenaciously, 
and treasure up in their hearts things which they may at some 
other time learn to understand. 

' There was an old allegory, Armorel,' this young man went on, 
' of a young man choosing his way, once for all. It is an absurd 
story, because every day and all day long we are pulled the other 
way. Sometimes it makes me tremble all over only to think of 
the flowery way. I know what the end would be. But yet, 
Armorel, what can you know or understand about the Way of 
Pleasure, and bow men are drawn into it with ropes ? My soul is 
sometimes sick with yearning when I think of those who run along 
that Way and sing and feast.' 

' What kind of Way is it, Roland ? ' 

' You cannot understand, and I cannot tell you. The Way of 
Pleasure and the Way of Wealth. These are the two roads by 
which the artistic life is ruined. Yet we are dragged into them by 
ropes.' 

' You shall keep to the true path, Roland,' the girl said, with 
glistening eyes. 'Oh! how happy you will be when you have 
reached your full height — you will be a giant then.' 

He laughed and shook hi3 head. ' Again, Armorel, I will take 
it from your lips — a prophecy. But you do not understand.' 

' No,' she said. ' I am very ignorant. Yet if I cannot under- 
stand, I can remember. The Way of Pleasure and the Way of 
Wealth. I shall remember. We are told that we must not set 
our hearts upon the things of this world. I used to think that it 
meant being too fond of pretty frocks and ribbons. Dorcas said 
so once. Since you have come I see that there are many, many 
things that I know nothing of. If I am to be dragged to them by 
ropes, I do not want to know them. The Way of Pleasure and 
the Way of Wealth. They destroy the artistic life,' she repeated, 
as if learning a lesson. ' These ways must be ways of Sin, don't 
you think % ' she asked, looking up with curious eyes. 

Doubtless. Yet this is not quite the modern manner of re- 
garding and speaking of the subject. And considering what an 
eighteenth-century and bourgeois-like manner it is, and how fond 
we now are of that remarkable century, one is surprised that the 
manner has not before now been revived. When we again tie our 
hair behind and assume silver-buckled shoes and white silk stock- 
ings, we shall once more adopt *hat m*nner. It was not, however. 



THE VOYAGERS 69 

artificial with Armorel. The words fell naturally from her lips. 
A tiling that was prejudicial to the better nature of a man must) 
she thought, belong to ways of Sin. Again — doubtless. But Roland 
did not think of it in that way, and the words startled him. 

' Puritan ! ' he said. ' But you are always right. It is the 
instinct of your heart always to be right. But we no longer talk 
that language. It is a hundred years old. In these days there is 
no more talk about Sin — at least, outside certain circles. There 
are habits, it is true, which harm an artist's eye and destroy his 
hand. We say that it is a pity when an artist falls into these 
habits. We call it a pity, Armorel, not the way of Sin. A pity 
— that is all. It means the same thing, 1 dare say, so far as tlia 
artist ifl concerned.' 

CHAPTER IX 

THE LAST DAY BUT ONB 

The last day but one ! It always comes at length — it is bound to 
come — the saddest, the most sentimental of all days. The boy who 
leaves school — I speak of the old-fashioned boy and the ancient 
Bchool — where he has been fagged and bullied and flogged, 
on this last day but one looks round with a choking throat upon 
the dingy walls and the battered desks. Even the convict who 13 
about to be released after years of prison feels a sentimental 
melancholy in gazing for the last time upon the whitewashed 
walls. The world, which misunderstands the power of temptation 
and is distrustful as to the reality of repentance, will probably 
prove cold to him. How much more, then, when one looks around 
on the last day but one of a holiday ! To-morrow we part. This 
is the last day of companionship. 

Roland's holiday was to consist of a day or two, or three at the 
most — yet lo I the evening and the morning were the twenty-first 
day. There was always something new to be seen, something 
more to be sketched, some fresh excuse for staying in a house where 
this young man lived from the first as if he had been there all his 
life and belonged to the family. Scilly has to be seen in cloud as 
well as in sunshine : in wind and rain as well as in fair weather : one 
island had been accidentally overlooked ; another must be re- visited. 

So the days went on, each one like the days before it, but with 
a difference. The weather was for the most part fine, so that they 
could at least sail about the islands of the Road. Every morning 
the young man got up at six and, after a bathe from Shark Point, 
walked all round Samson and refreshed his soul by gazing upon 
the Outer Islands. Breakfast over, he took a pipe in the farm- 
yard with Justinian and Peter, who continually talked of ship- 
wrecks and of things washed ashore. During this interval Armorel 
made the puddings and the cakes. When she had accomplished 
this delicate and responsible duty, she came out, prepared fi;r the 
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day. They took their dinner-basket with them, and sallied forth : 
In the afternoon they returned : in the evening, at seven o'clock, 
the table was pushed back : the old serving people came in ; 
the fire was stirred into animation ; Armorel played the old- 
fashioned tunes ; and the ancient lady rallied, and sat up, and 
talked, her mind in the past. All the days alike, yet each one 
differing from its neighbours. There is no monotony, though place 
and people remain exactly the same, whei» there is the semblance of 
variety. For, besides the discovery of so many curious and interest- 
ing islands, this fortunate young man, as we have seen, discovered that 
his daily companion, though so young — ' only a child ' — was a girl of 
wonderful quickness and ready sympathy. A young artist wants sym- 
pathy — it is necessary for his growth : sympathy, interest, and flattery 
are necessary for the artistic temperament. All these Armorel 
offered him in large measure, running over. She kept alive in 
him that faith in his own star which every artist, as well as every 
general, must possess. Great is the encouragement of such sym- 
pathy to the young man of ambitions. This consideration is, 
indeed, the principal excuse for early marriages. Three weeks of 
talk with such a girl — no one else to consider or to interrupt — no 
permission to be sought — surely these things made up a holiday 
which quite beat the record ! Three whole weeks ! Such a holi- 
day should form the foundation of a life-long friendship ! Could 
either of them ever forget such a holiday ? 

Now it was all over. For very shame Roland could make no 
longer any excuses for staying. His sketch-book was crammed. 
There were materials in it for a hundred pictures— most of them 
might be called Studies of Armorel. She was in the boat holding 
the tiller, bareheaded, her hair flying in the breeze, the spray 
dashing into her face, and the clear blue water rushing past the 
boat : or she was sitting idly in the same boat lying in Grinsey 
Sound, with Shipman's Head behind her : or she was standing on 
the sea- weed at low water under the mighty rock of Castle Bryher : 
or she was standing upright in the low room, violin in hand, her 
face and figure crimsoned in the red firelight : or she was standing 
in the porch between the verbena-trees, the golden figure-head 
smiling benevolently upon her, and the old ship's lanthorn swing- 
ing overhead with an innocent air, as if it had never heard of a 
wreck and knew not how valuable a property may be a cow, judi- 
ciously treated — with a lighted lanthorn between its horns — on a 
stormy night. There were other things : sketches of bays and coves, 
and headlands and earns, gathered from all the islands — from Por- 
thellick and Peninnis on St. Mary's, which everybody goe3 to see, to 
St. Warna's Cove on St. Agnes, whither no traveller ever wendeth. 

A very noble time. No letters, no newspapers, no trouble of 
any kind : yet one cannot remain for ever even in a house where 
such a permanent guest would be welcomed. Now and then, it is 
true, one hears how such a one went to a friend's house and stayed 
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there. La Fontaine, Gay, and Coleridge are examples. But I 
have never heard, before this case, of a young man going to a house 
where a quite young girl, almost a child, was tiie mistress, and 
staying there. Now the end had come : he must go back to 
London, where all the men and most of the women have their own 
shows to run, and there is not enough sympathy to go round : back 
to what the young artist, he who has as yet exhibited little and 
Bold nothing, calls his Work — putting a capital letter to it, like the 
young clergyman. Perhaps he did not understand that under the 
eyes of a girl who knew nothing about Art he had done really 
better and finer work, and had learned more, in those three weeks 
than in all the time that he had spent in a studio. Well ; it was 
all over. The sketching was ended : there would be no more 
sailing over the blue waves of the rolling Atlantic outside the 
islands : no more quiet cruising in the Road : no more fishing : no 
more clambering among the granite rocks : no more sitting in sunny 
places looking out to sea, with this bright child at his side. 

Alas 1 And no more talks with Armorel. From the first day 
the child sat at his feet and became his disciple, Heloise herself 
was not an apter pupil. She ardently desired to learn : like a 
curious child she asked him questions all day long, and received 
the answers as if they were gospel : but no child that he had ever 
known betrayed blacker gaps of ignorance than this girl of fifteen. 
Consider. What could she know ? Other girls learn at school 
Armorel's schooling was over at fourteen, when she came home 
from St. Mary's to her desert island. Other girls continue their 
education by reading books : but Armorel never read anything 
except voyages of the last century, which treat but little of the 
modern life. Other girls also learn from hearing their elders talk : 
but Armorel's elders never talked. Other girls, again, learn from 
conversatien with companions : but Armorel had no companions. 
And they learn from the shops in the street, the people who walk 
about, from the church, the theatre, the shows : but Armorel had 
no better street than the main street of Hugh Town. And they 
learn from society : but this girl had none. And they learn from 
newspapers, magazines, and novels : but Armorel had none of 
these. No voice, no sound of the outer world reached Alexandra 
Selkirk of Samson. Juan Fernandez itself was not more cut off 
from men and women. Therefore, in her seclusion and her ignor- 
ance, this young man came to her like another Apollo or a Vishnu 
at least — a revelation of the world of which she knew nothing, 
and to which she never gave a thought. He opened a door and 
bade her look within. All she saw was a great company painting 
pictures and talking Art ; but that was something. As for what 
he said, this young man ardent, she remembered and treasured all, 
even the lightest things, the most trivial opinions. He did not 
abuse her confidence. Had he been older he might have been 
cynical : had he not been an artist he might have been flippant : 
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had he been a City man and a money-grub he might have shown 
her the sordid side of the world. Being such as he was he showed 
her the best and most beautiful part — the world of Art. But as for 
these black gaps of ignorance, most of them remained even after 
Roland's visit. 

' Your best friend, Armorel,' said her guest, ' would not deny 
that you are ignorant of many things. You have never gone to a 
dinner-party or sat in a drawing-room : you cannot play lawn- 
tennis ; you know none of the arts feminine : you cannot talk tha 
language of Society : oh ! you are a very ignorant person indeed .' 
But then there are compensations.' 

'What are compensations? Things that make up? Do yo» 
mean the boat and the islands ? ' 

' The boat is certainly something, and the islands give a flavour 
of their own to life on Samson, don't they ? If I were talking the 
usual cant I should say that the chief compensation is the absence 
of the hollow world and its insincere society. That is cant and 
humbug, because society is very pleasant, only, I suppose, one 
must not expect too much from it. Your real compensations, 
Armorel, are of another kind. You can fiddle like a jolly sailor, 
all of the olden time. If you were to carry that fiddle of yours on 
to the Common Hard at Portsea not a man among them all, even 
the decayed veteran — if he still lives — who caught Nelson, the 
Dying Hero, in his arms, but would jump to his feet and shuffle 
— heel and toe, double -step, back-step, flourish and fling. I believe 
those terms are correct.' 

' I am so glad you think I can fiddle.' 

'You want only instruction in style to make you a very fine 
violinist. Besides, there is nothing more pleasing to look at, just 
now, than a girl playing a violin. It is partly fashion. Formerly 
it was thought graceful for a girl to play the guitar, then the harp ; 
now it is the fiddle, when it is not the zither or the banjo. That is 
one compensation. There is another. I declare that I do not 
believe there is in all London a girl with such a genius as yours for 
puddings and pies, cakes and biscuits. I now understand that there 
is more wanted, in this confection, than industry and application. 
It is an art. Every art affords scope for genius born not made. 
The true — the really artistic — administration of spice and sugar, 
milk, eggs, butter, and flour requires real genius— such as yours, 
my child. And as to the still-rooi/i , there isn't such a thing left, I 
believe, in the whole world except on Samson, any more than there 
is a spinning-wheel. Who but yourself, Armorel, possesses the 
secret, long since supposed to be hopelessly lost, of composing 
Cyprus water, and the Divine Cordial ? In this respect, you belong 
to a hundred years ago, when the modern ignorance was unknown. 
And where can I find — I should like to know — a London girl 
who understands cherry brandy, and can make her own blackberry 
wine?' 
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'You want to please me, Roland, because you are going away 
and I am unhappy.' She hung her head in sadness too deep for 
tears. ' That is why you say all these fine things. But I know 
that they mean very little. I am only an ignorant girl.' 

' I must always, out of common gratitude, want to please you. 
But I am only speaking the bare truth. Then there is the delicate 
question of dress. An ordinary man is not supposed to know any- 
thing about dress, but an artist has always to consider it. There 
are certainly other girls — thousands of other girls — more expen- 
sively dressed than you, Armorel ; but you have the taste for 
costume, which is far better than any amount of costly stuff.' 

' Chessun taught me how to sew and how to cut out.' But the 
assurance of this excellence brought her no comfort. 

' When I am gone, Armorel, you will go on with your drawing, 
will you not ? ' It will be seen that he endeavoured, as an Apostle 
of Art, to introduce its cult even on remote Samson. That was so, 
and not without success. The girl, he discovered, had been always 
making untaught attempts at drawing, and wanted nothing but a 
little instruction. This was a fresh discovery. ' That you should 
have the gift of the pencil is delightful to think of. The pencil, 
you see, is like the Jinn — I fear you have no Jinn on Samson — who 
could do almost anything for those who knew how to command his 
obedience, but only made those people ridiculous who ignorantly 
tried to order him around. If you go on drawing every day I 
am sure you will learn how to make that Jinn obedient. I will 
send you, when I get home, some simple books for your guidance. 
Promise, child, that you will not throw away this gift.' 

' I will draw every day,' she replied, obediently, but with pro- 
found dejection. 

' Then there is your reading. You must read something. I 
have looked through your shelves, and have picked out some books 
for you. There is a volume of Cowper and of Pope, and an old 
copy of the Spectator, and there is Goldsmith's " Deserted Vil- 
lage.'" 

' I will read anything you wish me to read,' she replied. 

' I will send you some more books. You ought to know some- 
thing about the world of to-day. Addison and Goldsmith will not 
teach you that. But I don't know what to send you. Novels are 
supposed to represent life ; but then they pre-suppose a knowledge 
of the world, to begin with. You want an account of modern 
Bociety as it is, and the thing does not exist. I will consider 
about it. ' 

' I will read whatever you send me. Roland, when I have read 
all the books and learned to draw, shall I have grown to my full 
height ? Remember what you said about yourself.' 

' I don't know, Armorel. It is not reading. But ' He 

left the sentence unfinished. 

' Who iB to tell me — on Samsja 1 ' i-.'m- a«t >i. 
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In the afternoon of this day Roland planted his easel on the 

Elate&u of the northern hill, where the harrows are, and put the 
ist touches to the sketch, which he afterwards made into the first 
picture which he ever exhibited. It appeared in the Grosvenor of 
85 : of course everybody remembers the picture, which attracted a 
very respectable amount of attention. It was called the ' Daughter 
of Lyonesse.' It represented a maiden in the first blossom of 
womanhood — tall and shapely. She was dressed in a robe of white 
wool thrown over her left shoulder and gathered at the waist by a 
simple belt of brown leather : a white linen vest was seen below 
the wool : round her neck was a golden torque : behind her was 
the setting sun : she stood upon the highest of a low pile of granite 
boulders, round the feet of which were spread the yellow branches 
of the fern and the faded flowers of the heather : she shaded her 
eyes from the sun with her left hand, and looked out to sea. She 
was bareheaded : the strong breeze lifted her long black hair and 
blew it from her shoulders : her eyes were black and her com- 
plexion was dark. Behind her and below her was the splendour 
of sun and sky and sea, with the Western Islands rising black above 
the golden waters. 

The sketch showed the figure, but the drapery was not com- 
plete : as yet it was a study of light and colour and a portrait. 

' I don't quite know,' said the painter, thoughtfully, ' whether 
you ought not to wear a purple chiton : Phoenician trade must 
have brought Phoenician luxuries to Lyonesse. Your ancestors 
were tin-men — rich miners— no doubt the ladies of the family went 
dressed in the very, very best. I wonder whether in those days 
the King's daughter was barefooted. The caliga, I think — the 
leather sandal— would have been early introduced into the royal 
family on account of the spikiness of the fern in autumn and the 
thorns of the gorse all the year round. The slaves and common 
people, of course, would have to endure the thorns.' 

He continued his work while he talked, Armorel making no 
reply, enacting the model with zeal. 

' It is a strange sunset,' he went on, as if talking to himself, 
' a day of clouds, but in the west a broad belt of blue low down in 
the horizon : in the midst of the belt the sun flaming crimson : on 
either hand the sky aglow, but only in the belt of clear : above is 
the solid cloud, grey and sulky, receiving none of the colour : below 
is also the solid, sulky cloud, but under the sun there spreads out 
a fan of light which strikes the waters and sets them aflame in a 
long broad road from the heavens to your feet, O child of Lyonesse. 
Outside this road of light the waters are dull and gloomy : in the 
sky the coloured belt of light fades gradually into soft yellows, 
clear greens, and azure blues. A strange sunset ! A strange effect 
of light ! Armorel, you see your life : it is prefigured by the light. 
Overhead the sky is grey and colourless : where the glow of the 
future does not lie on the waters they are grey and colourless. 
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Nothing around you but the waste of grey sea: before you black 
rocks — life is always full of black rocks : and beyond, the splendid 
sun — soft, warm, and glowing. You shall interpret that in your 
own way.' 

Armorol listenod, standing motionless, her left hand shading 
her eyes. 

'If the picture,' he went on, 'comes out as I hope it may, it 
will be one of those that suggest many things. Every good pic- 
ture, Armorel, as well as every good poem, suggests. It is like 
that statue of Christ which is always taller than the tallest man. 
Nobody can ever get above the thought and soul of a good picture 
or a good poem. There is always more in it than the wisest man 
knows. That is the proof of genius. That is why I long all day 
for the mysterious power of putting into my work the soul of 
everyone who looks upon it — as well as my own soul. When you 
come to stand before a great picture, Armorel, perhaps you will 
understand what I mean. You will find your heart agitated with 
strange emotions— you will leave it with new thoughts. When 
you go away from your desert island, remember every day to read 
a piece of great verse, to look upon a great picture, and to hear a 
piece of great music. As for these suggested thoughts, you will 
not perhaps be able to put them into words. But they will be 
there. ' 

Still Armorel made no reply. It was as if he were talking to a 
statue. 

'I have painted you,' he oaid, 'with the golden torque round 
your neck : the red gold i3 caught by the sunshine : as for your 
dress, I think it must be a white woollen robe — perhaps a border 

of purple — but I don't know There are already heaps of 

colour— colour of sky and of water, of the granite with the yellow 

lichen, and of brown and yellow fern and of heather faded 

No — you shall be all in white, Armorel. No dress so sweet for a 
girl as white. A vest of white linen made by yourself from your 
own spinning-wheel, up to the throat and covering the rij'it 
shoulder. Are you tired, child ? ' 

'No — I like to hear you talk.' 

4 1 have nearly done — in fact,' he leaned back and contemplated 
his work with the enthusiasm which is to a painter what the glow 
of composition is to the writer, ' I have done all I can until 1 go 
home. The sun of Scilly hath a more golden glow in September 
than the sun of St. John's Wood. If I have caught aright— or 
something like it — the light that is around you and about you, 

Armorel The sun in your left hand is like the red light of the 

candle through the closed fingers. So — I can do no more— 
Armorel ! you are all glorious within and without. You are indeed 
the King's Daughter : you are clothed with the sun as with a gar- 
ment . if the sun were to disappear this moment, you would stand 
Kpon the Peak, for all the island to admire — a flaming beacon ! ' 
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His voice was jubilant — he had done well. Yet he shaded his 
eyes and looked at canvas and at model once more with jealousy 
and suspicion. If he had passed over something 1 It was an 
ambitious picture — the most ambitious thing he had yet attempted. 

' Armorel ! ' he cried. ' If I could only paint as well as I can 
see ! Come down, child ; you are good indeed to stand so long 
and so patiently.' 

She obeyed and jumped off her eminence, and stood beside him 
looking at the picture. 

'Tell me what you think,' said the painter. 'You see — it is 
the King's Daughter. She stands on a peak in Lyonesse and 
looks forth upon the waters. Why 1 I know not. She seeks the 
secrets of the future, perhaps. She looks for the coming of the 
Perfect Knight, perhaps. She expects the Heaven that waits for 
every maiden — in this world as well as in the next. Everyone 
may interpret the picture for himself. She is young — everything 
is possible to the young. Tell me, Armorel, what do you think r 

She drew a long breath. 'A — h 1' she murmured. 'I have 
never seen anything like this before. It is not me you have 
painted, Roland. You say it is a picture of me — just to please 
and flatter me. There is my face — yet not my face. All is 
changed. Rcfeind, when I am grown to my full height, shall I look 
like this 1 

' If you do, when that day comes, I shall be proved to be a 
painter indeed,' he replied. ' If you had seen nothing but your- 
self—your own self —and no more, I would have burnt the thing. 
Now you give me hopes.. 

Afterwards, Armorel loved best to remember him as he stood 
there beside this unfinished picture, glowing with the thought that 
he had done what he had attempted. The soul was there. 

Out of the chatter of the studio, the endless discussions of style 
and method, he had come down to this simple spot, to live for 
three weeks, cut off from the world, with a child who knew 
nothing of these things. He came at a time when his enthusiasm 
for his work was at its fiercest : that is, when the early studies are 
beginning to bear fruit, when the hand has acquired command of 
the penc0 and can control the brush, and when the eye is already 
trained to colour. It was at a time when the young artist refuses 
to look at any but the greatest work, and refuses to dream of any 
future except that of the greatest and noblest work. It is a 
splendid thing to have had, even for a short time, these dreams anil 
these enthusiasms. 

' The picture is finished,' said Armorel, ' and to-morrow you 
will go away and leave me.' The tears welled up in her eyes. 
Why should not the child cry for the departure of this sweet 
friend ? 

' My dear child,' ho said, * I cannot believe that you will stay 
for ever on this desert island.' 
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•I do not want to leave the island. I want to keep you hero. 
Why don't you stay altogether, Roland 1 You can paint here. 
Have we made you happy ? Are you satisfied with our way of 
living? We will change it for you, if you wish.' 

'No— no — it is not that I must go home. I must go bock 
to my work. But I cannot bear to think of you left alone wi.h 
these old people, with no companions and no friends. The time 
will come when you will leave the place and go away somewhere — 
where people live and talk ' 

He reflected that if she went away it might be among people 
ignorant of Art and void of culture. This beautiful child, who 
might have been a Princess — she was only a flower-farmer of the 
Scilly Islands. What could she hope or expect 1 

' I do not want to go into the world,' she went on. ' I am 
afraid, because I am so ignorant. People would laugh at me. I 
would rather stay here always, if you were with me. Then we 
would do nothing but sail and row and go fishing : and you could 
paint and sketch all the time.' 

' It is impossible, Armorel. You talk like a child. In a year 
or two you will understand that it is impossible. Besides, we 
should both grow old. Think of that. Think of two old people going 
about sailing among the islands for ever : I, like Justinian Tryeth, 
bald and bowed and wrinkled : you, like Dorcas — no, no ; you could 
never grow like Dorcas : you shall grow serenely, beautifully old.' 

' What would that matter ? ' she replied. ' Some day, even, 
one of us would die. What would that matter, either, because we 
ehould only be parted by a year or two ] Oh ! whether we are old 
or young the sea never grows old, nor the hills and rocks — and the 
sunshine is always the same. And when we die there will be a new 
heaven and a new earth — you can read it in the Book of Revelation 
— but no more sea, no more sea. That I cannot understand. How 
could angels and saints be happy without the sea I If one lives 
among people in towns, I dare say it may be disagreeable to grow 
old, and perhaps to look ugly like poor Dorcas ; but not, no, not 
when one lives in such a place as this.' 

' Where did you get your wisdom, Armorel ? ' 

4 Is that wisdom 'I ' 

4 When I go away my chief regret will be that I kept talking 
to you about myself. Men are selfish pigs. We should have 
talked about nothing but you. Then I should have learned a great 
deal. See how we mis3 our opportunities.' 

* No, no ; I had nothing to tell you. And you had such a great 
deal to tell me. It was you who taught me that everybody ouoht 
to try to grow to Lis full height.' 

' Did I ? It was only a passing thought. Such things occur 
to one sometimes.' 

She sat down on a boulder and crossed her hands in her lap, 
looking at him seriously and gravely with her great black eyes. 
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I Now,' she said, ' I want to be very serious. It Is my last 
chance. Roland, I am resolved that I will try to grow to my full 
height. You are going away to-morrow, and I shall have no one 
to advise me. Give me all the help you can before you go.' 

* What help can I give you, Armorel 1 ' 

I I have been thinking. You have told me all about yourself. 
You are going to be a great artist : you will give up all your life to 
your work : when you have grown as tall as you can, everybody will 
congratulate you, and you will be proud and happy. But who is 
to tell me ? How shall I know when I am grown to my full 
height ? ' 

' You have got something more in your mind, Armorel.' 
' Give me a model, Roland. You always paint from a model 
yourself — you told me so. Now, think of the very best actual girl 
of all the girls you know — the most perfect girl, mind : she must 
be a girl that I can remember and try to copy. I must have 
something to think of and go by, you know.' 

' The very best actual girl I know 1 ' he laughed, with a touch 
of the abominable modern cynicism which no longer believes in 
girls. ' That wouldn't help you much, I am afraid. You see, 
Armorel, I should not look to the actual girls I know for the best 
girl at all. There is, however ' — he pulled his shadowy moustache, 
looking very wise — ' a most wonderful girl — I confess that I have 
never met her, but I have heard of her : the poets keep talking 
about her — and some of the novelists are fond of drawing her ; I 
have heard of her, read of her, and dreamed of her. Shall I tell 
you about her ? ' 

' If you please — that is, if she can become my model.' 
' Perhaps. She is quite a possible girl, Armorel, like yourself. 
That is to say, a girl who may really develop out of certain qualities. 
As for actual girls, there are any number whom one knows in a 
way — one can distinguish them — I mean by their voices, their 
faces, and their figures and so forth. But as for knowing anything 

more about them ' 

' Tell me, then, about the girl whom you do know, though you 
have never seen her.' 

' I will if I can. As for her face — now ' 

'Never mind her face,' she interrupted, impatiently. 
' Never mind her face, as you say. Besides, you can look in 
the glass if you want to know her face.' 

' Yes ; that will do,' said Armorel, simply. ' Now go on.' 
' First of all, then, she is always well dressed — beautifully dressed 
— and with as much taste as the silly fashion of the day allows. A 
woman, you know, though she is the most beautiful creature in the 
whole of animated nature, can never afford to do without the adorn- 
ments of dress. It does not much matter how a man goes dressed. 
He only dresses for warmth. In any dress and in any ragB a 
handsome man lookB well. But not a woman. Her dress either 
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ruins her beauty or it heightens it. A woman must always, and 
at all a«es, look as beautiful as she can. Therefore, she arrangeE 
her clothes so as to set off her beauty when she is young : to make 
her seem still beautiful when she is past her youth : and to hide 
the ravages of time when she is old. That is the first thing which I 
remark about this girl. Of course, she doesn't dress as if her father 
was a Silver King. Such a simple stuff as your grey nun's cloth, 
Armorel, is good enough to 'make the most lovely dress.' 

' She is always well dressed,' his pupil repeated. ' That is the 
first thing.' 

' She is accomplished, of course,' Roland added, airily, as if 
accomplishments were as easy to pick up as the blue and grey 
shells on Porth Bay. ' She understands music, and plays on sumo 
instrument. She knows about art of all kinds — art in painting, 
sculptures, decorations, poetry, literature, music. She can talk 
intelligently about art ; and she has trained her eye so that 
she knows good work. She is never carried away by shams and 
humbug.' 

' She has trained her eye, and knows good work,' Armorel 
repeated. 

' Above all, she is sympathetic. She doe3 not talk so as to show 
how clever she i3, but to bring out the best points of the man she 
is talking with. Yet when men leave her they forget what they 
have said themselves, and only remember how much this girl seems 
to know.' 

' Seems to know 1 ' Armorel looked up. 

' One woman cannot know everything. But a clever woman 
will know about everything that belongs to her own set. We all 
belong to our own set, and every set talks its own language — 
scientific, artistic, whatever it is. This girl does not pretend 
to enter into the arena ; but she knows the rules of the game, 
and talks accordingly. She is always intelligent, gracious, and 
sympathetic' 

' She is intelligent, gracious, and sympathetic,' Armorel repeated. 
' Is she gracious to everybody — even to people she does not 
like?' 

' In society,' said Roland, ' we like everybody. We are all 
perfectly well-bred and well-behaved : we always say the kindest 
tilings about each other.' 

' Now you are saying one thing and meaning another. That is 
like your friend Dick Stephenson. Don't, Roland.' 

' Well, then, 1 have very little more to say. This girl, however, 
Is always a woman's woman.' 

' What is that ? ' 

' Difficult to explain. A wise lady once advised me when I went 
oourting, first to make quite sure that the girl was a woman's 
woman. I think she meant that other girls should speak and think 
well of her. T haven't always remembered the advice, it is trae, 
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but ' Here he stopped short and in some confusion, remember- 
ing that this was not an occasion for plenary confession. 

But Armorel only nodded gravely. ' I shall remember,' she 
said. 

' The rest you know. She loves everything that is beautiful 
and good. She hates everything that is coarse and ugly. That is 
all.' 

' Thank you — I shall remember,' she repeated. ' Roland, you 
must have thought a good deal about girls to know so much.' 

He blushed : he really did. He blushed a rich and rosy red. 

4 An artist, you know,' he said, 'has to draw beautiful girls. 
Naturally he thinks of the lovely soul behind the lovely face. These 
things are only commonplaces. You yourself, Armorel — you — will 
shame me, presently — when you have grown to that full height — 
for drawing a picture so insufficient of the Perfect Woman.' 

He stooped slightly, as if he would have kissed her forehead. 
Why not ? She was but a child. But he refrained. 

' Let us go' home,' he said, with a certain harshness in his voice. 
' The sun is down. The clouds have covered up the belt of blue. 
You have seen your splendid future, Armorel, and you are back 
in the grey and sunless present. It grows cold. To-morrow, I 
think, we may have rain. Let us go home, child : let us go home.' 

CHAPTER X 

MR. FLETCHER RETURNS FOR HIS BAG 

Half an hour later the blinds were down, the fire was brightly 
burning, the red firelight was merrily dancing about the room, and 
the table was pushed back. Then Dorcas and Justinian came in — 
the two old serving-folk, bent with age, grey-headed, toothless — 
followed by Chessun — thin and tall, silent and subdued. And 
Armorel, taking her violin, tuned it, and turned to her old master 
for instructions, just as she had done on the first and every follow- 
ing night of Roland's stay. 

' " Barley Break," ' said Justinian. 

Armorel struck up that well-known air. Then, as before, the 
ancient dame started, moved uneasily, sat upright, and opened her 
eyes and began to talk. But to-night she was not rambling : she 
did not begin one fragment of reminiscence and break off in the 
middle. She started with a clear story in her mind, which she 
began at the beginning and carried on. When Armorel saw her 
thus disposed, she stopped playing 'Barley Break,' which may 
amuse the aged mind and recall old merriment, but lacka 
earnestness. 

' "Put on thy smock o' Monday,'" said Justinian. 

This ditty lends itself to more sustained thought. Armorol 
put more seriousness into it than the theme of the music would 
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Boom to warrant. The old lady, however, seemed to like it, and 
continued her narrative without interrupting it at any point. 
Armorel also observed that, though she addressed the assembled 
multitude generally, she kept glancing furtively at Roland . 

'The night was terrible,' said the ancient dame, speaking 
distinctly and connectedly; ' never was such a storm known — we 
could hear the waves beating and dashing about the islands louder 
than the roaring of the wind, and we heard the minute-gun, so that 
there was little sleep for anyone. At daybreak we were all on the 
shore, out on Shark Point. Sure enough, on the Castinicks the 
ship lay, breaking up fast— a splendid East Indiaman she was. 
Her masts were gone and her bows were stove in — as soon as the 
light got strong enough we could see so much — and the shore 
covered already with wreck. But not a sign of passengers or crew. 
Then my husband's father, who was always first, saw something, 
and ran into the water up to his middle and dragged ashore a spar. 
And, sure enough, a man was lashed to the spar. When father 
hauled the man up, he was quite senseless, and he seemed dead, so 
that another quarter of an hour would have finished him, even if 
his head had not been knocked against a rock, or the spar turned 
over and drowned him. Just as father was going to call for help 
to drag him up, he saw a little leather bag hanging from his neck 
by a leather thong. There were others about, all the people of 
Samson — fifty of them — men, women, and children — all busy 
collecting the things that had been washed ashore, and some up to 
their waists in the water after the things still floating about. But 
nobody was looking. Therefore, father, thinking it was a dead 
man, whipped out his knife, cut the leather thong, and slipped the 
bag into his own pocket, not stopping to look at it. No one saw 
him, mind — no one — not even your father, Justinian, who was 
close beside him at the time.' 

' Ay, ay,' said Justinian : ' if father had seen it, naturally ' 

But his voice died away, and Roland was left to wonder what, under 
Buch circumstances, a native of Samson would have done. 

' No one saw it. Father thought the man was dead. But he 
wasn't. Presently he moved. Then they carried him up the hill 
to the farm — this very house — and laid him down before the fire — 
just at your feet, Armorel — and I was standing by. " Get him a 
cordial," says father. So we gave him a dram, and he drank it 
and opened his eyes. He was a gentleman— we could see that — not 
a common sailor : not a common man.' 

Here her head dropped, and she seemed to bo losing herself 
again. 

' Try her with a Saraband,' said Justinian, as if a determined 
effort had to be made. Armorel changed her tune. A Saraband 
lends itself to a serious and even solemn turn of thought. As a 
dance it requires the best manners, the bravest dress, and the most 
dignified air. It will be seen, therefore, that to a mind bent upon 

a 
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a grave narrative of deeds lamentable and fateful, the Saraban«l» 
played in a proper frame of mind, may prove sympathetic. The 
ancient lady lifted her head, strengthened by the opening bars, 
which, indeed, are very strong, and resumed her story. Armorel, 
to be sure, and all her hearers, knew the history well, having heard 
it every night in disjointed bits. The Tale of the Stolen Treasure 
was familiar to her : it was more than familiar — it was a bore : the 
Family Doom seemed unjust to her : it disturbed her sense of 
Providential benevolence . yet she threw all her soul into the 
Saraband in order to prolong by a few minutes the waking and 
conscious moments of this remote ancestress. A striking illustration, 
had the others understood it, of filial piety. 

' But I was standing close by father,' she went on — ' I was beside 
him on the beach, and 1 saw it. I saw him cut the thong and slip 
the bag into his pocket. When he came to himself, I whispered to 
father, " There's his bag : you've got his bag in your pocket." " 1 
know," he said, rough. ' Hold your tongue, girl." So I said no 
more, but waited. Then the man opened his eyes and tried to sit 
up ; but he couldn't, being still dizzy with the beating of the 
waves. But he looked at us, wondering where he was. " You are 
ashore, Master," said father. "The only one of all the ship's com- 
pany that is, so far." "Ashore?" he asked. "Ay, ashore: 
where else would you be ? Your ship's in splinters : your captain 
and your crew are dead men all. But you're ashore." With that 
the man shut his eyes and lay quiet for a time. Then he opened 
them again. "Where am I ? " he asked. " You are on Samson, 
in Scilly," I told him. Then he tried to get up again, but he 
couldn't. And so we carried him upstairs and laid him on the bed. 

' He was in bed for nigh upon six weeks. Never was any man 
»o near his latter end. I nursed him all the time. He had a fever, 
and his head wandered. In his rambling he told me who he was. 
His name was Robert Fletcher — Robert Fletcher,' she repeated, 
nodding to Roland with strange significance. ' A brave gentleman, 
and handsome and well-mannered. He had been in the service of 
an Indian King ; and, though he was only thirty, he had made his 
fortune and was bringing it home, thinking that he would do nothing 
more all his life bvt just sit down and enjoy himself. All his for- 
tune was in the bag. When he recovered he told me that the last 
thing he remembered, before he was washed off the ship, was feel- 
ing for the safety of his bag. And it was gone. And he was a 
beggar. Poor man ! And I knew all the time where the bag wag 
and who had it. But I could not tell him. If father sinned when 
he kept the bag, I sinned as well, because I knew he kept it. If 
father was punished when his son was drowned, that son was my 
husband, and I was punished too.' 

She stopped, and it seemed as if for the evening she had run 
down ; but Armorel stimulated her again, and she went on, looking 
more and more at the face of the stranger that was in their gates. 
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' While he lay ill and was like to die, father was uneasy — I 
know why. He wanted him to die, because then he could keep the 
treasure with a quiet mind. " All's ours that comes ashore," that's 
what we used to say. He never confessed his thoughts — but I, 
who knew what was in the bag, guessed them very well. 

' The stranger began to recover, and father fell into a gloomy 
fit, and would go and sit by himself for hours. Nobody dared ask 
him— for he was a man of short temper and rough in his speech— 
what was the matter with him, but I knew very well. He was 
gloomy because he didn't want to lose that bag. But the man got 
better, and at last quite well, and one morning he came down 
dressed in clothes that father lent him, because his own were ruined 
in the washing of him ashore, and he bade us all farewell. " Cap- 
tain Rosevean," he said, very earnestly, " when I left India I was 
rich : I was carrying all my fortune home with me in a small com- 
pass, for safety, as I thought. I was going to be a rich man, and 
work no more. Well — I have escaped with my life, and that is all. 
If I were not a beggar I would offer you half my fortune for sandng 
my life. As it is, I can offer you nothing but my gratitude." 

' So he shook hands with father, who stood as white as a sheet, 
for all he was a ruddy-faced man and inclined to brandy. "And 
farewell, Mistress Ursula," he said. "Farewell, my kind nurse." 
So he kissed me, being a courteous gentleman. ' ' I shall come 
back again to see you," he said ; " I shall surely come back. Look 
to see me some day, when you least expect me." So he went away, 
and they rowed him over to the Port, and he sailed to Penzance. 
Father went to his own room, where the treasure was. And my 
heart sank heavy as lead. The more I thought of the wickedness, 
the heavier fell my heart. There was father and his son, my 
husband, and myself and my own son not yet born. The Hand of 
the Lord would be upon us for that wickedness. I ought to 
have cried out to the stranger before he went away that his treasure 
was safe and that we were keeping it for him. But I didn't. 
Then I tried to comfort myself. I said that when he camo again I 
would give him back the bag, even if I had to steal it from father's 
chest. 

' It was a long time ago — they are all gone, swallowed up by the 
s;a— which was right, because we stole the treasure from the sea. 
He never came back. I looked for him to come after my husband 
was drowned, and after my son went too, and my grandson — but 
he never came again as he promised. And at last, at last' — her 
voice rose almost to a shriek, and everybody jumped in his chair ; 
but Armorel continued to play the Saraband slowly and with much 
expression — ' at last he has comeback, and we are saved. All that 
are left of us are saved. Armorel, my child, you are saved. Your 
bones shall not lie rotting among the sea-weed : your flesh shall 
not be devoured by crabs and conger-eels : you may sail without fear 
*mong the islands. For he has kept his promise and has come back. 

c 2 
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Then she rose — she, who had not stood upon her feet for three 
years— actually rose and stood up, or seemed to stand : the red 
light, playing on her face, made her eyes shine like two balls of 
fire. ' You,' she cried, pointing her long, skinny, finger at Roland. 
' You ! oh ! you have come at last. You have suffered all that 
innocent blood to be shed: but you have come at last.' She sank 
back among her pillows, but her finger still pointed at the stranger. 
' Sir,' she said now, with tremulous voice, ' you are welcome. Late 
though it is, Mr. Fletcher, you are welcome. When you came a 
day or two ago I wondered, being now very old and foolish, if it 
was really you. Now I know. I remember, though it is nearly 
eighty years ago. You are welcome again to Samson, Mr. Fletcher. 
You find me changed, no doubt. I knew you would keep your 
promise and come again, some time or other. As for you, I see 
little change. You are dressed differently, and when you were 
here last your hair was worn in another fashion. But you are no 
older to look at. You are not changed at all by time. You would 
not know me again. How should you 1 I suppose you knew — 
somebody told you, perhaps — that the bag was safe after all. That 
knowledge has kept you young. Nothing short of that knowledge 
could have kept you young. I assure you, Sir, had I known where 
to find you I would have taken the bag and its contents to you long, 
long ago. And now you are come back in search of it.' 

' It was eighty years ago ! ' Dorcas whispered to Chessun, shud- 
dering. ' He must be more than a hundred ! ' 

' A hundred years ! ' returned her daughter, with pallid cheeks. 
4 It isn't in nature. He looks no more than twenty. Mother, is 
he a man and alive ? ' 

• Pretend that you are Mr. Fletcher,' whispered Armorel. ' Do 
not contradict her. Say something.' 

' It is a long time ago,' said Roland. ' I ehould have kept my 
promise much sooner. And as for that bag — you saved my life, you 
know. Pray keep the bag. It has long been forgotten.' 

' Keep the bag ? Do you know what is in it 1 Do you know 
what it is worth ? That, Mr. Fletcher, is your politeness. We, 
who have suffered so much from the possession of the bag, can- 
not believe that you have forgotten it, because if we have suffered 
for our guilt you must have suffered through that guilt. Else 
there would be no justice. No justice at all unless you have 
suffered too. Else all those lives have been wasted and thrown 
sway.' 

The old lady spoke with the voice and firmness of a woman of 
fifty. She looked strong : she sat up erect. Armorel played on, 
now softly, now loudly. The serving-folk looked on open-mouthed : 
the women with terror undisguised. Was this gentleman, so 
young and so pleasant, none other than the man whose injury had 
brought all these drownings upon the family ? Nearly eiglity years 
ago that happened. Then, he must be a ghost ! What else could 
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be be? No human creature could come back after eighty yuars 
still so young. 

' When I said, Madam,' Roland explained, ' that I had forgotten 
the bag, what I meant was that after losing it so long I had quite 
abandoned all hope of finding it again. I assure you that I have 
not come here in search of it. In fact, I thought it was lying at 
the bottom of the sea, where so many other treasures lie.' 

' It is not at the bottom of the sea, Mr. Fletcher. You shall 
have it again, to-morrow. You are still so young that you can 
enjoy your fortune. Make good use of it, Sir, and do not forget 
the poor. I have counted the contents again and again. They 
are not things that wear out and rust, are they 1 No, no. You 
must often have laughed to think that the moth and the worm can- 
not destroy that treasure. You will be very pleased to have it 
back.' 

' I shall be very pleased indeed,' he echoed, ' to have my treasure 
again.' 

' Face and voice unchanged.' The old lady shook her head. 
' And after eighty years. It is a miracle, yet not a greater miracle 
than the Vengeance which has pursued this house so long. This 
single crime has been visited upon the third and fourth generation. 
'Tis time that punishment should cease at last — cease at last ! I 
must tell you, Mr. Fletcher,' she went on, ' that when my husband 
was drowned and my father-in-law died, I took possession of the 
bag and everything else. I said nothing to my son. Why 1 
Because, until the owner of the stolen bag came back, the curso 
was on him and his children. No — no ; I would not let him know. 
But I knew very well what would happen to all of them. Oh ! 
yes ; I knew, and I waited. But he was happy, and his son and 
his grandson and his great-grandson, until they were drowned, one 
after the other. And still you stayed away.' 

' Madam, had I known, I would have returned fifty years ago 
and more, in time to have saved them all.' 

' You might have come sooner, Sir, permit me to say, and so 
have saved some.' It was wonderful how erect the old lady held 
herself, and with what firmness and precision she spoke. 

' There is now only one left — the child Armorel. To-morrow, 
Sir, you shall have your bag again. Once more you are our guest : 
this time, I hope you will leave a blessing instead of a curse upon 
the house.' 

At this moment Armorel ceased playing. Then this ancient 
lady stopped talking. She looked round : her eyes lost their fire : 
her face its expression : her mouth its firmness : she fell back in 
her pillows, and her head dropped. 

DorcaB and Chessun rose and carried her to her own room. 
The old man got up, too, and shambled out. Armorel pushed the 
table into its place, and lit the candles. The incident was closed 
In the morning the old lady had forgotten everything. 
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1 Almost,' said Roland, ' she has made me believe that my name 
is Fletcher. Shall I to-morrow morning ask her for the bag? 
Where is that bag 1 Armorel, it is a true story. I am quite certain 
of it.' 

' Oh, yes, it is true. Justinian knows about the wreck, though 
it happened before he was born. Mr. Fletcher was the only man 
saved of all the ship and company — captain, officers, crew, and 
passengers — the only one. He was rescued by Captain Rosevean 
himself and brought here. He had the bedroom where you sleep — 
the bedroom which was my brother Emanuel's room. Here he lay 
ill a long time, but recovered and went away.' 

' And the bag ? ' 

' I know nothing about the bag. That kic gone long ago, I 
suppose, with all the money that my people made by smuggling 
and by piloting. I have seen her watching you for some days 
past : I thought she would speak to you last night. To-morrow 
she will have forgotten everything.' 

' I suppose I have some kind of resemblance to Mr. Robert 
Fletcher, presumably deceased. Well — but, Armorel, this is a 
fortunate evening. The family luck has come back — I have brought 
it back. The Ancient one said so, and you are saved. She may 
call me Fletcher — call me Tryeth — call me any name that flyeth — 
If she only calls me him who arrived in time to save you, Armorel.' 

CHAPTER XI 

Roland's letter 

Roland went away. Like Mr. Robert Fletcher, he promised to 
return, and, like her great-great-grandmother, but for other reasons, 
Armorel treasured this promise. Also like Mr. Robert Fletcher, 
now presumably deceased, Roland went away with the sense of 
having left something behind him. Not his heart, dear reader. 
A young man of twenty-one does not give away his heart in the 
old-fashioned way any longer : he carries it about with him, care- 
fully aept in its proper place : what Roland had left behind him, for 
awhile, was- a part of himself. It would perhaps come back to 
him in good time, but for the present it remained on Samson, and 
discoursed to the rest of him in London whenever he would listen, 
on the beauties of that archipelago and the graces of the child 
Armorel. And this part of himself, which haunted Samson, made 
him sit down and write a letter. It would have been a tender, a 
Borrowful, an affectionate letter had it not been for that other part 
of him — the greater part — which went to London. That other 
part of him remonstrated. ' She is but a simple country girl,' it 
said. ' Her future will be to marry a simple Scillonian. Why dis- 
turb her mind ? Why seek to plant the seeds of discontent under 
the guise of culture ? Leave her — leave her to herself. Forget 
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Uiose dark eyes, in whose depths there seemed to lie so sweet, so 
great a soul. Believe me, there was nothing at all behind those 
eyes but ignorance and curiosity. How could there be anything 1 
Leave her in peace. Or, since you must write, let it be a cold 
letter — friendly, but fatherly — and let her understand clearly that 
the visit can produce no further consequences whatever.' Thus 
the London half of him — the bigger half. Perhaps his friend Dick 
Stephenson remonstrated in the same strain. But the lesser half 
insisted on writing a letter of some kind — and had his way. 

He wrote a letter, and sent it off. 

It was the very first letter that had ever been sent to Samson. 
Of that I am quite sure. No letters ever reached that island. If 
people had business with Samson, they transacted it at the Port 
with Justinian or Peter. Of course it was the first letter that had 
ever been received by Armorel. Peter brought it across for her. 
He had wrapped the unaccustomed thing in brown paper for fear 
the spray should fall upon it. Armorel drew it forth from its 
covering and gazed upon it with the wonder of a child who gets an 
unexpected toy. She read over the address a dozen times : ' "Miss 
Rosevean " — look at it, Dorcas. What a pity you cannot read ! 
" Miss Rosevean" — he might have written "Armorel " — " Island 
of Samson, Scilly." Of course, it is from Roland. No one else 
would write to me.' Then she opened it carefully, so as not to 
injure any part of the writing — indeed, Roland possessed that 
desirable, but very rare, gift of a very beautiful hand. No Penman 
of the monastery : no scrivener of a later age : no Arab or Persian 
scribe, could write a more beautiful hand. It was a hand in which 
every letter was clearly formed, as if it mode a picture of itself, 
and every word was a Group, like the Eastern Isles of Scilly, to be 
admired by the whole world. 

The letter began — the London portion conceding so much — with 
a pen-and-ink sketch of the writer's head : if it was just a little 
idealised, who shall blame the limner? This was delightful. 
Armorel had no portrait of her friend. What would follow after 
such a beautiful beginning ? Then the writing began, and Armorel 
addressed herself seriously to the mastering of and the meaning of 
the letter. I blush to record the fact, but Armorel read hand- 
writing slowly. Consider. Since she left school she had seen 
none : while at school she had seen little. People easily forget such 
a simple thing, though we who write all day long cannot understand 
how a man can forget how to write. Yet there are many working- 
men who cannot read handwriting, nor can they themselves write. 
They have had no occasion, all th*lr lives, to use either accomplish- 
ment, and so have readily forgotten it — a fact which shows the 
profound wisdom of the School Boards in teaching spelling, 
Armorel could read the letter, but she read it slowly. 

It seemed, when she r .ad it iirst, sentence by sentence, a really 
beautiful letter — regarded as a lettor in the abstract. After she 
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had read it two or three times over, and had mastered the whole 
document, she began to understand that the writer of it was not 
the man she remembered, not the man whose memory she loved 
and cherished, not at all her friend Roland Lee. All the old 
camaraderie was gone. It was the letter of another man altogether. 
It was cold and stiff. The coldness went to the girl's heart. She 
had never known Roland to be cold. Where was the sympathy 
which formerly flowed in magnetic currents from one to the other? 
Where was the brotherly interest ? — she called it brotherly. The 
writer spoke, it is true, with gratitude overwhelming, of his stay 
on the island, and her hospitality. But, good gracious ! Armorel 
wanted no thanks. His visit had made her happy : he knew that. 
Why should he take up a page and a half in returning thanks to 
her, when her own heart was full of gratitude to him 1 He said 
that the three weeks he had spent among the islands had been a 
holiday which he could never forget — this was very good, so far ; 
but then he spoiled all by adding that he should not readily 
forget — 'readily forget ' he wrote — his fair companion and guide 
among those labyrinthine waters. ' Fair companion ! ' What 
had fairness to do with it ? Armorel had been his pupil : ha 
taught her all day long. She did not want to be called his ' fair 
companion ' : that was mockery. She wanted to be called ' his dear 
friend ' or ' his dear sister ' : that would have gone straight to 
her heart. She expected at least so much when she opened the 
letter. But worse — far worse — was to follow. He actually spoke 
of the possibilities of their never meeting again, the world (outside 
Scilly) being so very wide. Never to meet again ! And he 
had promised to return: he had faithfully promised. Why, 
he had only to take the steamer from Penzance : Samson Island 
would not sail away. Why did he not rather say when he was to 
be expected ? Worst of all, he spoke of her forgetting him. Oh ! 
how could she forget him 1 As for the rest of the letter, the pater- 
nal advice to continue in the path of industry, and so forth, no 
clergyman in the pulpit could speak more wisely : but these things 
touched not the girl. Woman wants affection rather than wisdom, 
even though she understands, or has, at least, been told, that 
Wisdom delivereth from the way of the Evil Man. 

Armorel at length laid the letter down with a sigh and a tear. 
She kept it in her pocket for some days, and read it every day : 
but with increasing sadness. Finally, she laid it in a drawer where 
were all the sketches, fragments of illustration, and outline draw- 
ings which Roland had given her. She would read it no longer. 
She would -wait till Roland came back, and she would ask him what 
it meant. Perhaps it was the way of the world to be so cold and 
bo constrained in letter-writing. 

There came a box with the letter. It contained books — quite a 
large number of books — selected by Roland with the view of suiting 
the case of one who dwells upon a desert island. It was just as if 
Captain Woodes Rogers had left Alexander alone upon Juan 
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Fernandez, and gone home to make up for him a parcel of books 
intended to show him what went on in the wider world. There 
were also drawing materials, colours, brushes, pencils, books of 
instruction, and books of music. Roland the fatherly — the London 
part of Roland — neglected nothing that might be solidly serviceable 
to the young Person. Observe, here, one of those black gaps of 
ignorance already spoken of in this girl of the Lonely Isles. She 
did not know that an answer to the letter was absolutely necessary. 
In the London studio the writer sat wondering why no answer 
came. He had been so careful, too : not a word which could be 
misunderstood : he had been so truly fatherly. And yet no reply 

jSobody was at hand to tell Armorel that she must sit down and 
write some kind of an answer. She tried, in fact : she made several 
attempts. But she could not write anything that satisfied her. 
The coldness of the letter chilled her. She wanted to write as she 
had talked with him — all out of the fulness of her heart. How 
could she write to this frigid creature 1 The writer of such a letter 
could not be her dear companion who laughed and made her laugh, 
sang and made her sing, made pictures for her, told her all about 
his own private ambitions, and had no secrets from her : it was a 
strange man who wrote to her and signed the name of Roland Lee. 
The real Roland would never have hinted at the possibility of her 
forgetting him, or at the chance of their never meeting again. The 
real Roland would have written to say when he was coming again. 
She could not reply to this impostor. 

Therefore, she never answered that letter at all ; and so she got 
no more letters. It was a pity, because, had she written what was 
in her mind, for very pity the real Roland would have returned to 
her. Once, and once only, the voice of Roland came to her across 
the sea — and then it was a changed voice. He spoke no more. 
But he would come again : he said he would come again. Every 
day she sat on the hill beside the barrow, and gazed across the 
Road. She could see the pier of Hugh Town and the vessels in the 
port: perhaps Roland had come over from Penzance by the morning 
steamer, and would shortly sail across the Road, and leap out upon 
the beach, and run to meet and greet her, with both hands out- 
stretched, the light of affection in his eyes, and the lau^h of welcome 
in his voice. She was graver and more silent than before : she did 
not sing so often as she walked among the ferns : she did not 
prattle to Chessun and Dorcas while she made her cakes and 
puddings. But nobody noticed any change in her : the serving- 
women, if they observed any, would have said only that Armorel 
was growing into a woman already. 

The autumn changed to winter. Roland would not come in 
winter, when the sea is stormy and there is little sunshine. 
She must wait now until spring. Meantime, on Samson, where 
are no trees except those wizened and crooked little trees of the 
orchard, there is not much to mark the winter except the cold 
wind and the short days. Here there is never frost or snow, hail 
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or ice, The brown turf is much the same in December as in 
August ; the dead fern is not so yellow : the dead and dying leaves 
of the bramble are not so splendid. The wind is colder, the sky 
is more grey ; otherwise winter makes little difference in the 
external aspect of this archipelago. When the short days begin, the 
brown fields of the flower-farms clothe themselves with the verdure 
of spring : before the New Year has fairly set in, some of the fresh 
delicate flowers have been already cut and laid in the hothouse to 
be sent across to Covent Garden. The harvest of the year begins 
with its first day, and they reap it from January to May. 

There are plenty of things on such a farm for a girl to do. 
Armorel did not, if you please, sit down to weep. But she daily 
recalled with tender regret every one of the pleasant days of that 
companionship. She kept her promise, too : she read something 
every morning in the books which Roland had sent her : every 
afternoon she attempted to carry on the drawing lesson by herself : 
she practised her violin diligently : and every evening she played 
the old tunes to the old lady, and awakened her once more to life 
and memory. There was no change, except that everything now 
was coloured by what he had said. She was to grow to her full 
height — he had told her how— but at present she hardly saw her 
way to carrying out those instructions. Her full height ! Ignorant 
of the truth — since such a girl grown to her full height would be 
so tall as to be out of all proportion, not only to Samson, but even 
to St. Mary's itself. 

Sometimes one falls into the habit of associating a single person 
with an idea, a thought, an anticipation, a place. Whenever the 
mind turns to this thought, the person is present. For example, 
there is a street in London which I have learned, from long habit, 
to associate with a second-hand bookseller. He was a gentle crea- 
ture, full of reading, who had known many men. I sometimes sat 
at the back of his sliop conversing with him. Sometimes a twelve- 
month would pass without my seeing him at all. But always when 
I think of this street I think of this old gentleman. The other 
day I passed through it. Alas ! the shutters were up : the house 
was to let : my gentle friend was gone. Armorel associated her 
future — the unknown future — with Roland. Suppose that when 
that future should be the present she should find the shutters up, 
the house deserted, the tenant dead ! 

The harvest of flowers was well begun : the boxes piled in the 
hold of the steamer merrily danced in the roll of the Atlantic waves 
as the Lady of the Isles made her way to Penzanco : in London the 
delicate narcissus and the jonquil returned to the dinner-tables, 
and stood about in glasses. Roland Lee bought them and took 
them home to his studio, where he sat looking at them, reminded 
of Armorel — who had never even answered his letter. Perhaps 
the flowera came from Samson. Why did the girl send him no 
answer to his letter! Then his memory went b:u-\ to that little 
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island with its two hills, and its barrows, and the quiet house — 
and to the girl who lived there. On what rock of Samson was she 
B : tting? Where was she at that moment / Gazing somewhere over 
the wild waste of waters, the wind blowing about her curls, and 
the beating of the waves in her ears. She had forgotten him. 
Why not I He was only a visitor of a week or two. She was 
nothing but a child — and an ignorant farmer-girl living in « desert 
island. Ignorant ? No ; that was not the word. He saw her 
once more standing in the middle of the room, the ruddy firelight 
in her eyes and on her cheeks, playing ' Singleton's Slip ' and 
'Prince Rupert's March,' while the Ancient Lady mopped and 
mowed and discoursed of other days. And again : he saw her 
standing on the beach when he said farewell, the tears in her eyes, 
her voice choked. Then he longed again, as he had longed then, 
to take her in his arms, even in the presence of Peter the boy, to 
soothe and kiss her and bid her weep no more, because he would 
never, never leave her. 

So strong was the impression made upon this young man by 
this child of fifteen, that after six months spent in the society of 
many other girls, of charms more matured, he still remembered 
her, and thought of her with that kind of yearning regret which is 
perilously akin to love. An untaught, ignorant girl — whose charm 
lay in her innocent confidence, her soft black eyes, and the beauty 
of the maiden emerging from the child— could hardly make a per- 
manent impression on a man of the world, even a young man of 
only twenty-one. The time would go on, and the girl would be 
forgotten, except as a pleasant memory associated with a delightful 
holiday. An artist is, perhaps, above his fellows, liable to swift 
and sudden changes ; his mind dwells continually on beauty. All 
lovely girls have not black hair and black eyes. Apollo, himself, 
the god of artists, loved not only all the nine Muses and all the 
three Graces, but a good many nymphs and princesses as well — 
such is the artistic temperament, so catholic i3 its admiration of 
beauty. 

CHAPTER XH 

THE CHANGE 

'A change,' said Roland, 'will surely come, and that before long. 
I cannot believe ' — Armorel remembered the words afterwards — 
'that you will stay on this island for over.' It needed no unusual 
gift of prophecy to foretell impending change- when the most 
important member of the household was nearing her hundredth 
year. 

The change foretold actually came in April, when the flower- 
fields had lost their beauty and the harvest of Scilly was nearly 
over. Late blossoms of daffodil still reared their heads among the 
thick leaves, though thoir blooming companions had all been cut 
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off to grace London tables ; there were broad patches of wallflower 
little regarded ; the leaves of the bulbs were drooping and already 
turning brown : these were the signs of approaching summer to the 
Scillonian, who has already had his spring. On the adjacent 
island of Great Britain the primrose clustered on the banks ; the 
hedges of the West Country were splendid, putting forth tender 
leaves over a wealth of wild flowers ; the chestnut- buds were swollen 
and sticky, ready to burst. Do we not know the signs and tokens 
of coming spring ? On Scilly, the lengthening day — there are no 
hedges and no trees to speak of — the completion of the flower 
harvest, and the drooping of the daffodil-leaves in the fields are 
the chief signs of spring. Yet there are other signs : if there are no 
woods to show the tender leaf of spring, there are the green shoots 
of the fern on the down : and there are the birds. The puffin has 
already come back ; he comes in his thousands : he arrives in April, 
and he departs in September : whence he cometh and whither he 
goeth no man hath ever learned nor can naturalist discover. At the 
same time comes the guillemot, and sometimes the solan-goose : 
the tern and the sheerwater come too, if they come at all, in 
spring : but the wild ducks and the wild geese depart before the 
flower-harvest is finished. 

Armorel got up one morning in April a little earlier than usual. 
It was five o'clock : the sun was rising over Telegraph Hill on 
St. Mary's. She ran down the stairs, opened the door, and stood 
in the porch drawing a deep breath. No one was as yet stirring 
on Samson, though I think Peter was beginning to turn in his bed. 
Out at sea Armorel saw a great steamer, homeward bound, perhaps 
an Australian liner : the level rays of the early sun shone on her 
spars and made them stand out clear and fine against the sky : 
behind her streamed her long white cloud of smoke and steam, 
hanging over the water, light and feathery. There were no other 
ships visible. The air was cold, but the sun of April was already 
strong. Armorel shivered, caught her hat, and ran over the hill, 
singing as she went, not knowing that in the night, while she 
slept, the Angel of Death had visited the house. 

About seven o'clock she came back, having completely circum- 
navigated the island of Samson, and made, as usual, many curious 
observations and discoveries in the manners and customs of puffins, 
terns, and shags. She returned in the cheerful mood which 
belongs to youth, health, and readiness for breakfast. She instantly 
perceived, however, on arriving, that something had happened — 
something unusual. For Peter stood in the porch : what was 
Peter doing in the porch at seven o'clock in the morning, when he 
ought to have been ministering to the pigs ? Further, Peter was 
standing in the attitude of a boy who waits to be sent on an errand. 
It is an attitude of expectant readiness — of zeal according to duty 
— of activity bought and freely rendered. You will observe this 
attitude in all offico boys — except telegraph-boys : they never as- 
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sume fi : they affect no zeal : they betray no eagerness to put in a 
fair day's work. Such an attitude would lack the dignity due to a 
Government officer. And at sight of Armorel Peter hung his 
head as one who sorrows, or is ashamed or repentant. What did 
he do that for ? What had happened ? Why should he hang his head 1 

She asked these questions of Peter, who only shook his head 
and pointed within. She heard Justinian's voice giving some 
directions. She ako heard Dorcas and Chessun. They were all 
three speaking in low voices. She hurried in. The door of the 
old lady's bedroom — that sacred apartment into which no one, 
except the two handmaidens, had ever ventured — stood wide open ; 
not only that, but Justinian himself was in the room — actually in 
the room — and beside the bed. Then Armorel understood what 
had happened. On no other condition would Justinian be admitted 
to his old mistress's room. On the other side of the bed stood 
Dorcas and Chessun. Seeing Armorel at the door, these two ladies 
instantly lifted up their voices and wailed aloud— nay, they shrieked 
and screamed their lamentations, as if it was the first time in the 
world's history that death had carried off an aged woman. This 
they did by a kind of instinct : the thing, though they knew it not, 
was a survival. In ancient times it was the custom in Lyone3se 
that the women should all wail and weep and shriek, and beat their 
breasts and tear their hair, and cut their cheeks with their nails, 
while the body of the dead king or warrior was carried up the elope 
of the hill to be laid in its kistvaen and covered with its barrow on 
Samson island. 

They wailed aloud, then, because it had always been the right 
thing for the women of Samson to do. Otherwise, when one so 
ancient dies at last, mind and memory gone before, what place is 
there for wailing and weeping ? One natural tear we drop, foi al! 
must die ; but grief belongs to the death-bed of the young. There 
needed no shriek of the women nor anyone's speech to tell Armorel 
that the white face upturned on the bed was not the face of a 
living woman. They had folded the dead hands across her breast : 
the eyes were closed : the countless wrinkles of the aged face were 
smoothed out : the lips were parted with a wan smile. After many, 
many years, Ursula, the widow, was gone to rejoin her husband. 
Pray Heaven her desire be granted, and that she rise again young 
and beautiful — such a woman as that ill-starred sailor, dragged to 
the bottom of the sea by the weight of Robert Fletcher's bag, had 
loved in life I 

Peter presently sailed across the Road, and returned with the 
doctor. It is the part of the doctor not only to usher the new-bom 
Into life, but to bar or open the gates of the tomb : without him 
very few of us die, and without him no one can be buried. This 
man of science graciously expressed his willingness to acknowledge, 
though he had not been called in, that the deceased died of old 
»ge. Then he went back. 
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In the evening there was no music. The violin remained In ita 
place ; the great chair was empty ; no one brought out the spinning- 
wheel ; the table was not pushed back. How was the long evening 
to be got through without the violin ? How could those ancient 
tunes be played any more in the presence of that empty chair % 
When the serving-folk came in as usual and sat round the fire, and 
the women sighed and moaned, and Justinian stimulated the coals 
to a flame, and the ruddy light played upon their faces, Armorel 
began to think that a continuance of these evenings would be 
tedious. Then they began to talk, the conversation naturally 
turning on Death and Judgment, and the prospects of Heaven and 
the departed. 

' She was not one of them,' said Dorcas, 'as would never talk 
of such things. I've often heard her say she wanted to rise again, 
young and beautiful, same as she was when her husband was took, 
bo that he should love her again.' 

' Nay,' said Justinian ; ' that's foolish talk. There's neither 
marrying nor -giving in marriage there. You ought to know so 
much, Dorcas, Husbands and wives will know each other, I doubt 
not, if it's only for the man's forgiveness after the many crosses 
and rubs. 'Twould be a pity, wife, if we didn't know each other, 
golden crown and all. I'd be sorry to think you were not about 
somewhere.' 

Armorel listened without much interest. She wondered vaguely 
how Dorcas would look in a golden crown, and hoped that she 
might not laugh when she should be permitted to gaze upon her 
thus wonderfully adorned. Then she listened in silence while these 
thinkers followed up their speculations on the next world and the 
decrees of Heaven, with the freedom of their kind. A strangely 
brutal freedom ! It consigns, without a thought of pity, the majo- 
rity of mankind to a doom which they are too ignorant to realise 
and too stupid to understand. The deceased lady, it was agreed, 
might, perhaps — though this was by no means certain — have fallen 
under Conviction of Sin at some remote period, before any of them 
know her. Not since, that was certain. And as for her husband, 
he was cut off in his sins — like all the Roseveans, struck down in 
his sins, without a warning. So that if the old lady expected to 
meet him, after their separation of nearly eighty years, on the 
Shores of Everlasting Praise, she would certainly be disappointed, 
because he was otherwise situated and disposed of. Therefore she 
might just as well go up old and wrinkled. This kind of talk was 
quite familiar to Armorel, and generally meant nothing to her. 
The right of private judgment is claimed and freely exercised in 
Scilly, where that branch of the Church Catholic called Bryanite 
greatly flourishes. Formerly, she would have passed over tliis talk 
without heeding. Now, she had begun to think of these as well 
as of many other things. Roland's words on religious things star- 
lied her into thinking. She listened, therefore, wondering what 
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▼low people like Roland Lee would take of her great-grandfather's 
present condition, and of the poor old lady's prospects of meeting 
him again. Then her thoughts wandered from these nebulous 
speculations, and she heard no more, though the conversation 
became lurid with the flames of Tartarus, and these old religioners 
gloated over the hopeless sufferings of the condemned. A sweet and 
holy thing, indeed, has mankind made of the Gospel of Great Joy ! 

Before they separated, Chessun rose and left the room noise- 
lessly. Armorel had no experience of the situation, but she knew 
that something was going to be done, something connected with 
the impending funeral — something solemn. 

In fact, Chessun returned after ten minutes or a quarter of an 
hour, the others making a pretence of expecting nothing. Doc- 
trinal meditation was written on Justinian's brow : resignation on 
that of Dorca3. Chessun bore in her hands a tray with glasses and 
a silver tankard filled with something that steamed. It was a 
posset, made with biscuits, new milk and sherry, nutmeg and 
sugar — an emotional drink, strong, sweet, comforting, very good 
for mournful occasions, but, of late years, unfortunately, gone out 
of fashion. 

They all had a glass, the two women moaning over their glasses, 
and the old man shaking his head. Then they went to bed. 

They had a posset every night until the funeral. They buried 
the ancient dame on Bryher. A boat carried the coffin across the 
water to the landing-place in New Grinsey Sound, behind which 
stands the little old church with its churchyard. Armorel and her 
household followed in one of the family boats, as in a mourning- 
carriage. All the people of Tresco and Bryher were present at the 
funeral ; and most of them came across to Samson after the cere- 
mony to drink a glass of wine and eat a slice of cake, the women 
no longer wailing and the men no longer shaking their heads. 

All the Roseveans who have escaped the vengeance of Mr. 
Fletcher's terrible bag lie in Bryher churchyard. They "are mostly 
widows, poor things ! They sleep alone, because their husbands' bones 
lie about among the tall weed3 in the tranquil depths of the ocean. 

And Armorel, looking forward, thought with terror of the long, 
Bilent evenings, while the old serving-folk would sit round in the 
firelight, silent, or saying things that might as well have been left 
unsaid. 



CHAPTER XIII 

ABMOIlFX's INHERITANCE 

* You are now the mistress, dearie,' said Dorcas. • It is time that 
you should learn what that means.' 

It was the morning after the funeral — the Day of Accession — 
the beginning of the new reign. 
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' Why, Dorcas, it makes no difference, does it 1 There are still 
the flowers and the house and everything.' 

' Yes— there's everything.' The old woman nodded her head 
meaningly. « Oh ! yes— there is everything. Oh ! you don't 
know — you don't suspect — nohody knows — what a surprise is in 
store for you ! ' 

' What surprise, Dorcas 1 ' 

' You've never been into her room except to see her lying dead. 
It's your room now. You can go in whenever you like. Always 
the master or the mistress has slept in that room. When he» 
father-in-law died she took the room. And she's slept in it eve* 
since. And no one, except me and Chessun to clean up and sweep 
and dust, has ever been in that room since. And now it's yours. 

' Well, Dorcas, it may be mine ; but I shall go on sleeping in my 
own room.' 

' Then keep it locked — keep it locked up — day and night. 
There's nobody in Samson to dread — but keep it locked ! As for 
sleeping in it, time enough, perhaps, when you come to marry. 
But keep it locked ' 

' Why, Dorcas, what is in it 1 ' 

'I am seventy-five years old and past,' Dorcas went on. 'I 
was fifteen when I came to the house, and here I've been ever 
since. Not one of the grandchildren nor the great-grandchildren 
ever came in here. No one ever knew what is kept here.' 

' What is it, then 1 ' Armorel asked again. 

' She used to come here alone, by daylight, regularly once a 
month. She locked the door when she came in. No one ever 
knew what she was doing, and no one ever asked. One day she 
forgot to lock the door, and by accident I opened it, and saw what 
she was doing.' 

' What was she doing 1 ' 

' She'd opened all the cupboards and boxes, and she'd spread 
out all the things, and was counting, and — no, no — you may guess, 
when you have looked for yourself, what she was doing. I shut 
the door softly, and she never knew that I'd looked in upon her, 
She might have been overseen from the orchard, but no one ever 
went in there except to gather the fruit. To make safe, however, 
I've put up a muslin blind now, because Peter might take it into 
his head — boys go everywhere peering and prying. Nobody knows 
what I saw. I never even told Justinian. Men blab, you see : 
they get together, and they drink — then they blab. You can never 
trust a man with a secret. How long would it be before Peter 
would let it out if he knew ? Once over at Hugh Town, drinking 
at a bar, and all the world would know in half an hour. No, 
no ; the secret was hers : it was mine as well — but that was an 
accident — she never knew that : now it will be yours and mine. 
And we will tell nobody — nobody at all.' 

' Where shall I find this wonderful secret, Dorcas 1 ' 
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• Wherever you look, dearie. Oh! the room is full of things. 
There can't be such another room in all the world. It's crammed 
with things. Look everywhere. If they knew, all the young lords 
and princes would be at your feet, Armorel, because you are so 
rich. Best keep it secret, though, and get richer.' 

4 1 so rich ? Dorcas, you are joking I ' 

4 No — you shall look and find out. Not that you will under- 
stand at first — because, how should you know the value of things ? 
Here's her bunch of keys. She always carried them in her pocket, 
and at night she kept them under her pillows — and there I found 
them, sure enough, when she was cold and dead. Take them, 
child. I never told her secret — no — not even to my own husband. 
Take the keys, child. They are yours — your own. You can open 
everything : you can look at everything : you can do what you like 
with everything. It's your inheritance. But tell no one,' she 
repeated, earnestly. ' Oh ! my dear, let it remain a secret. Don't 
let anyone see you when you come in here. Lock the door, as she 
did— and keep it locked.' 

The old woman led Armorel by the hand to the door of the 
room where there was to be found the Great Surprise. She opened 
it, placed a bunch of keys in her hand, pushed her in and closed 
it behind her, whispering, ' Lock it, and keep it locked.' 

The girl turned the key obediently, wondering what would 
happen next. 

The room was on the ground floor, looking out upon the 
orchard, with a northern aspect, so that the sun could only shine 
in for a small portion of the year, during the summer months. 
The apple-trees were now in blossom, the white pink and flowers 
bright in the sunshine contrasting with the grey lichen which 
wrapped every branch and hung down like ribbons. The room 
was the oldest part of the house, the only remaining portion of 
an earlier house : it was low and small : the fireplace had never 
been modernised : it stood wide open, with its dogs and its broad 
chimney : the window was of three narrow lights, one of which 
could be opened : all were still provided with the old diamond 
panes in their leaden setting. Armorel observed the muslin blind 
put up by Dorcas to keep out prying eyes. In dull and cloudy 
days the room would be gloomy. As it was, even with the bright 
sunshine out of doors, the air seemed cold and oppressive — perhaps 
from the fresh association of Death. Armorel shivered as she 
looked about her. 

The greater part of the room was taken up by a large bed. In 
the old lady's time it had curtains and a head, and things at the 
four corners like the plumes of a hearse, but in faded crimson. 
Then it looked splendid. Now, the bed had been stripped : 
curtains and plumes and all were gone, and only the skeleton bed 
left, with its four great solid posts and its upper beams, and its 
feather bed lying exposed, with the bare pillow-cases upon the 

u 
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mattress. But the bedstead was magnificent without its trappings, 
because it was made of mahogany black with age : they no longer 
make such bedsteads. There was also a table— an old black table 
— with massive legs ; but there was nothing on it. 

Between door and wall there was a row of pegs, with a chair 
beneath them. Now, by some freak of chance, when Dorcas and 
Chessun hung up the ancient dame's things for the last time— her 
great bonnet, and the cap of many ribbons within it, and her silk 
dres3 — they arranged them so as to present a most extraordinary 
presentment of the venerable lady herself — much elongated and 
without any face : she seemed to be sitting in the chair below the 
pegs, dressed as usual, and nodding her great bonnet, but pulled 
out to eight or ten feet in length. Armorel caught the ghostly 
similitude and started, trembling. It seemed as if in a moment 
the wrinkled old face, with the hawk-like nose and the keen eyes, 
would come back to the bonnet and the cap. She was so much 
startled that she turned the bonnet round. And then the figure 
seemed watching with the shoulders. This was uncanny, but it 
was not so terrible as the faceless form. 

Beside the fireplace was a cupboard — one of those huge cup- 
boards which one only finds in the old houses. Armorel tried the 
door, but it was locked. Against the wall stood a chest of 
drawers, brass-bound, massive. She tried the handles, but every 
lock was fast. Under the window stood an old sea-chest. It was 
a very big sea-chest. One would judge, from its rich carvings and 
its ornamental ironwork, that it was probably the sea-chest of an 
admiral at least — perhaps that of Admiral Hernando Mureno, 
Armorel's ancestor, if such was his rank in the navy of his Catholic 
Majesty. The sight of this sea-chest caused the girl to shiver 
with the fear of expectation. Nobody contemplates the absolutely 
unknown without a certain fear. It contained, she was certain, the 
things that Dorcas had seen, of which she would not speak. The 
chest seemed to drag her : it cried, ' Open me. Look inside me— 
see what I have got to show you.' 

Then she remembered, as one in a dream, hearing people talk. 
Words long forgotten came back to her. 'Twas in Hugh Town, 
whither she went across to school when she was as yet a little girl. 
' What have the Roseveans ' — thus and thus said the voice — ' done 
with all their money ? They've never spent anything : they've 
gone on saving and saving. Some day we Bhall find out what 
became of it.' Was she going to find out what had become of it ? 

The old lady, in her most lucid moments, had never dropped 
the least hint of any inheritance, except that disagreeable necessity 
of getting drowned on account of the unfortunate Robert Fletcher. 
And that was not an inheritance to gladden the heart. Yet there 
was an inheritance. It was here, in this room. And she was 
locked in alone, in order that she, herself unseen by any, might 
discover what it was. 
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Baron Bluebeard's last wife — she who afterwards, as a beautiful, 
rich, and lively young widow, set so many hearts aflame — was not 
more curious than Armorel. Nor was she, in the course of her 
investigations, more afraid than Armorel. The girl looked ner- 
vously about the room, so ghostly and so full of shadow. All old 
100ms have their ghosts, but some of them have so many that one 
is not afraid of them. There is a sense of companionship in a 
crowd of ghosts. This room had only one— that of the woman 
who had grown old in it — who had spent nearly eighty years in it. 
All the old ghosts had grown tired of this monotonous room, gone 
fiway and left the place to her. Armorel not only ' believed in 
ghosts ' — many of us accord to these shadows a shadowy, theoretical 
belief — she actually knew that ghosts do sometimes appear. Dorcas 
had seen many — Chessun herself, while not going actually that 
length, threw out hints. She herself had often, too, gone to look 
for them. Now she glanced nervously where the ' things ' were 
hanging, expecting to see the ancestral figure reappear, shoulders 
move, the bonnet and cap turn round, the old, old face within 
them, ready to warn, to admonish, and to guide. If this had hap- 
pened, it would have seemed to Armorel nothing but what was 
natural and in the regular course of things looked for. But, out- 
side, the sun shone on the white apple-blossom. No one is very 
much afraid of ghosts in the sunshine. 

She encouraged herself with this reflection, and began with 
unlocking the chest of drawers. The lower drawers, when they 
were opened, contained nothing but the ' things ' of her great- 
great-grandmother. Among them was a box roughly made — a 
boy's box made with a jack-knife : it contained a gold watch with 
a French name iipon it — a very old watch, with a representation of 
the Annunciation in low relief on the gold face. There were also 
in the box two or three gold chains and sundry rings and trinkets. 
Armorel took them out and laid them on the table. They were, 
she said to herself, part of her inheritance. Was this the Great 
Surprise spoken of by Dorcas ? She tried the two upper drawers. 
They were locked, but she easily found the right key, and opened 
them. She found that they were filled with lace ; they were 
crammed with lace. There were packets of lace tied up tight, 
rolls of lace, cardboards with lace wound round and round — an 
immense quantity of lace was lying in these drawers. As for its 
value, Armorel knew nothing. Nor did she even ask herself what 
the value might be. She only unrolled one or two packets, and 
wondered vaguely what in the world she should do with so much 
lace. And she wished it was not so yellow. Yet the packets she 
unrolled contained Valenciennes — some of it half a yard wide, 
precious almost beyond price. Armorel knew, however, very well 
how it had got there, and what it meant. The descendant of so 
tuany brave runners was not ignorant that lace, velvet, silk and 

11 2 
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satin, brandy and claret, all came from the French coast wiih 
which her gallant forefathers were so familiar before the Preventive 
Service interfered. This, then, was left from the smuggling times. 
They had not sold all. They had kept enough, in fact, to 
stock half a dozen West-End shops, to adorn the trousseau 
of fifty Princesses. And here the stuff had lain undisturbed 
since — well, perhaps, since the unfortunate visit of Mr. Robert 
Fletcher. 

' My inheritance, eo far,' said Armorel, * is a pile of yellow lace 
and a gold watch and chain and some trinkets. Is this the Great 
Surprise 1 ' But she looked at the sea-chest. Something more 
must be there. 

Next she turned to the cupboard. It was locked and double- 
locked. But she found the key. The cupboard was one of those 
great receptacles common in the oldest houses, almost rooms in 
themselves, but dart rooms, where mediaeval housekeepers kept 
their stores. , In those days, housekeeping on a respectable scale 
meant the continual maintenance of immense stores. All the 
things which now wts get from shops as we want them were then 
laid in store long before they were wanted. Outside the country 
town there were no shops ; and, even in London itself, people did 
not run to the shop e^ery day. The men had great quantities of 
shirts — three clean shirts a day was the allowance of a solid city 
man under good Queen Anne — a city man who respected himself : 
the women had a corresponding quantity of flowered petticoats. 
Wine was by no means the only thing laid down for future years. 
All these accumulations helped to give solidity to the appearance 
of life. When a woman thought of her cupboards filled with fine 
linen and a man of his cellars filled with wine, the uncertainty and 
brevity of life alleged by the Preacher seemed not to concern them. 
It would be absurd to lay down a great bin of good port if one was 
not going to live long enough to drink it. The fashion, therefore, 
has its advantages. 

Armorel threw open the door and looked in. The place was so 
dark that she was obliged to light a candle in order to examine the 
shelves running round the sides of the cupboard. There was a 
strange smell in the place, which, perhaps, had not been opened 
for a long time. Bales of some kind lay upon the upper shelves. 
Armorel took down two and opened them. They contained silk — 
strong, rich silk. She rolled them up and put them back. On a 
lower shelf was a most singular collection. In the front row were 
one — two — no fewer than six punch-bowls, all of silver except one, 
and that was of silver gilt. This must be the Great Surprise. 
Armorel took them all out and placed them on the table. For the 
most part they showed signs of having been used with freedom — 
one has heard of an empty punch-bowl being kicked about the 
place as a conclusion to the feast. But six punch-bowls ! ' They 
came,' said Armorel, * from the wrecks.' Behind the punch-bowls 
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trere silver candlesticks, silver snuffers, silver cups, silver tankards 
—some with coats-of-arms, some with names engraven. There was 
also a great silver ship, one of those galleons in silver which 
formerly adorned Royal banquets. All these Armorel took oub 
and arranged upon the table. Among them was a tall hour-glass 
mounted in silver. Armorel set the sand running again, after 
many years. On the floor there were packets and bundles tied up 
and rolled together. Armorel opened one of them, and, finding 
that it contained a packet of gold lace and a pair of gold epaulettes, 
Bhe left them undisturbed. And standing against the wall, stacked 
behind the bundles of gold lace, were swords — dozens of swords. 
What could she do with swords 1 Well, then, now, at last, she had 
found the Great Surprise. But still the sea-chest seemed to drag 
her and to call to her : ' Open me ! Open me ! See what I have 
got for you ! ' 

' So far, then,' she said, * I have inherited a pile of lace ; a 
gold watch, rings, and chains ; six punch-bowls, twenty-four silver 
candlesticks, twelve silver cups, four great tankards, a silver ship, 
I know not how many old swords, and a bundle of gold lace. I 
wonder if these things make a person rich ? ' 

If so, great wealth does not satisfy the soul. This was certain, 
because Armorel really felt no richer than before. Yet the array 
of punch-bowls was truly imposing, and the silver candlesticks, the 
snuffers, the tankards, the cups, and the ship, though they sadly 
wanted the brush and the chamois leather, with a pinch of 
' whitenin',' were worthy of a College Plate-Room. One might 
surely feel a little elation at the thought of owning all this silver, 
even if one did not understand its intrinsic value. But, like the 
effect of champagne, such elation would quickly wear off. 

Next, Armorel remembered the secret cupboard at the head of 
the bed. Her own bed had its secret recess at the head — every 
respectable bedstead used formerly to have them. Where else 
could money be hidden away safely ? To be sure, everybody knew 
this hiding-place, but everybody pretended not to know. It was 
an open secret, like the concealed drawer in a schoolboy's desk. 
Our forefathers were full of such secrets that everybody knew. 
The stocking in the teapot : the receptacle under the hearthstone : 
the hidden compartment in the cabinet : the secret room : the secret 
staircase : the recess in the head of the bed — these were all secrets 
that everybody knew and everybody respected. I think that even 
the burglar respected these conventions. Armorel knew how to 
open the panel — she found the spring and it flew open, rustily, as 
if it had not been opened for a great many years. Behind the panel 
was a recess eighteen inches long and about nine inches deep. And 
here stood a Black Jack — -nothing less than a Black Jack ; a quart 
Jack, not a Leather Jack, but a tankard made of tin and painted 
with hunting scenes something like an Etruscan vase, or perhap.i 
ejo/o like a Brown George. Why should anyone want to hidfl 
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away a Black Jack? This quart pot, however, held something 
better than stingo— even stronger : it was half-filled with foreign 
money. Here were moidores, doubloons, ducats, pieces-of-eight, 
Louis d'ors, Spanish pillar dollars, sequins, gold coins from India- 
nothing at all in the pot less than a hundred years old. Armorel 
took out a handful and looked at them. Well, gold coins do look 
like money. She began to feel really rich. She had a quart tankard 
half -full of gold coins. She added the Black Jack to the other 
treasures on the table. All this foreign money must have come 
out of the wrecks. And, since it was all so old, out of wrecks that 
had happened before the memory even of the Ancient Lady. This, 
then, was perhaps the Great Surprise. 

But there remained the sea-chest under the window, and again, 
when Armorel looked upon it, the chest continued to call to her, 
' Open me ! Open me ! See what I have for you ! ' 

Armorel found the key which unlocked it, and threw open the 
lid. Within, there was the deep tray which belongs to every sea- 
chest. This was filled with a quantity of uninteresting brown 
canvas bags. She wanted to see what was below, and tried to lift 
the tray, but it was too heavy. Then, still regarding the bags as 
of no account, she took one out. It was heavy, and when she 
lifted it there was a clink as of coin. It was tied tightly at the 
mouth with a piece of string. She opened it. Within there were 
gold coins. She took out a handful : they were all sovereigns, 
some of them worn, some quite new and fresh from the Mint. She 
poured out the whole contents of the bag on the table. Why, it 
\vas actually full of golden sovereigns. Nothing else in the bag. All 
golden sovereigns ! And there were five hundred of them. She 
counted them. Five hundred pounds ! She had never, it is true, 
thought much about money — but — five hundred pounds ! It seemed 
an amazing sum. Five hundred pounds ! And all in a single bag. 
And such a little bag as this. She put back the money and tied 
up the bag. 

Then she took out another bag. This was as big as the first, 
and heavier. It was full of guineas — Armorel counted them. 
There were also five hundred of them. Some of them were so old 
that they bore the impression of the elephant, and therefore 
belonged to the seventeenth century. But most of them belonged 
to the eighteenth century, and bore the heads of the three first 
Georges. Five hundred guineas — and never before had Armorel 
seen a guinea ! Well, she thought, that made a thousand pounds. 
She took up another bag and opened it. That, too, weighed as much 
and was full of gold. And another, and yet another. They were 
all full of gold. And now she knew what Dorcas meant — this — 
nothing but this — was the Great Surprise ! Not the punch-bowls, 
or the lace, or the bales of silk, but these bags full of gold constituted 
her wealth. She understood money, you see : lace and silk were 
beyond her. This was her inheritance 1 
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Consider: the Roseveans, from father to son, had been from time 
Immemorial wreckers, smugglers, and pilots. They were also 
farmers. On their Utile farm they grew nearly enough to support 
their simple lives. They had pigs and poultry ; they had milch 
cows ; they had a few sheep ; they kept geese, pigeons, ducks ; 
they made their own beer and their own cordials and strong waters; 
they made their own linen ; they were unto themselves millers, 
tinkers, carpenters, cabinet-makers, builders, and thatchers. They 
grew their own salads and vegetables, and if they wanted any 
fruit they grew that as well. Oats and barley they grew, clover 
and hay. I believe that on Samson wheat has never been grown 
— indeed, there are only eighty acres in all. There was left, there- 
fore, little to buy. Coals, wood for fuel and for carpentering, 
things in iron, crockery, tools, cloth clothes, flannel, flour, and 
sometimes a little beef — what else did they want ? As for fish, they 
had only to catch as much as they wanted. Tea, coffee, sugar, and 
so forth came in with later civilisation, when small ale, possets, 
and hypsy died out. 

In order to provide these small deficiencies they were pilots, to 
begin with. This trade brought in a steady income. They also 
sent out boats, filled with fresh vegetables, to meet the homeward- 
bound East Indiamen. And they were also, like the rest of the 
artless islanders, wreckers and smugglers. In the former capacity 
they occasionally acquired an extraordinary quantity of odd and 
valuable things. In the latter profession they made at times, and 
until the Peace and the Preventive Service put an end to the 
business, a really fine income. 

Then, on Samson, they continued to live after the patriarchal 
fashion and in the old simplicity. Each Captain Rosevean in turn 
was the chieftain or sheik. To him his family brought all that 
they earned or found. The sea-chest took it all. For three hundred 
years, at least, this sea-chest received everything and gave up 
nothing. Nobody ever took anything out of it : nobody looked into 
it : nobody knew, until Ursula counted the money and made bags 
for it, what there was in the chest. Nobody ever asked if they were 
rich or how rich they were. 

There was no bank on Samson : there is not even now a bank 
in the Scilly archipelago at all : nobody understood any other way 
of saving money than the good old fashion of putting it by in a 
bag. On Samson there never were thieves, even when as many as 
fifty people lived on the island. Therefore the Captain Rosevean 
of the time, though he knew not how much was saved, nor did he 
ever inquire, laid the last additions to the pile in the tray of the 
old sea-chest with the rest, and, having locked it up, dropped the 
key in his pocket, and went about his business in perfect con- 
fidence, never thinking either that it might be stolen, or that he 
might count up his hoard, proceed to enj'iy it, and alter his simple 
way of life. Every Captain Rosevean in sutcea.'ion a iu-ju to that 
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hoard every year ; not one among them all thought of spending 
it or taking anything from it. He added to it. Nobody ever 
counted it until the reign of Ursula. It was she who made the 
little brown bags of canvas : she, usurping the place of Family 
Chief or Sheik, took from her sons and grandsons all the money 
that they made. Thoy gave it over to her keeping — she was the 
Family Bank. And, like her predecessors in that room, she told 
no one of the hoard. 

Most of the bags contained guineas of George I., George II., 
and George III., down to the year 1816, when the Mint left off 
coining guineas. A few contained sovereigns of later date ; but 
the family savings since that year had been small and uncertain. 
The really fat time— the prosperous time — when the money 
poured in, was during the long war which lasted for nearly five- 
and-tweuty years. 

There were actually forty of these bags. Armorel laid them 
out upon the table and counted them. Forty ! And each bag to 
all appearance, for she only counted two, contained five hundred 
guineas or pounds. Forty times five hundred — that makes twenty 
thousand pounds, if all were sovereigns ! There are, I am told, 
a few young ladies in this country who have as much as twenty 
thousand pounds for their dot. There are also a great many 
young ladies in France, and an amazing multitude, whom no 
man may number, in the United States of America, who have as 
much. But I am quite sure that not one of these heiresses, ex- 
cept Armorel herself, has ever actually gazed upon her fortune 
in a concrete form — tangible — to be counted— to be weighed — to 
be admired. It is a pity that they cannot do this, if only because 
they would then see for themselves what a very small pile of gold 
a fortune of twenty thousand pounds actually makes. This would 
make them humble. Armorel stood looking at the table thus 
laden with bewildered eyes. 

'I have got,' she murmured, 'twenty thousand sovereigns 
and guineas at least : I have got a painted pot full of old money. 
I have got six punch-bowls, a great silver ship, a large number 
of silver candlesticks and cups : I have got a silver-mounted 
hour-glass' — its sand was now nearly run — 'I have got a great 
quantity of lace and silk. I suppose all this does make riches. 
Whatever shall I do with it ? Shall I give it to the poor ? or 
Bhall I put it back into the box and leave it there ? But perhaps 
there is something else in the box.' 

The chest, in fact, continued to call aloud to be examined. 
Even while Armorel looked at her glittering treasures spread out 
upon the table she felt herself drawn towards the chest. There 
was more in it. There was another Surprise waiting for her — even 
a greater Surprise, perhaps, than that of the bags of gold. ' Search 
tfca I ' cried the chest. ' Search me ! Look into the innermost 
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recesses of me : explore my contents to the very bottom : let 
nothing escape your eyes.' 

Armorel knelt down before the chest and took out the tray. 
It was enipty now, and she could lift it easily. 

Beneath the tray there was a most miscellaneous collection of 
things. 

They lay in layers, separated and divided — Ursula's hand was 
here — by silk handkerchiefs of the good old kind — the bandanna, 
now gone out of fashion. 

First Armorel took out and laid on the floor a layer of silver 
spoons, silver ladles, even silver dishes, all of antique appearance 
and for the most part stamped with a crest or a coat-of-arms : for 
in the old days if a man was Armiger he loved to place his shield 
on everything ; to look at it and glory in it : to let others see it 
and envy it. 

Then she found a layer of watches. There were gold watches 
and Bilver watches ; the latter of all kinds, down to the veritable 
turnip. The glasses were broken of nearly all, and, if one had 
examined, the works would have been found rusted with the sea- 
water which had got in. What were they worth now ? Perhaps 
the value of the cases and of the jewels with which the works were 
set, and more with one or two, where miniatures adorned the back 
and jewels were set in the face. Armorel turned with impatience 
from the watches to the gold chains, which lay beside them. 
There were yards of gold chain : gold chains of all kinds, from 
the heavy English make to the dainty interlaced Venetian and 
thread-like Trichinopoly ; there were silver chains also — massive 
silver chains, made for some extinct office-bearer, perhaps bo's'n 
on the Admiral's ship of the Great Armada. Armorel drew up 
some of the chains and played with them, tying them round her 
wrists and letting them slip through her fingers— the pretty deli- 
cate things, which spoke of wealth almost as loudly as the bags of 
guineas. 

She laid them aside, and took up a silk handkerchief containing 
a small collection of miniatures. They were almost all portraits 
of women : young and pretty women : ladies on land whose faces 
warmed the hearts and fired the memories of men at sea. The 
miniatures had hung round the necks of some and had lain in the 
sea-chests of others, whose bones had long since melted to nothing 
in the salt sea depths, while those of their mistresses had turned 
to dust beneath the aisle of some village church, their memory 
long since forgotten, and their very name trampled out by the feet 
of the rustics. 

Armorel laid aside these pictures — they were very pretty, but 
she would look at them again another time. 

The next parcel was a much larger one. It consisted of snuff- 
boxes. There were dozens of snuff-boxes : one or two of gold : oca 
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or two silver-gilt: some silver. In the lids of some were pic 
ture3, some most beautifully and delicately executed; some of 
subjects which Armoreldid not understand— and why, she thought, 
should painters draw people without proper clothes ? Venus and 
the Graces and the Nymphs, in whom our eighteenth-century 
ancestors took such huge delight, were to this young person merely 
people. _ The snuff-boxes were very well in their way, but Armorel 
had no inclination to look at them again. 

Then she found in a handkerchief, the four corners of which 
were loosely tied together, a great quantity of rings. There were 
rings of every kind — the official ring or the ring of office, the signet- 
ring, the ring with the shield, the ring with the name of a ship, 
the ring with the name of a regiment, mourning-rings, wedding- 
rings, betrothal-rings, rings with posies, cramp-rings with the names 
of the Magi on them — but their power was gone — gimmal-rings, 
rings episcopal, rings barbaric, mediaeval, and modern, rings set 
with every kind of precious stone — there were hundreds of rings. 
All drowned sailors used to have rings on their fingers. 

Armorel began to get tired of all these treasures. Beneath 
them, however, at the bottom of the box, lay piled together a mass 
of curios. They were stowed away for the most part in small 
boxes, of foreign make and appearance : ivory boxes : carved wood 
boxes. They consisted of all kinds of things, such as gold and 
silver buckles, brooches, painted fans, jewel-hilted daggers, crystal 
tubes of attar of roses, and knives of curious construction. The 
girl sighed: she would look over them at another time. They 
would, perhaps, add something to the inheritance, but for the 
moment she was satisfied. She had seen enough. She was putting 
back a dagger whose jewelled handle flashed in the unaccustomed 
light, when she saw, lying half hidden among this pile of curious 
things, the corner of a chagreen case. This attracted her curiosity, 
and she took it out. The chagreen had been green in colour, but 
was now very much discoloured. It had been fastened by a silver 
clasp, but this was broken : a small leather strap was attached to 
two corners. Armorel expected to find another bag of money. 
But this did not contain gold. It was lighter than the canvas bags. 
As she took it into her hands she remembered the bag of Robert 
Fletcher. Yes. The leathern strap of this case had been cut 
through. She held in her hands — she was certain — the abominable 
Thing that had brought so much trouble on the family. Again the 
room felt ghostly : she heard voices whispering : the voices of all 
those who had been drowned : the voices of the women who had 
mourned for them : the voice of the old lady who was herself a 
witness of the crime. They all whispered together in her ears : 
'Armorel, you must find him. You must give it back to him.' 

What was in it 1 The clasp acted no longer. Armorel lifted 
the overlapping leather and looked within. There wa3 a thick roll 
oi silk. She took this out. Wrapped up in the silk, laid in folds, 
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side by side, were a quantity of stones — common-looking stones, 
such as one may pick up, she thought, on the beach of Porth Bay. 
There were a couple of hundred or more, mostly small stones, only 
one or two of them bigger than the top of Armorel's little finger. 

' Only stones ! ' she cried. ' All this trouble about a bag full 
of red stones ! ' 

Among the stones lay a small folded paper. Armorel opened 
it. The paper was discoloured by age or by water, and most of 
the writing was effaced. But she could read some of it. 

from the King of Burmah himself. This ruby I estimate 
to be worth OOOf. at the very least. The other . Mines. 

The second largest stone weighs about 2,000?. The smaller 

. ri Fletcher.' 

It was a note on the contents of the parcel, written by the 
owner. 

The stones, therefore, were rubies, uncut rubies. Armorel 
knew little about precious stones and jewels, but she had heard 
and read of them. The price of a virtuous woman, she knew, was 
far above rubies. And Solomon's fairest among women was made 
comely with rows of jewels. Queen Sheba, moreover, brought 
precious stones among her presents to the Wise King. The girl 
wondered why such common-looking objects as these should be 
precious. But she was humbly ignorant, and put that wonder by. 

This, then, was nothing less than Robert Fletcher's fortune. 
He had this round his neck, and he was bringing it home to enjoy. 
And it was taken from him by her ancestor. A wicked thing 
indeed ! A foul and wicked thing ! And the poor man had been 
sent empty away to begin his life all over again. She shivered as 
she looked at them. All for the sake of these dull, red bits of 
stone ! How can man so easily fall into temptation 1 In the 
empty room, so quiet, so ghostly, she heard again the whispers, 
4 Armorel, find him — find the man — and give him back his jewels.' 

She replied aloud, not daring to look round her lest she should 
see the pale and eager faces of those who had suffered death by 
drowning in consequence of this sin, ' Yes — yes, I will find him ! 
I will find him ! ' 

She pushed the chagreen case back into its corner and covered 
it up. ' I will find him,' she repeated. Then she rose to her feet 
and looked about the room. Heavens! What a sight ! The bags 
of gold, two of them open, their contents lying piled upon the 
table — the chains of gold on the floor — the handful of old gold 
coins lying on the table beside the Black Jack, the snuff-boxes, 
the miniatures, the punch-bowls, the rings, the silver cups — the 
low room, dark and quiet, filled with ghosts and voices, the recent 
occupant wagging her shoulders and shaking the back of her bonnet 
at her from the opposite wall, and, through the open window, the 
sight of the sunlight on the apple-blossoms mocking the gold and 
silver in this gloomy cave. She comprehended, as yet, little of the 
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extent of her good fortune. Lace and silk, rings and miniature*, 
snufl-boxes : all these things had no value to her— of buying and 
selling she had no kind of experience. All she understood was 
that she was the possessor of a vast quantity of things for which 
she could find no possible use— one jewelled dagger, for instance 
might be used for a dinner-knife, or for a paper-knife ; but what 
could she do with a dozen ? In addition to this museum of pretty 
and useless things she had forty bags with five hundred guineas, 
or pounds, in each— twenty-one thousand pounds, say, in cash.' 
This museum was perfectly unique : no family in Great Britain 
had such a collection. It had been growing for more than three 
hundred years : it was begun in the time of the Tudor Kings, at 
least, perhaps even earlier. Wrecks there were, and Roseveans, 
on Samson, before the seventh Henry. I doubt if any other family, 
even the oldest and the noblest, has been collecting so long. Cer- 
tainly no other family, even in this archipelago of wrecks, can have 
had such opportunities of collecting with such difficulties in dis- 
sipating. For more than three hundred years ! And Armorel was 
sole heiress ! 

She understood that she had inherited something more than 
twenty thousand pounds — how much more, she knew not. Now, 
unless one knows something of the capacities of one single pound, 
one cannot arrive at the possibilities of twenty thousand pounds. 
Armorel knew as much as this. Tea at Hugh Town costs two 
shillings a pound — perhaps two-and-four — sugar threepence a 
pound : nun's cloth so much a yard — serge and flannel so much : 
coals, so much a ton : wood for fuel, so much. This was nearly the 
extent of her knowledge : and it must be confessed that it goes very 
little way towards a right comprehension of twenty thousand pounds. 

Once, again, she had heard Justinian talking of the flower-farm. 
* It has made,' he said, 'four hundred pounds this year, clear.' 
To which Dorcas replied, ' And the housekeeping doesn't come to 
half that, nor near it.' Whence, by the new light of this Great 
Surprise, she concluded, first, that the other two hundred, thus 
made, must have been added to those money-bags, and, next, that 
two hundred pounds a year would be a liberal allowance for her 
whole yearly expenditure. Then she made a little calculation. 
Two hundred pounds a year — two hundred into twenty thousand — 
twenty thousand — two and four noughts — she put five bags in a row 
for the number — subtract two — she did so — there remained three — 
divide by two — she did so — one hundred years was the result of 
that sum. Her twenty thousand pounds would therefore last her 
exactly one hundred years. At the expiration of the century all 
would be gone. For the first time in her life Armorel compre- 
hended the fleeting nature of riches. And, naturally, the dis- 
covery, though she shivered at the thought of losing all, made her 
feel a little proud. A strange result of wealth, to advance the 
Inheritor one more step in the knowledge of possible misery ! She 
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vraa like unto the curious youth who opens a book of medicino, 
only to learn of new diseases and terrible sufferings and alarming 
symptoms, and to imagine these in his own body of corruption. 
In a hundred years there would be no more. She would then be 
reduced to sell the lace and the other things for what they would 
then be worth. There would still, however, remain the flower- 
farm. She would, after all, be no worse off than before the Great 
Surprise. And then there sprang up in her heart the blossom of 
another thought, to be developed, later on, into a lovely flower. 

She had risen from her knees now, and was standing beside the 
table, vaguely gazing upon her inheritance. It was all before her. 
So the Ancient Lady had stood many and many a time counting the 
money : looking to see if all was safe : content to count it and to 
know that it was there. The old lady was gone, but from the oppo- 
site wall her shoulders and the back of her bonnet were looking on. 

Well : Armorel might go on doing exactly the same. She might 
live as her forefathers had lived : there was the flower-farm to pro- 
vide all their necessities : if it brought in four hundred pounds a 
year, she could add two hundred to the heap — in every two years 
and a half another bag of five hundred sovereigns. All her people 
had done this — why not she ? It seemed expected of her ; a plain 
duty laid upon her shoulders. If she were to live on for eighty 
years longer — which would bring her to her great-great-grand- 
mother's age — she would save eighty times two hundred — sixteen 
thousand pounds. The inheritance would then be worth thirty-sis 
thousand pounds — a prodigious sum of money indeed. And, 
besides, the Black Jack, with its foreign gold, and the rings and 
lace and things ! 

A strange room it was this morning. What voice was it that 
whispered solemnly in her ear, ' Lay not up for yourselves treasures 
upon earth, where moth and rust doth corrupt, and where thieves 
break through and steal ' ? 

Never before had this injunction possessed any other signi- 
ficance to her than belongs to one manifestly addressed to other 
people. The Bible is full of warnings addressed to other people. 
Armorel was like the Royal Duke who used to murmur during the 
weekly utterance of the Commandments, ' Never did that. Never 
did that.' Now, this precept was clearly and from the very first 
intended to meet her own case. Oh ! To live for nothing than to 
add more bags to that tray in the great sea-chest I 

Roland had prophesied that there would be a change. It had 
come already in part, and more was coming. 

What next 1 As yet the girl did not understand that she was 
mistress of her own fate. Hitherto things had been done for her. 
She was now about to act for herself. But how ? If Roland were 
only here ! But he had only written once, and he had never kept 
his promise to write back again to Samson. If he were here he 
could advise. 
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She looked around, and saw the heaps of things that were all 
hers, and she laughed. The girl whom Roland thought to be onlv 
an ignorant and poor little country girl, a flower-farmer's girl of 
bamson Island, living alone with her old grandmother and the 
serving-folk, was ignorant still, no doubt. But she was not poor • 
she was rich— she could have all that can be bought with money- 
she was rich. What would Roland say and think ? And she 
laughed aloud. 

She was rich— the last girl in the world to hope, or expect, or 
desire riches. Thus Fate mocks us, giving to one, who wants it 
not, wealth : and to another, who knows not how to use it, youth : 
and to a third, insensible of its power, beauty. The young lady of 
society, she whom the good old hymns used to call the Worldling- 
fond and pretty title ! there are no Worldlings now— would have 
had no difficulty in knowing how to use this wonderful windfall. 
She, indeed, is always longing, perhaps praying, for money : she is 
always thinking how delightful it would be to be rich, and how there 
is nothing.in the whole world more desirable than much fine gold. 
But to Lady Worldling, poor thing ! such a windfall never happens. 
Again, there are all the distressed gentlewomen, the unappreciated 
artists, the authors whose books won't sell, the lawyers who have 
no clients, the wives whose name is Quiverful, the tradesman who 
'scapes the Bankruptcy Court year after year by the skin of his 
teeth, and the poor dear young man who pines away because he 
cannot join the rabble rout of Comus — why, why does not such a 
windfall ever come to any of these ? It never does : yet they spend 
all their spare time— all the time when they ought to be planning 
and devising ways and means of advancement — in dreaming of the 
golden days they would enjoy, if only such a windfall fell to them. 
One such man I knew : he dreamed of wealth all his life : he tried 
to become rich by taking every year a share in a foreign lottery. 
Of course, he never won a prize. While he was yet young and 
even far down the shady or outer slope of middle age he continually 
built castles in the air, fashioning pleasant ways for himself when 
he should get that prize. When he grew old, he dreamed of the 
will he would make and of the envy with which other old men, when 
ne was gone, should regard the memory of one who had cut up so 
well. So he died poor ; but I think he had always, through his 
dreaming, been as happy as if he had been rich. 

Armorel told herself, standing in the midst of this great treasure, 
that she was rich. Roland had once told her, she remembered, 
that an artist ought to have money in order to be free : only in 
freedom, he said, could a man make the best of himself. What 
was good for an artist might be good for her. At the same time — 
it is not for nothing that a girl reads and ponders over the Gospels 
T a T 6 Were terrible w ords of warning— there were instances. She 
shuddered, overwhelmed with the prospects of new dangers. 
She knew everything : the room had yielded all its secrets 
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there were no more cupboards, boxes, or drawers. The sight of 
the treasures already began to pall upon her. She applied herself 
to putting everything back. First the chagreen case. This she 
laid carefully in its corner among the daggers and pistols, remem- 
bering that she had promised to find the owner. How should she 
do that if she remained on Samson ? Then she put back the snuff- 
boxes, the miniatures, and the watches in their silk handkerchiefs : 
then the box of rings and the silver spoons and dishes. Then she 
put the tray in its place and laid the bags in the tray, and locked 
the old sea-chest. This done, she bore back to the shelves in the 
cupboard the punch-bowls, candlesticks, tankards, and the big silver 
ship : she locked and double-locked the cupboard-door : she crammed 
the lace into the drawers, and put back the box of trinkets. 

Then she dropped the keys in her pocket. Oh ! what a lump 
to carry about all day long ! But the weight of the keys in her 
pocket was nothing to the weight that was laid upon her shoulders 
by her great possessions. This, however, she hardly felt at first. 

Everything was her own. 

When the new King comes to the throne he makes a great 
clearance of all the personal belongings of the old King. He gives 
away his cloaks and his uniforms, and all the things belonging to 
the daily life of his predecessor. That is always done. Therefore, 
Queen Armorel — Vivat Regina !— at this point gathered together 
all her predecessor's belongings. She turned them out of the 
drawers and laid them on the floor — with the great bonnet and 
the wonderful cap of ribbons. And then she opened the door. She 
would give these things to Dorcas. Her great-great-grandmother 
should have no more authority there. Even her clothes must go. 
If her ghost should remain, it should be without the bonnet and 
the cap. 

She called Dorcas, who came, curious to know how her young 
mistress took the Great Surprise. Armorel had taken it, apparently, 
as a matter of course. So the new King stands upon the highest 
step of the Throne, calm and collected, as if he had been prepared 
for this event, and was expecting it day after day. 

' You know all now, dearie ? ' she whispered, shutting the door 
carefully. ' Did you find everything ? ' 

' Yes — I believe I found everything.' 

* The silver in the cupboard : the lace : the bags of gold ? ' 
' I think I have found everything, Dorcas.' 

* Then you are rich, my dear. No Rosevean before you waa 
ever half so rich. For none of it has been spent. They've all 
gone on saving and adding— almost to tho last she saved and added. 
Oh ! the last thing she lost was the love of saving, and the jealousy 
of her keys she never lost. Oh ! you are very rich — you are the 
richest girl in tho whole of Scilly — not even in St. Mary's is there 
anyone who can compare with you. Even the Lord Proprietor 
himself — I hardly know.' 
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' Yes. I believe I must be very rich,' said Armorel. * Dorcas. 
you kept her secret. Keep mine as well. Let no one know.' 

'No one shall know, dearie— no one. But lock the door. Keep 
the door locked always.' 

' I will. Now, Dorcas, here are all her dresses and things. You 
must take them all away and keep them. They are for you.' 

' Very well, dearie. Though how I'm to wear black silk 

Oh ! Child,' she cried, out of the religious terrors of her soul— 'it 
is written that it is harder for a rich man to enter into heaven 
than for a camel to pass through the eye of a needle. My dear, 
if these great riches are to drag your soul down into hell, it would 
be better if they were all thrown into the sea, the silver punch- 
bowls and the bags of gold and all. But there's one comfort. It 
doesn't say, impossible. It only says, harder. So that now and 
then, perhaps, a rich man may wriggle in — just one — and oh ! I 
wish, seeing the number of rich people there are in the world, 
that there'd been shown one camel — only a single camel — going 
through the needle's eye. Think what a miracle ! 'T would have 
brought conviction to all who saw it, and consolation ever after- 
wards to all who considered it — oh ! the many thousands of afflicted 
souls who are born rich ! You are not the only one, child, who is 
rich through no fault of her own. Often have I told Justinian, 
thinking of her, and he not knowing or suspecting, but believing I 
was talking silly, that, considering the warnings and woes pro- 
nounced against the rich, we cannot be too thankful. But don't 
despair, my dear — it is nowhere said to be impossible. And there's 
the rich young man, to be sure, who was told to sell all that ho 
had and to give to the poor. He went away sorrowful. You can't 
do that, Armorel, because there are no poor on Samson. And it's 
said, " Woe unto you that are rich, for you have had your consola- 
tion ! " Well, but if your money never is your consolation — and 
I'm sure I don't know what it is going to console you for — that 
doesn't apply to you, does it ? There's the story of the Rich Man, 
again ; and there's texts upon texts, when you come to think of 
them. You will remember them, child, and they will be your 
warnings. Besides, you are not going to waste and riot like a 
Prodigal Son, and where your earthly treasure is there you will 
not set your heart. You will go on like all the Roseveans before 
you : and though the treasure is kept locked up, you will add to it 
every year out of your savings, just as they did.' 

' There is another parable, Dorcas. I think I ought to remem- 
ber that as well. It is that of the Talents. If the man who was 
rich with Five Talents had locked them up, he would not have 
been called a good and faithful servant.' 

' Yes, dearie, yes. You will find some Scripture to comfort and 
assure your soul, no doubt. There's a good deal in Scripture. 
Something for all sorts, as they say. Though, after all, riches is a 
dangerous thing. Child ! if they know it over at St. Mary's, not a 
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young man in the place but would be sailing over to Samson to try 
hU luck. Our secret, child, all to ourselves.' 

' Yes ; our secret, Dorcas. And now take away all these things, 
everything that belonged to her : there are her shoes — take them 
too. I want the room to be all my own. So.' 

"When all the things were gone, Armorel closed and locked the 
door. Then she ran out of the house gasping, for she choked. 
Everything was turned into gold. She gasped and choked and ran 
out over the hill and down the steps and across the narrow plain, 
and up the northern hill, hoping to drive some of the ghosts from 
her brain, and to shake off some of the bewildering caused by the 
Great Surprise. But a good deal remained, and especially the 
religious terrors suggested by that pious Bryanite Christian and 
Divider of the Word, Dorcas Tryeth. 

When she sat down in the old place upon the earn, the great 
gulf between herself and Bryher island reminded her of that 
great gulf in the parable. How if she should be the Rich Man 
sitting for ever and for ever on the red-hot rock, tormented with 
pain and thirst — and how if on Samson Hill beyond she should 
eee Abraham himself, the patriarch, with Lazarus lying at his feet 
— as yet she had developed no Lazarus — but who knows the future ? 
The Rich Man must have been a thoughtless and selfish person. 
Until now the parable never interested her at all : why should it 1 
She had no money. 

The other passages, those which Dorcas had kindly quoted in 
this her first hour of wealth, came crowding into her mind, and 
told her they were come to stay. All these texts she had previously 
classed with the denunciations of sins the very meaning of which she 
knew not. She had no concern with such wickedness. Nor could 
Bhe possibly understand how it was that people, when they actually 
knew that they must not do such things, still went on doing 
them. Now, however, having become rich herself, all the warnings 
of the New Testament seemed directed against herself. Already, 
the load of wealth was beginning to weigh upon her young shoulders. 

She changed the current of her thoughts. Even the richest 
girl cannot be always thinking about woes and warnings. Else she 
would do nothing, good or b'.d. She bvgan to think about tha 
outer world. She had been thinking of it constantly ever since 
Roland left her. Now, as she looked across the broad Roadstead, 
and remembered that thirty miles beyond Telegraph Hill rose the 
cliffs where the outer world begins — they can be seen in a cleai 
day — a longing, passionate and ir;esistib)o, seized her. She could 
go away now, whenever she pleased. She could visit the outer 
world and make the acquaintance of the people who live in it. 

She laughed, thinking how Justinian, who had n«ver been 
beyond St. Mary's, pictured, as he was fond of doing, the outer 
world. The Sea of Tiberias was to him the Road : the Jordan im 
like Grin sey Sound: the sto-p pkico down v.hch the swine fell 
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into the sea was like SMpman's Head : the Sermon on the Mount 
took place on just such a spot as the earn of the North Hill on 
Samson, with the sun shining on the Western Islands : the New 
Jerusalem m his mind was a city like Hugh Town, consisting of one 
long street with stone houses, roofed with slate ; each house two 
storeys high, a door in the middle, and one window on each side. 
On the north side of the New Jerusalem was the harbour, with the 
ships, the sea- shore, and the open sea beyond : on the south side 
was a bay with beeches of white sand and black rocks at the 
entrance, exactly like Porth Cressa. And it was a quiet town, 
with seldom any noise of wheels, and always the sound of the sea 
lapping on either hand, north or south. 

Now, there was nothing to keep her : she could go to visit the 
outer world whenever she pleased — if only she knew how. A girl 
of sixteen can hardly go forth into the wide, wide world all alone, 
announcing to the four corners her desire to make the acquaintance 
of everybody and to understand anything. 

And then she began to remember her teacher's last instructions. 
The perfect girl was one who had trained her eye and her hand : 
she could play one instrument well : she understood music : 
Bhe understood art : she was always gracious, sympathetic, and 
encouraging : she knew how to get their best out of men : she 
was always beautifully dressed : she had the sweetest and the most 
beautiful manners. 

And here she blushed crimson, and then turned pale, and felt a 
pang as if a knife had pierced her very heart. For a dreadful 
thought struck her. She thought she understood at last the true 
reason why Roland never came back, though he promised, and 
looked so serious when he promised. 

Why ? why ? Because she was so ill-mannered. Of course 
that was the reason. Why did Roland speak so strongly about the 
perfect girl's gracious and sympathetic manners, unless to make 
her understand, in this kindly and thoughtful way, how much was 
wanting in herself ? Of course, he only looked upon her as a common 
country girl, who knew nothing, and would never learn anything. 
He wanted her to understand that — to feel that she would never 
rise to higher levels. He drew this picture of the perfect girl to 
make and keep her humble. Nay, but now she had this money- 
all this wealth — now — now She sprang to her feet and threw 

out her arms, the gesture that she had learned I know not where. 
' Oh ." she cried, ' it is the gift of the Five Talents ! I am not the 
rich young man. I have not received these riches for my consola- 
tion. They are my Five Talents. I will go away and learn— I 
will learn. I will become the perfect girl. I will train eye and 
hand. I -will grow — grow — grow — to my full height. That will 
be true work in the service of the Giver of those Talents. I shall 
become a good and faithful servant when I have risen to the stature 
that ia possible for me ! ' 
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' I BPH-C'E,' said Pliilippa, ' that we were obliged to ask li3]f.' 
' Well, my dear,' her mother replied, ' Mr. Jagenal is an old 

friend, and when ' Her voice dropped, and she did not finish 

the sentence. It is absurd to finish a sentence which is understood. 
' Perhaps she will not do anything very outrageous.' 
' Well, my dear, Mr. Jagenal distinctly said that her manner 

' Again she left the sentence unfinished. Perhaps it was her 

habit. 

' As she bears our name and comes from our place we can 
hardly deny the cousinship. In a few minutes, however, we shall 
know the worst.' 

Philippa, dressed for dinner, was standing before the fire, tap- 
ping the fender impatiently with her foot, and playing with her 
fan. A handsome girl of three- or-four-and-twenty : handsome, 
not pretty, if you please, nor lovely. By no means. Handsome, 
with a kind of beauty which no painter or sculptor would assign to 
Lady Venus, because it lacked softness ; nor to Diana, because 
that huntress, chaste and fair, was country-bred, and Philippa was 
of the town— urban. The young lady was perfectly well satisfied 
with her own style of beauty. If she exaggerated a little its power, 
that is a common feminine mistake. The exaggeration brings to 
dress a moral responsibility. Philippa was dressed this evening 
in a creamy white silk, which had the effect of softening a face and 
manner somewhat cold and even hard. The young men of the 
period complained that Philippa was stand-offish. Certainly she 
did not commit the mistake, too common among girls, of plunging 
straight off into sympathetic interest with every young man. 
Philippa waited for the young men to interest her, if they could. 
Generally, they could not. And, while many girls listen with 
affected deference to the opinions of the young man, Philippa made 
the young man receive hers with deference. These plain factn 
show, perhaps, why Philippa, at twenty-four, was still free and 
unengaged. 

In appearance she was tall — all young ladies who respect them', 
selves are tall in these days : her features were clearly cut, if a 
little pronounced : har hazel eyea were intellectually bright, though 
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cold : her lair, the least-marked feature, was of a common brown 
colour, but she treated it so as to produce a distinctive effect • her 
mouth was fine, though her lips were rather thin : her figure wa« 
correct, though Venus herself would have preferred more of it 
and, perhaps, that more flexible. But it is the commonplace girl! 
we know, who runs to plumpness. 

She was dressed with greater care than usual that evening 
because people were coming, but not to dinner. The only guests 
at dinner were to be one Mr. Jagenal, the well known family soli- 
citor, of Lincoln's Inn, and a certain far-off cousin, named Armorel 
Rosevean, from the Scilly Isles, and her companion and chaperon, 
one Mrs. Jerome Elstree — unknown. 

' My dear,' her mother began, ' you are too desponding. Mr. 

Jagenal assured your father ' She dropped her voice again. 

' Oh ! He is an old bachelor. What does he know ? Our 
cousin comes from Scilly. So did we. It does very well to talk 
of coming from Scilly, as if it was something grand, but I have been 
looking into a book about it. Old families of Scilly, we say. Why, 
they have 'never been anything but farmers and smugglers. And 
our cousin, I hear, is actually a small tenant-farmer — a flower- 
farmer— a kind of market-gardener ! She grows daffodils and 
jonquils and anemones and snowdrops, and sells them. Very likely 
the daffodils on our table have come from her farm. Perhaps she 
will tell us about the price they fetch a dozen. And she will inform 
us at dinner how she counts the stalks and makes out the 
bills.' 

' Absurd ! She is an heiress. Mr. Jagenal says ' 

' An heiress ? How can she be an heiress 1 ' Philippa repeated, 
with scorn. ' She inherits the lease of a little flower-farm. The 
people of Scilly are all quite, quite poor. My book says so. Some 
years ago the Scilly folk were nearly starving.' 

' Your book must be wrong, Philippa. Mr. Jagenal says that 
the girl has a respectable fortune. When a man of his experience 

says that, he means ' Here her voice dropped again. 

' Well ; the island heiress will go back, I dare say, to her 
inheritance.' 

At this point Mr. Jagenal himself was announced — elderly, 
precise, exact in appearance and in language. 

' You have not yet seen your cousin 1 ' he asked. 
' No. She will be here immediately, I suppose.' 
' Your cousin came to our house five years ago. My late partner 
received her. She brought a letter from a clergyman then at the 
Scilly Islands. She was sixteen, quite ignorant of the world, 
and a really interesting girl. She had inherited a very handsome 
fortune. My late partner found her tutors and guardians, and slia 
has been travelling and learning. Now she has come to London 
A ga "r She chooses to be her own mistress, and has taken a flai. 
And I have found a companion for hur — wid<*— •->{ an artist- out 
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young friend Alec Feilding knew about her — name of l^Lttco. I 
think she will do very well.' 

' Alec knew her ? He has never told me of any lady of that 
name.' Philippa looked a little astonished. 

Then the girl of whom they were talking, with the companion in 
question, appeared. 

You know how one forms in the mind a whole image, or group 
of images, preparatory; and how these shadows are all dispelled 
by the appearance of the reality. At the very first sight of Armorel, 
Philippa's prejudices and expectations — the vision of the dowdy 
rustic, the half-bred island savage, the uncouth country maiden- 
all vanished into thin air. New prejudices might arise — it is a 
mistake to suppose that because old prejudices have been cleared 
away there can be no more — but, in this case, the old ones 
vanished. For while Armorel walked across the room, and while 
Mrs. Rosevean stepped forward to welcome her, Philippa made 
the discovery that her cousin knew how to carry herself, how to 
walk, and how to dress. Girls who have learned these three 
essentials have generally learned how to talk as well. And a young 
lady of London understands at the first glance whether a strange 
young person, her sister in the bonds of humanity, is also a lady. 
As for the dress, it showed genius either on the part of Armorel 
herself or of her advisers. There was genius in the devising and 
invention of it. But genius of this kind one can buy. There 
was the genius of audacity in the wearing of it, because it was a 
dress of the kind more generally worn by ladies of forty than of 
twenty-one. And it required a fine face and a good figure to carry 
it off. Ladies will quite understand when I explain that Armorel 
wore a train and bodice of green brocaded velvet : the sleeves and 
the petticoat trimmed with lace. You may see a good deal of lace 
■ — of a sort — on many dresses ; but Philippa recognised with 
astonishment that this was old lace, the finest lace in the world, 
of greater breadth than it is now made — lace that was priceless — 
lace that only a rich girl could wear. There were also pearls on 
the sleeves : she wore mousquetaire gloves —which proved many 
things : there were bracelets on her wrists, and round her neck 
she had a circlet of plain red gold — it was the torque found in the 
kistvaen on Samson, but this Philippa did not know. And she 
observed, taking in all these details in one comprehensive and 
catholic glance of mind and eye, that her cousin was a very beau- 
tiful girl indeed, with something Castilian in her face and appear- 
ance — dark and splendid. B'or a simple dinner she would have 
been overdressed ; but considering the reception to come after- 
wards, she was fittingly arrayed. She was accompanied by her 
companion — Philippa might have remembered that one must be 
Rn heiress in order to afford the luxury of such a household official. 
Mrs. Jerome Elstree was almost young enough to want a chaperon 
for herself, being certainly a good deal under thirty. She was $ 
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graceful woman of fair complexion and blue eyes : if Armorel had 
desired a contrast to herself she could not have chosen better. 
bhe wore a dress m the style which is called, I believe, second 
mourning. The dress suggested widowhood, but no longer in the 
nrst passionate agony— widowhood subdued and resigned. 

The hostess rose from her chair and advanced a step to meet 
her guests. She touched the fingers of Mrs. Elstree. 'Very 
pleased, indeed,' she murmured, and turned to Armorel. ' My 
dear cousin '—she seized both her hands, and looked as well as 
spoke most motherly. ' My dear child, this is, indeed, a pleasure ! 
And to think that we have known nothing about your very exist- 
ence all the time ! This is my daughter— my only daughter, 
Philippa.' Then she subsided into her chair, leaving Philippa to 
do the rest. ' We are cousins,' said Philippa, kindly but with 
cold and curious eyes. 'I hope we shall be friends.' Then she 
turned to the companion. ' Oh ! ' she cried, with a start of sur- 
prise. ' It is Zoe ! ' 

'Yes,' said Mrs. Elstree, a quick smile on her lips. 'For- 
merly it was Zoe. How do you do, Philippa ? ' Her voice was 
naturally soft and sweet, a caressing voice, a voice of velvet. She 
glanced at Philippa as she spoke, and her eyes flashed with a light 
which hardly corresponded with the voice. 'I was wondering, as 
we came here, whether you would remember me. It is so long 
since we were at school together. How long, dear ? Seven years I 
Eight years 1 You remember that summer at the seaside — where 
was it ? One changes a good deal in seven years. Yet I thought, 
somehow, that you would remember me. You are looking very 
well, Philippa — still.' 

A doubtful compliment, but conveyed in the softest manner, 
which should have removed any possible doubt. Armorel looked 
on with some astonishment. On Philippa's face there had risen 
a flaming spot. Something was going on below the surface. But 
Philippa laughed. 

' Of course, I remember you very well,' she said. 
' But, dear Philippa,' Mrs. Elstree went on, softly smiling and 
gently speaking, ' I am no longer Zoe. I am Mrs. Jerome Elstree 
— I am La Veuve Elstree. I am Armorel's companion.' 

'I am sorry,' Philippa replied coldly. Her eyes belied her 
words. She was not sorry. She did not care whether good or evil 
hnd happened to this woman. She was too good a Christian to 
desire the latter, and not good enough to wish the former. What 
she had really hoped — whenever she thought of Zoe — was that she 
might never, never meet her again. And here she was, a guest in 
her own home, and companion to her own cousin ! 

Then Mr. Rosevean appeared, and welcomed the new cousin 
cordially. He seemed a cheerful, good-tempered kind of man, was 
sixty years of age, bald on the forehead, and of aspect like the con- 
ventional Colonel of Punch— in fact, he had been in the Army, 
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and served through the Crimean war, which waa quite enough for 
honour. He passed his time laboriously considering his invest- 
ments — for he had great possessions — and making small collections 
which never came to anything. He also wrote letters to the papers, 
but these seldom appeared. 

Then they went in to dinner. The conversation naturally turned 
at first upon Scilly, their common startiag-point, and the illustrious 
family of the Roseveans. 

' As soon as I heard about you, my dear young lady, I set to 
work to discover our exact relationship. My grandfather, Sir 
Jacob — you have heard of Sir Jacob Rosevean, Knight of Hanover? 
Yes ; naturally — he was born in the year 1760. He was the younger 
brother of Captain Emanuel Rosevean, your great-grandfather, I 
believe.' 

' My grandfathers were all named either Emanuul or Methusa- 
lem. They took turns.' 

' Quite so,' Mr. Rosevean nodded his head in approbation. 
' The preservation of the same Christian names gives dignity to 
the family. Anthony goes with Ashley : Emanuel or Methusalem 
with Rosevean. The survival of the Scripture name shows how 
tho Puritanic spirit lingers yet in the good old stocks.' Philippa 
glanced at her mother, mindful of her own remarks on the old 
families of Scilly. ' We come of a very fine old family, cousin 
.Armorel. I hope you have been brought up in becoming pride of 
birth. It is a possession which tho world cannot give and tho 
world cannot take away. We are a race of Vikings — conquering 
Vikings. The last of them was, perhaps, my grandfather, Sir 
Jacob, unless any of the later Roseveans ' 

' I am afraid they can hardly be called Vikings,' said Armorel, 
simply. 

' Sir Jacob — my grandfather — was cast, my dear young friend, 
in the heroic mould — tho heroic mould. Nothing short of that. 
For the services which he rendered to the State at the moment 
of Britannia's greatest peril, he should have been raised to tho 
House of Lords. But it was a time of giants — and he had to bo 
contented with the simple recognition of a knighthood.' 

' Jacob Rosevean '—who was it had told Armorel this — long 
before ? And why did she now remember the words so clearly, 
' ran away and went to sea. He could read and write. ;uul cipher 
a little, and so they made him clerk to the purser. Then he rose 
to be purser himself, and when he had made some money he left 
tho service and became Contractor to the Fleet, and supplied r.torea 
of all kinds during the long war, and at last he became so rich that 
they were obliged to make him a Knight.' 

' The simple recognition of a Knighthood,' Mr. Rosevean went) 
on. ' This it is to live in an age of heroes.' 

Armorel waited for further details. Later on, perhaps, some of 
the heroic achievements of the great Sir Jacob would be related. 
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Meantime, every hero must make a beginning : why should not Jacob 
Rosevean begin as purser's clerk 1 It was pleasing to the girl to 
observe how large and generous a view her cousins took of the 
family greatness — never before had she known to what an illustrious 
stock she belonged. The smuggling, the wrecking, the piloting, 
the farming — these were all forgotten. A whole race of heroic 
ancestors had taken the place of the plain Roseveans whom Armorel 
knew. Well : if by the third generation of wealth and position 
one cannot evolve so simple a thing as an ancient family, what is 
the use of history, genealogy, heraldry, and imagination? The 
Roseveans were Vikings : they were the terror of the French coast: 
they went a-crusading with short-legged Robert : they were rovers 
of the Spanish Main : the great King of Spain trembled when he 
heard their name : they were buccaneers. Portraits of some of these 
ancestors hung on the wall : Sir Jacob himself, of course, was there; 
and Sir Jacob's great-grandfather, a Cavalier ; and his grandfather, 
an Elizabethan worthy. Presumably, these portraits came from 
Samson Island. But Armorel had never heard of any family por- 
traits, and she had grown up in shameful ignorance of these heroes. 
There was a coat-of-arms, too, with which she was not acquainted. 
Yet there were circumstances connected with the grant of that shield 
by the Sovereign— King Edward the First — which were highly 
creditable to the family. Armorel listened and marvelled. But 
her host evidently believed it all : and, indeed, it was his father, 
not himself, who had imagined these historic splendours. 

'It is pleasing,' he said, 'to revive these memories between 
members of different branches. You, however, are fresh from the 
ancestral scenes. You are the heiress of the ancient island home : 
yours is the Hall of the Vikings : to you have been entrusted th?. 
relics of the past. I look upon you and seem to see again the 
Rovers putting forth to drag down the Spanish pride. There are 
noble memories, Armorel— I must call you Armorel— associated 
with that isle of Samson, our ancient family domain. Let us never 
forget them.' 

The dinner came to an end at last, and the ladies *ent away. 

Mrs. Elstree sat down in the most comfortable chair by the fire 
and was silent, leaning her face upon her hands and looking into 
the firelight. Mrs. Rosevean took a chair on the other side and 
fell asleep. Philippa and Armorel talked. 

' I cannot understand,' said Philippa, bluntly, ' how such a girl 
as you could have come from Scilly. I have been reading a book 
about the place, and it says that the people are all poor, and that 
Samson, your island — our island — is quite a small place.' 

*I will tell you if you like,' said Armorel, 'as much about 
myself as you please to hear.' The chief advantage of an auto- 
biography — as you shall see, dear reader, if you will oblige me by 
reading mine, when it comes out — is the right of preserving silence 
upon certain points. Armorel, for example, said nothing at all 
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about Roland Lee. Nor did she tell of the chagreeu case with the 
rubies. But she did tell how she found the treasure of the sea- 
chest, and the cupboard, and how she took everything, except the 
punch-bowls and the silver ship and cups, to London, and how she 
gave them over to the lawyer to whom she had a letter. And she 
told how she was resolved to repair the deficiencies of her up-bring- 
ing, and how, for five long years, she had worked day and night. 

' I think you are a very brave girl,' said Philippa. 'Most girls 
in your place would have been contented to sit down and enjoy 
their good fortune." 

' I was so very ignorant when I began. And — and one or two 
things had happened which made me ashamed of my ignorance.' 

' Yet it was brave of you to work so hard.' 

' At first,' said Armorel, ' when this good fortune came to me I 
was afraid, thinking of the Parable of the Rich Man.' Philippa 
started and looked astonished. In the circle of Dives this Parable 
is never mentioned. No one regardeth that Parable, which is 
generally believed to be a late interpolation. ' But when I came 
to think, I understood that it might be the gift of the Five Talents 
— a sacred trust.' 

Philippa's eyes showed no comprehension of this language. 
Armorel, indeed, had learned long since that the Bryanite or Early 
Christian language is no longer used in society. But Philippa was 
her cousin. Perhaps, in the family, it would still pass current. 

' I worked most at music. Shall I play to you < ' 

4 Nothing, dear Philippa,' said Zoe, half -turning round, ' would 
please you so much as to hear Armorel play. You used to play a 
little yourself ' — Philippa had been the pride and glory of the school 
for her playing — 4 A Utile ! ' Had she lost her memory 1 

' Will you play this evening i ' 

'I brought her violin in the carriage,' said Zoe, softly. 4 I 
wanted to give you as many delightful surprises as possible, 
Philippa. To find your cousin so beautiful : to hear her play : 
and to receive me again! This will be, indeed, an evening to 
remember.' 

' 1 will play if you like,' said Armorel, simply. * But perhaps 
you have made other arrangements.' 

' No — no — you can play l But of course, you have had go: >d 
masters. You shall play instead of me.' 

Zoe murmured her satisfaction, and turned again her lace to 
the fire. 

' Tell me, Armorel,' said Philippa, 4 all this about the Vininj-s 
— the Hall of the Vikings — the Rovers — and the rest of it. Was 
it familiar to you ? ' 

' No ; I have never heard of any Vikings or Rovers. And there 
Is no Hall.' 

' We are, I suppose, really an old family of Scilly ? ' 

' We ha 1 , e lived in the same place for I know not how many 
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?£?•«. °™ ° f ^ ° u % in g ^ks of Scilly is called Rosevean. 
j there is no doubt about our antiquity. About the Crusader* 
Kid all the rest of it, I know nothing. Perhaps because there was 
nobody to tell me. 

'I see,' said Philippa, thoughtfully. 'Well, it does no harm 
to believe these things. Perhaps some of them are true. Sii 
Jacob, certainly, cannot be denied ; nor the Roseveans of Samson 
Island. My dear, I am very glad you came.' 



CHAPTER H 

THE SONATA 

Tub room was full of people. It was the average sort of reception, 
where one always expects to meet men and women who have done 
something : men who write, paint, or compose ; women who do the 
same, but not so well ; women who play and sing ; women who are 
aesthetic, and show their appreciation of art by wearing hideous 
dresses ; women who recite : men and women who advocate all 
kinds of things — mostly cranks and cracks. There are, besides, tho 
people who know the people who do things : and these, who are a 
talkative and appreciative folk, carry on the conversation. Thirdly, 
there are the people who do nothing, and know nobody, who go 
away and talk casually of having met this or that great man last 
night. 

' Armorel,' said Philippa, 'let me introduce Dr. Bovey-Tracy. 
Perhaps you already know his works.' 

' Unfortunately — not yet,' Armorel replied. 

The Doctor was quite a young man, not more than two- or three- 
and-twenty. His degree was German, and his appearance, with long 
light hair and spectacles, was studiously German. If he could have 
Germanised his name as well as his appearance he would certainly 
have done so. As a pianist, a teacher of music, and a composer, 
the young Doctor is already beginning to be known. When Armorel 
confessed her ignorance, he gently spread his hands and smiled 
pity. 'If you will really play, Armorel, Dr. Bovey-Tracy will 
kindly accompany you.' 

Armorel took her violin out of the case and began to tune it. 

'What will you play V asked the musician : 'something serious? 
So?' 

Armorel turned over a pile of music and selected a piece. It 
was the Sonata by Schumann in D minor for violin and pianoforte. 
' Shall we play this ? ' 

Philippa looked a little surprised. The choice was daring. 
The Herr Doctor smiled graciously : ' This is, indeed, serious,' he 
said. 

I suppose that to begin your musical training with the perform- 
ance of heys and hornpipes and country dances iB not the modern 
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acientific method. But he who learns to fiddle for sailors to dance 
may acquire a mastery over the instrument which the modern 
scientific method teaches much more slowly. Armorel began her 
musical training with a fiddle as obedient to her as the Slave of 
the Lamp to his master. And for five years she had been under 
masters playing every day, until 

The pianist sat down, held his outstretched fingers profession- 
ally over the keys, and struck a chord. Armorel raised her bow, 
and the sonata began. 

I am told that there is now quite a fair percentage of educated 
people who really do understand music, can tell good playing from 
bad, and fine playing from its counterfeit. In the same way, there 
is a percentage — but not nearly so large — of people who know a 
good picture when they see it, and can appreciate correct drawing 
if they camiot understand fine colour. Out of the sixty or seventy 
people who filled this room, there were certainly twenty — but then 
it was an exceptionally good collection — who understood that a 
violinist born and trained was playing to them, in a style not often 
found outside St. James's Hall. And they marvelled while the 
music delivered its message — which is different for every soul. 
They sat or stood in silence, spellbound. Of the remaining fifty, 
thirty understood that a piece of classical music was going on : it 
had no voice or message for them : they did not comprehend one 
single phrase — the sonata might have been a sermon in the Bulgarian 
tongue : but they knew how to behave in the presence of Music, 
and they governed themselves accordingly. The Remnant — twenty 
in number — containing all the young men and most of the girls, 
understood that here was a really beautiful girl playing the fiddle 
for them. The young men murmured their admiration, and the 
girls whispered envious things — not necessarily spiteful, but cer- 
tainly envious. What girl could resist envy at sight of that dress, 
with its lace, and that command of the violin, and — which every 
girl concedes last of all, and grudgingly — that face and figure 1 

Philippa stood beside the piano, rather pale. She knew, now, 
why her old schoolfellow had been so anxious that Armorel should 
play. Kind and thoughtful Zoe ! 

The playing of the first movement surprised her. Here was 
one who had, indeed, mastered her instrument. At the playing of 
the second, which is a scherzo, bright and lively, she acknowledged 
her mistress — not her rival. At the playing of the third, which 
contains a lovely, simple, innocent, and happy tune, her heart 
melted — never, never, could she so pour into her playing the soul 
of that melody : never could she so rise to the spirit of the 
musician and put into the music what even he himself had not 
imagined. But Zoe was wrong. Her soul was not filled with 
envy. Philippa had a larger soul. 

It was finished. The twenty who understood gasped. The 
thirty who listened murmured thanks, and resumed their talk 
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about something eke The twenty who neither listened aoi 
understood went on talking without any comment at all 

You have had excellent masters,' said the Doctor. ' ' You pla* 

rery well indeed—not like an amateur. It is a pity that you 

cannot play in public' ' J 

'You have made good use of your opportunities, 'said Philippa. 

1 have never heard an amateur play better. I play a littla 

myself ; but ' 

' I said you would be pleased,' Zoe murmured softly at hei 
side. I knew you would be pleased when you heard Armorel play ' 
4 You will play yourself, presently 1 ' said the Herr Doctor. 
*No ; not this evening,' Philippa replied. * Impossible— aftei 
Armorel. 

' Not this evening ! ' echoed Zoe, sweetly. 
Then there came walking tall and erect through the crowd, 
which respectfully parted right and left to let him pass, a young 
man of striking and even distinguished appearance. 

4 Philippa,' he said, ' will you introduce me to your cousin ? ' 
' Armorel, this is another cousin of mine — unfortunately not of 
yours — Mr. Alec Feilding.' 

4 1 am very unfortunate, Miss Bosevean. I came too late to 
hear more than the end of the sonata. Normann-Neruda herself 
could not interpret that music better.' Then he saw Zoe, and 
greeted her as an old friend. ' Mrs. Elstree and I,' he said, ' have 
known each other a long time.' 

4 Fifty years, at least,' Zoe murmured. 4 Is it not so long, 
Philippa V 

4 Will you play something else ? ' he asked. * The people are 
dying to hear you again.' 

Armorel looked at Philippa. 4 If you will,' she said kindly. 
4 If you are not tired. Play us, this time, something lighter. 
We cannot all appreciate Schumann.' 

4 Shall I give you a memory of Scilly?' she replied. 4 That 
will be light enough.' 

She played, in fact, that old ditty — one of those which she had 
been wont to play for the Ancient Lady — called 4 Prince Rupert's 
March.' She played this with variations which that gallant 
Cavalier had never heard. It is a fine air, however, and lends 
itself to the phantasy of a musician. Then those whb had under- 
stood the sonata laughed with condescension, as a philosopher 
laughs when he hears a simple story ; and those who had pretended 
to understand pricked up their ears, thinking that this was 
another piece of classical music, and joyfully perceiving that they 
would understand it ; and those who had made no pretence now 
listened with open mouths and ears as upright as those of any 
wild-ass of the desert. Music worth hearing, this. Armorel played 
for five or six minutes. Then she stopped and laid down her violin. 
4 1 '.hink I have plaj'od enough for one evening,' she said. 
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She left the piano and retired into the throng. A girl took her 
dI-ico. The Herr Doctor placed another piece of music before him, 
lifted his hands, held them suspended for a moment, and then 
struck a chord. This girl began to sing. 

Mr. Alec Feilding followed Armorel and led her to a seat at the 
cud of the room. Then he sat down beside her and, as soon as the 
gong was finished, began to talk. 

He began by talking about music, and the Masters in music. 
His talk was authoritative : he laid down opinions : he talked as if 
he was writing a book of instruction : and he talked as if the 
whole wide world was listening to him. But not quite so loudly 
as if that had been really the case. 

He was a man of thirty or so, his features weie perfectly regular, 
but his expression was rather wooden. His eyes were good, but 
rather too close together. His mouth was hidden by a huge mous- 
tache, curled and twisted and pointed forwards. 

Armorel disliked his manner, and for some reason or other dis- 
trusted his face. 

He left off laying down the law on music, and began to talk 
about things personal. 

' I hope you like your new companion,' he said. ' She is an 
old friend of mine. I was in hopes of being able to advance her 
husband in his profession. But he died before I got the chance. 
Mr. Jagenal told me what was wanted, and I was happy in recom- 
mending Zoe — Mrs. Elstree.' 

'Thank you,' said Armorel, coldly. 'I dare say we shall get 
to like each other in time.' 

' If so, I shall rejoice in having been of some service to you as 
well as to her. What is her day at home ? ' 

4 1 believe we are to be at home on Wednesdays.' 

' As for me,' he said lightly, ' I am always at home in my 
Btudio. I am a triple slave— Miss Rosevean — as you may have 
heard. I am a slave of the brush, the pen, and the wastepaper- 
basket. If you will come with Mrs. Elstree to my studio I can 
show you one or two things that you might like to see.' 

'Thank you,' she replied, without apparent interest in his 
Btudio. The young man was not accustomed to girls who showed 
no interest in him, and retired, chilled. Presently she heard his 
voice again. This time he was talking with Philippa. They were 
talking low in the doorway beside her, but she could not choose 
but hear. 

' You rocornmonded her — you V said Philippa. 

4 Why not < ' 

' Do you know how — where — she has been living for the last 
•even years I ' 

'Certainly. She married an American. He died a year ago, 
leaving her rather badly off. Is there any reason, Philippa, why I 
ihuuld not recommend her ? If there is I will speak to Mr. Jagenaf. 
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f «i ! N0 ~v. n0 r? 0, There is no reason that I kn <>w of. Somebody 
told me she had gone on the stage. Who was it V 

America?' 011 **"* ^^ No—no: she was married to thia 
' You have never spoken to me about her.' 
' Reason enough, fair cousin. You do not like her.' 
And— you— do,' she replied slowly. 
'I like all pretty women, Philippa. I respect one only.' 
Then other people came and were introduced to Armorel. One 
does not leave in cold neglect a girl who is so beautiful and plays 
bo wonderfully. None of them interested Armorel very much. 
At the beginning, when a girl first goes into society, she expects to 
be interested and excited at a general gathering. This expectation 
disappears, and the current coin of everybody's talk takes the place 
of interest. 

Suddenly she caught a face which she knew. When a girl has 
been travelling about for five years she sees a great many faces. 
This was a face which she remembered perfectly well, yet could not 
at first place it in any scene or assign it to any date. Then she 
recollected. And she walked boldly across the room and stood 
before the owner of that face. 

' You have forgotten me,' she said abruptly. 
' I— I — can I ever have known you V he asked. 
'Will you shake hands, Mr. Stephenson 1 ? You were Dick 
Stephenson five years ago. Have you forgotten Armorel, of Samson 
Island in Scilly?' 

No. He had not forgotten that young lady. But he would 
never have known her thus changed — thus dressed. 
4 Where is your friend Roland Lee ? ' 

Dick Stephenson changed colour. ' I have not seen him for a 
long time. We are no longer — exactly — friends.' 

' Why not ? ' she asked, with severity. ' Have you done any- 
thing bad ? How have you offended him ? ' 

'No, no; certainly not.' He coloured more deeply. 'I have 
done nothing bad at all,' he added with much indignation. 

' Have you deserted him, then ? I thought men never gave up 
their friends. Come to see me, Mr. Stephenson. You shall teil 
me where he is and what he is doing.' 

In the press of the crowd, as they were going away, she heard 
Mr. Jagenal's voice. 

' You are burning the candle at both ends, Alec,' he was Bavin:;. 
' You cannot possibly go on painting, writing, editing your paper, 
riding in the Park, and going out every evening as you do now. 
No man's constitution can stand it, young gentleman. Curb your 
activity. Be wise in time.' 
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CHAPTER in 

TEB CLEVEREST MAN IN LONDON 

Ar.r.c Fktldino — everybody, even those who had never seen liiin, 
calk-d him Alec — stood before the fire in his own den. In his 
hand he held a manuscript, which he was reading with great care, 
making dabs and dashes on it with a thick red pencil. 

Sometimes he called the place hi3 studio, sometimes his study. 
No other man in London, I believe, has so good a right to call his 
workshop by either name. No other man in London, certainly, is 
bo well known both for pen and pencil. To be at once a poet, a 
novelist, an essayist, and a painter, and to do all these things well, 
if not splendidly, is given to few. 

The room was large and lofty, as becomes a studio. A heavy 
curtain hung across the door : the carpet was thick : there was a 
great fireplace, as deep and broad as that of an old hall, the fire 
burning on bricks in the ancient style. Above the fireplace there 
was no modern overmantel, but dark panels of oak, carved in 
flowers and grapes, with a coat of arms — his own : he claimed 
descent from the noble House of Feilding : and in the centre panel 
his own portrait let into the wall without a frame — the work was 
executed by the most illustrious portrait-painter of the day — the 
face full of thought, the eyes charged with feeling, the features 
clear, regular, and classical. A beautiful portrait, with every point 
idealised. Three sides of the room were fitted with bookshelves, 
as becomes a study, and these were filled with books. The fourth 
Bide was partly hung with tapestry and partly adorned with armour 
and weapons. Here were also two small pictures, representing the 
illustrious Alec in childhood— the light of future genius already in 
his eyes — and in early manhood. 

A large library table, littered with books, manuscripts, and 
proofs, belonged to the study. An easel before the north light, 
and another table provided with palettes, brushes, paints, and all 
the tools of the limning trade, belonged to the studio. 

The house, which was in St. John's Wood, stood in an old garden 
».t the end of a cul-de-sac off the main road : it was, therefore, 
(juiet : the house itself was new, built in the style now familiar, 
aud put up for the convenience of those who believe that there is 
nothing in the world to be considered except Art. Therefore there 
was a spacious hall : stairs broad enough for an ancient mansion 
li d to the first Moor and to the great studio. There were also 
three or four small cupboards, called bedrooms, dining-room, and 
anything else you might please. But the studio was the real thing. 
The house was built for the studio. 

The place was charged with an atmosphere of peace. Intellectual 
calm reigned here. Art of all kinds abhors noise. One could 
feel here the silence necessary for intellectual efforts of the highest 
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order. Apart from the books and the easel and this silence, th« 
character of the occupant was betrayed — or perhaps proclaimed — 
by other things. The furniture was massive : the library table of 
the largest kind : the easy chairs by the fire as solid and comfort- 
able as if they had been designed for a club smoking-room : a 
cabinet showed a collection of china behind glass : the appoint- 
ments, down to the inkstand and the paper-knife, were large and 
Eolid : all together spoke not only of the artist but of the successful 
artist : not only of the man who works, but of one who works 
with success and honour : the man arrived. The things also spoke 
of the splendid man, the man who knows that success should be 
followed by the splendid life. Too often the successful man is a 
poor-spirited creature, who continues in the humble middle-class 
style to which he was born ; is satisfied with his suburban villa, 
never wants a better house or one more finely appointed, and has 
no craving for society. What is success worth if one does not livo 
up to it ? Success is not an end : it is the means : it brings the 
power of getting the things that make life — wine — horses— the 
best cook at the best club — sport — the society, every day, of 
beautiful and well-bred women — all these things the man who has 
succeeded can enjoy. Those who have not yet succeeded may 
envy the favourite of Fortune. 

As for his work, this highly successful man owned that he could 
not desert the Muse of Painting any more than her sister of Belles- 
Lettres. Happy would he be with either, were t' other dear 
charmer away ! Happier still was he with both ! And they were 
not jealous. They allowed him— these tender creatures— to love 
them both. He was by nature polygamous, perhaps. 

Therefore those who were invited to see his latest picture — the 
lucky few, because you must not think that his studio was open ou 
Show Sunday for all the world to see— stayed, when they had 
admired that production, to talk of his latest poem or his latest 

story. . . , 

Over the mantelshelf was quite a stack of invitations. And 
really one hardly knows whether Alec Feilding was most to be 
envied for his success as a painter— though he painted little : or 
for his stories— though these were all short— much too short : or 
for his verses— certainly written in the most delightful vein of 
vers de, sociitS : or for his essays, full of observation : or for his 
social success, which was undoubted. And there is no doubt that 
there was not any man in London more envied, or who occupied a 
more enviable position, than Alec Feilding. To be sure, he 
deserved it : because, without any exception, he was the cleverest 
man in town. , . 

He owned and edited a paper of his own— a wenkly journal 
devoted to the higher interests of Art. It was called The Mmr* 
Nine. It was illustrated especially by blocks from art books noticed 
In its columns. In this paper his own things first appeared : hit 
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versus, hu atones, his essays. The columns signed Editor were tho 
loading feature of the paper, for which alone many people bought 
it every week. The contents of these columns were always fresh, 
epigrammatic, and delightful : in the stories a certain feminine 
quality lent piquancy — it seemed sometimes as if a man could not 
have written these stories : the verses always tripped lightly, mer- 
rily, and gracefully along. An Abbe 1 de la Cour in the last century 
might have served up such a weekly dish for the Parisians, had he 
been the cleverest man in Paris. 

Alec Feilding's enemies— every man who is rising or has risen 
ha3 enemies — consoled themselves for a success which could not bo 
denied by sneering at the ephemeral character of his work. It was 
for to-day : to-morrow, they said, it would be flat. This was not 
quite true, but, as it is equally true of nearly every piece of modern 
work, the successful author could afford to disregard this criticism. 
Perhaps there may be, hore and there, a writer who expects more 
than a hunted immortality : I do not know any, but there may be 
some. And these will probably be disappointed. The enemies 
said further that his social success — also undoubted — was due to 
his unbounded cheek. This, too, was partly true, because, if one 
would rise at all, one must possess that useful quality : without it 
one will surely sink. It is not to be denied that this young man 
walked into drawing-rooms as if his presence was a favour : that he 
spoke as one who delivers a judgment : and that he professed a 
profound belief in himself. With such gifts and graces — the gift 
of painting, the gift of verse, the gift of fiction, a handsome presence, 
good manners, and unbounded cheek — Alec Feilding had already 
risen very high indeed for so young a man. His enemies, again, 
said that he was looking out foi an heiress. 

His enemies, as sometimes but not often happens, spoke from 
imperfect knowledge. Every man has his weak points, and should 
be careful to keep them to himself — friends may become enemies — 
and to let no one know them or suspect them. As for the weak 

points of Alec Feilding — had his enemies known them But 

you shall see. 

He sat down at his library- table and began to copy the manu- 
script that he had been reading. It was a laborious task, first 
because copying work is always tedious, and next because he was 
making alterations — changing names and places — and leaving out 
bits. He worked on steadily for about half an hour. 

Then there was a gentle tap at the door, and his servant — who 
looked as solemn and discreet as if he had been Charles the Second's 
confidential clerk of the Back -stairs — came in noiselessly on tiptoe 
and whispered a name. Alec placed the manuscript and his copy 
carefully in a drawer, and nodded his head. 

You have already seen the man who came in. Five years older, 
and a good deal altered— changed, perhaps, for the worse — but then 
the freshness of twenty-one cannot be expected to last. The man 
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who stayed three weeks in Samson, and promised a girl that h« 
would return. The man who broke that promise, and forgot th« 
girl. He never went back to Scilly. Perhaps he had grown hand- 
somer : his Vandyke beard and moustache were by this time thicker 
and longer : he was more picturesque in appearance than of old : 
he still wore a brown velvet coat : he looked still more what he 
was— an artist. But his cheek was thin and pale, dark rings were 
round his eyes, his face was gloomy : he wore the look of waste— 
the waste of energy and of purpose. It is not good to see this look 
in the eyes of a young man. 

' You sent for me,' he said, with no other greeting. 

' I did. Come in. Is the door shut ? I've got some good news 
for you. Heavens ! you look as if you wanted good news badly ! 
What's the matter, man ? More debts and duns ? And I want to 
consult you a little about this picture of yours ' — he pointed to the 
easel. 

' Mine ? No : yours. You have bought me — pictures and 

' Just as you like. What does it matter — here — within these 
walls?' 

' Hush ! Even here you should not whisper it. The birds of 

the air, you know Take great care ' Roland laughed, 

but not mirthfully. 'Mine?' he repeated; 'mine? Suppose I 
were to call together the fellows at the club, and suppose I were to 
tell the story of the last three years ? — eh ? eh ? How a man was 
fooled on until he sold himself and became a slave — eh 1 ' 

' You can't tell that story, Roland, you know.' 

'Some day I will — I must.' 

Alec Feilding threw himself back in his chair, crossed his legs, 
and joined his fingers. It is an attitude of judicial remonstrance. 

' Come, Roland,' he said, smiling blandly. ' Let us have it out. 
It galls sometimes, doesn't it P But remember you can't have 
everything — come, now. If you were to tell the fellows at the 
club, truthfully, the whole story, they would, I dare say, be glad 
to get such a beautiful pile of stones to throw at me. One more 
reputation built on pretence and humbug— eh ? Yes : the little 
edifice which you and I have reared together with so much care 
would be shattered at a single stroke, wouldn't it ? You could do 
that: you can always do that. But at some little cost to yourself 
— some little cost, remember.' 

Roland remarked that the cost or consequences of that little 
exploit might be condemned. 

'Truly. If you will. But not until you realise what they are. 
Now my version of the story is this. There was once — three years 
ago — a fellow who had failed. The Academy wouldn't accept his 
pictures ; no one would buy them. And yet he had some power 
and true feeling. But h® could not succeed : he could not get any- 
body to buy his pictor^, And th«"i bo nun nn oit'ftviurnnt V<«4 
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of man : ho was head over eara in debt : he liked to lead the easy 
life— dinner and billiards at the club — all the rest of it. Then 
there was another man — an old schoolfellow of his — a man who 
wanted, for purposes of his own, a reputation for genius in more 
than one branch of Art. He wanted to seem a master of painting 
as well as poetry and fiction. This man addressed the Failure. 
He said, " Unsuccessful Greatness, I will buy your pictures of you, 
on the simple condition that I may call them mine." The Failure 
hesitated at first. Naturally. He was loth to write himself down 
a Failure. Everybody would be. Then he consented. He 
promised to paint no more in the style in which he had failed 
except for this other man. Then the other man, who knew his 
way about, called his friends together, set up a picture painted by 
the Failure on an easel, bought the tools, laid them out on the 
table — there they are — and launched himself upon the world as an 
artist as well as a poet and author. A Fraud, wasn't he ? Yet it 
paid both men — the Fraud and the Failure. For the Fraud knew 
how to puff the work and to get it puffed and praised and noticed 
everywhere ; he made people talk about it : he had paragraphs 
about it : he got critics to treat his — or the Failure's — pictures 
seriously : in fact, he advertised them as successfully and as 
systematically as if he had been a soap-man. Is this true, so far 1 ' 

'Quite true. Goon — Fraud.' 

' I will— Failure. Then the price of the pictures went up. 
The Fraud was able to sell them at a price continually rising. 
And the Failure received a price in proportion. He shared in the 
proceeds. The Fraud gave him two thirds. Is that true ? Two 
thirds. He ran your price, Failure, from nothing at all to four 
hundred and fifty pounds — your last, and biggest price. And he 
gave you two thirds. All you had to do was to produce the pictures. 
What he did was to persuade the world that they were great and 
valuable pictures. Is that true ? ' 

Roland grunted. 

' Three years ago you were at your wits' end for the next day's 
dinner. You had borrowed of all your friends : you had pawned 
your watch and chain : you were face to face with poverty — no ; 
starvation. Deny that, if you can.' He turned fiercely on Roland. 
' You can't deny it. What are you now ? You have a good in- 
come : you dine every day on the best of everything : you do your- 
self well in every respect. Hang it, Roland, you are an ungrateful 
dog!' 

' You have ruined my life. You have robbed me of my name.' 

' Let us stop heroics. If you are useful to me, I am ten times 
as useful to you. Because, my dear boy, without me you cannct 
live. Without you I can do very well. Indeed, I have only to 
find another starving genius — there are plenty about — in order fc;> 
keep up my reputation as a painter. Go to the club. Call tha 
naen tosrethnf, Tell them if you like, s;nd rrhnl you like. Yom 

K t 
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have no proofs. I can deny it, and I can give you the saolt, and 
I can get that other starving genius to carry on the work.' 

Roland made no reply. 

' Why, my dear fellow — why should we quarrel ? What does it 
matter about a little reputation ? What is the good of your pre- 
cious name to you when you are dead ? Here you are — painting 
better and better every day — your price rising — your position more 
assured — what on earth can any man want more ? As for me, you 
are useful to me. If you were not, I should put an end to the 
arrangement. That is understood. Very well, then. Enough 
said. Now, if you please, we will look at the picture.' 

He got up and walked across the room to the easel. Roland 
followed submissively, with hanging head. He staggered as he 
went : not with strong drink, but with the rage that tore his heart. 

1 It is really a very beautiful thing,' said the cleverest man in 
all London, looking at it critically. ' I think that even you have 
never done anything quite so good.' 

The picture showed a great rock rising precipitous from the 
sea — at its base was a reef or projecting shelf. The shags stood in 
a line on the top of the rock : the seagulls flew around the rock 
and sailed merrily before the breeze : there was a little sea on, but 
not much : a boat with a young man in it lay off the rock, and a 
girl was on the reef standing among the long yellow seaweed : the 
spray flew up the sides of the rock : the sun was sinking. What 
was it but one of Roland's sketches made in the Outer Islands, 
with Armorel for his companion 1 

' It is very good, Roland,' Alec repeated. ' If I am not so good 
a painter myself, I am not envious. I can appreciate and acknow- 
ledge good work.' Under the circumstances, rather an extraordinary 
speech. But Roland's gloomy face softened a little. Even at such 
a moment the artist feels the power of praise. The other, standing 
before the picture, watched the softening of the face. 'Good 
work?' he repeated by way of question. 'Man! it is splendid 
work ! I can feel the breath of the salt breeze : I can see the 
white spray flying over the rock : the girl stands out real and 
living. It is a splendid piece of work, Roland.' 

' I think it is better than the last,' the unlucky painter replied 
huskily. 

' I should rather think it is. I expect to get a great name for 
this picture'— the painter winced— 'and you— you— the painter, 
will get a much more solid thing— you will get a big cheque. I ve 
sold it already. No dealers this time. It has been bought by • 
rich American. Three hundred is the figure I can offer you. And 
here's your cheque.' 

He took it, ready drawn and signed, from his pocket-book. 
Roland Lee received it, but he let -it drop from his fingers : the 
paper fluttered to the floor. He gazed upon the picture in silenoe, 
« Well V What are you thinking of ? ' 
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* I was thinking of the day whan I made the sketch for that 
picture. I remember what the girl said to me.' 

4 What the devil does it matter what the girl said 1 All we care 
about is the picture.' 

'I remember her very words. You who have bought the 
picture can see the girl ; but I, who painted it, can hear her 
voice.' 

' You are not going off into heroics again ? ' 

' No, no. Don't be afraid. I am not going to tell you what 
she said. Only I told her, being pleased with what she told me, 
(hat she was a prophetess. Nobody ought ever to prophesy good 
things about a man, for they never come to pass. Let them 
prophesy disappointment and ruin and shame, and then they 
always come true. My God ! what a prophecy was hers ! And 
what has come of it ? I have sold my genius, which is my soul. I 
have traded it away. It is the sin unforgiven in this world and ic 
the next.' 

' When you give over tragedy and blank verse ' 

' Oh ! I have done.' 

' I should like to ask you a question.' 

'Ask it.' 

' The foreground — the seaweeds lying over the boulders. Does 
the light fall quite naturally 1 I hardly understand — look here. 
If the sunlight ' 

' You to pretend to be a painter ! ' Roland snorted impatiently. 
* You to talk about lights and shadows ! Man alive ! I wonder 
you haven't been found out ages ago ! The light falls this way — 
this way — see !' — he turned the painting about to show how it 
fell. 

' Oh ! I understand. Yes, yes ; I see now.' Alec seemed not 
to resent this language of contempt. 

' Is there anything else you want to know before I go ? Perhaps 
you wish the sea painted black ? ' 

'Cornish coast again, I suppose?' 

' Somewhere that way. What does it matter where you put it? 
Call it a view on Primrose Hill.' 

He stooped and picked up the cheque. He looked at it 
savagely for a moment as if he would like to tear it into a thousand 
fragments. Then he crammed it into his pocket and turned 
to go. 

' My American,' said Alec, ' who rolls in money, is ready to buy 
another. I think I can make an advance of fifty. Shall we say 
three hundred and fifty 1 And shall we expect the painting in 
three months or so 1 Before the summer holidays — say. You will 
become rich, old man. As for this fellow, he is going to the New 
Gallery. Go and gaze upon it, and say to yourself, " This was 
worth, to me, three hundred — three hundred." How many men 
at the club, Poland, can command three hundred for a picture J 
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Thirty is nearer their figure ; and your own, dear boy, would have 
continued to stand at double duck's egg if it had not been for me. 
Trust me for running up your price. Our interests, my dear 
Roland, are identical and indivisible. I think you are the only 
painter in history whose name will remain unknown though his 
works will live as long as the pigments keep their colour. Fortune is 
yours, and fame is mine. You have got the best of the bargain.' 

' Curse you and your bargain ! ' 

'Pleasant words, Roland — his face darkened. 'Pleasant 
words, if you please, or perhaps .... I know, now, what is the 
reason of this outbreak. I heard last night a rumour. You've 
been taking opium again.' 

' It isn't true. If it was, what does that matter to you ? ' 

' This, my friend. The partnership exists only so long as the 
work continues to improve. If bad habits spoil the quality of the 
work I shall dissolve the partnership, and find that other starving 
genius — plenty, plenty, plenty about. Nothing shakes the nerves 
more quickly than opium. Nothing destroys the finer powers of 
head and hand more surely. Don't let me hear any more 
about opium. Don't fall into bad habits if you want to go on 
making an income. And don't let me have to speak of this again. 
Now, there is no more to be said, I think. Well, we part friends. 
Ta-ta, dear boy.' 

Roland flung himself out of the room with an interjection of 
great strength not found in the school grammars. 

Alec Feilding returned to his table. ' Roland's a great fool,' 
he murmured. 'Because there isn't a gallery in London that 
wouldn't jump at his pictures, and he could sell as fast as he could 
paint. A great fool he is. But it would be very difficult for me 
to find another man so good and such a fool. On fools and their 
folly the wise man flourishes.' 

CHAPTER IV 

MA8TEB OF ALL THE ARTS 

This unreasonable person dispatched, and the illustrious artist's 
doubts about his lights and shadows dispelled, Alec Feilding 
resumed his interrupted task. That is to say, he took the manu- 
script out of the drawer and went on laboriously copying it. So 
great a writer, whose time was so precious, might surely give out 
his copying work. Lesser men do this. For half an hour he 
worked on. Then the servant tapped at the door and came In 
again, noiselessly as before, to whisper a name. 

Alec nodded, and once more put back the manuscript in the 
drawer. 

The visitor was a young lady. She was of alight and slender 
figure, dressed quite plainly, and even poorly, in a cloth jacket 
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and a stuff frock. Her gloves were shabby. Her features were 
fine but not beautiful, the eyes bright, and the mouth mobile, but 
the forehead too large for beauty. She carried a black leather roll 
such as those who teach music generally carry about with them. 
She was quite young, certainly not more than two-and-twenty. 
' Effie ? ' He looked round, surprised. 

' May I come in for two minutes 1 I will not stay longer. 
Indeed, I should be so sorry to waste your time.' 

' I am sure you would, Effie.' He gave her his hand, without 
rising. ' Precious time — my time — there is so little of it. There- 
fore, child ' 

' I have brought you,' she said, ' another little poem. I think 
it is the kind of thing you like — in the vers de socieU style. She 
unrolled her leather case and took out a very neatly written paper. 

He read it slowly. Then he nodded his head approvingly and 
read it aloud. 

' How long does it take you to knock off this kind of thing, 
Effie?' 

' It took me the whole of yesterday. This morning I corrected 
it and copied it out. Do you like it 1 ' 

' You are a clever little animal, Effie, and you shall make your 
fortune. Yes ; it is very good, very good indeed : Austin Dobson 
himself is not better. It is very good : light, tripping, graceful— 
in good taste. It is very good indeed. Leave it with me, Effie. 
If I like it as well to-morrow as I do to-day, you may depend upon 
seeing it in the next number.' 

' Oh ! ' she blushed a rosy red with the pleasure of being praised. 
Indeed, it is a pleasure which never palls. The old man who has 
been praised all his life is just as eager for more as the young 
poet who is only just beginning. ' Oh ! you really think it is good ? ' 

4 1 do indeed. The best proof is that I am going to buy it of 
you. It shall go into the editor's column — my own column — in 
the place of honour.' 

' Yes,' she replied, but doubtfully — and she reddened again for 
a different reason. ' Oh, Mr. Feilding,' she said with an effort, ' I 
am so happy when I see my verses in print — in your paper — eveu 
without my name. It makes me so proud that I hardly dare to 
say what I want.' 

' Say it, Effie. Get it off your mind. You will feel better 
afterwards.' 

' Well, then, it cannot be anything to you — so great and high, 
with your beautiful stories and your splendid pictures. What is a 
poor little set of verses to you 1 ' 

' Go on — go on.' His face clouded and his eyes hardened. 

' In the paper it doesn't matter a bit. It is — it is — later — when 
they come out all together in a little volume — with — with ' 

' Go on, I say.' He sat upright, his chair half turned, hia 
hands <n the arms, his face severe and judicial. 
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* With your name on the title-page.' 

' Oh ! that is troubling your mind, is it 1 ' 

.. ' T^Vt th S criticB P raise the P oems and Praise the poet— oh ' la 
ltnght, Mr. Feilding? Is it right?' 

' Upon my word ! » He pushed back his chair and rose, a tall 
man of six feet, frowning angrily—so that the girl trembled and 
tottered. ' Upon my word ! This— from you ! This from the girl 
whom I have literally kept from starvation ! Miss Effie Wilmot, 
perhaps you will tell me what you mean ! Haven't I bought your 
verses ? Haven't I polished and corrected them, and made them 
fit to be seen ? Am I not free to do what I please with my own 1 ' 
' Yes— yes— you buy them. But I— oh !— I write them ! ' 
' Look here, child ; I can have no nonsense. Before I took 
these verses of you, had you any opening or market for them 1 ' 
'No. None at all.' 
_ • Nobody would buy them. They were not even returned by 
editors. They were thrown into the basket. Very well. I buy 
them on the condition that I do what I pit- ase with them. I give 
you three pounds — three pounds— for a poem, if it is good enough 
for me to lick into shape. Then it becomes my own. It is a 
bargain. When you leave off wanting money you will leave off 
bringing me verses. Then I shall look for another girl. There are 
thousands of girls about who can write verses as good as these.' 

The girl remained silent. What her employer said was per- 
fectly true. And yet — and yet — it was not right. 
* What more do you want ? ' he asked brutally. 
' I am the author of these poems,' she said. ' And you are 
not.' 

' Within these walls I allow you to say so — this once. Take 
care never to say so again. Outside these walls, if you say so, I 
will bring an action against you for libel and slander and defama- 
tion of character. Remember that. You had better, however, 
take these verses and go away.' He flung them at her feet. 
' We will put an end to the arrangement.' 

'No, no — I consent.' She humbly stooped and picked them 
up. ' Do what you like with them. I am too poor to refuse. Do 
what you please.' 

4 It is your interest, certainly, to consent. Why, I paid you 
last year a hundred pounds. A hundred pounds ! There's an 
income for a girl of twenty t Well, Effie, I forgive you. But no 
more nonsense. And give over crying.' For now she was sobbing 
nnd crying. 'Look here, Effie' — he laid his hand on hers — 'some 
day, before long, I will put your verses in another column, with 
your name at the end— " Effie Wilmot." Come, will that do 1 ' 
' Oh ! if you would ! If you really would ! ' 
' I really will, child. Don't think I care much about the thing. 
What does it matter to me whether I am counted a writer of societj 
rerstB ? It pleased me that the world should think me capable of 
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these triiies while I am elaborating a really ambitious poeiru One 
more little volume and I shall have done. Besides, alHhis time 
you are improving. When you burst upon the world it will be 
with wings full-fledged and flight- sustained that you will soar to the 
stars. Fair poetess, I will make your fame assured. Be com- 
forted.' 

She looked up, tearful and happy. ' Oh, forgive me ! ' she 
said. ' Yes ; I will do everything— exactly— as you want ! ' 

' The world wants another poetess. You shall be that sweet 
singer. Let me be the first to acknowledge the gift divine.' He 
bowed and raised her hand and kissed the fingers of her shabby 
glove. 

' Now, child,' he said, 'your visit has gained you another three 
pounds — here they are.' 

She took the money, blushing again. The glowing prospect 
wanned her heart. But the three golden sovereigns chilled her 
again. She had parted with her child — her own. It was gone — 
and he would call it his and pretend to be the father. And yet he 
was going to make such splendid amends to her. 

' How is your brother 'I ' 

' He is always the same. He works all day at his play. In the 
afternoon he creeps out for a little on his crutches. In the future, 
Mr. Feilding, we are both going to be happy, he with his dramas 
and I with my poems.' 

' Is his drama nearly ready ? ' 

'Very nearly.' 

' Tell him to let me read it. I can, at least, advise him. 

' If you will ! Oh ! you are so kind ! What we should have 
done without your help and the money you have given me, I do 
not know.' 

' You are welcome, sweet singer and heavenly poet.' The 
great man took her hand and pressed it. ' Now be thankful that 
you came here. You have cleared your mind of doubts, and 
you know what awaits you in the future. Bring your brother's 
little play. I should like — yes, I should like to see what sort of 
a play he has written.' 

She went away, happier for the prophecy. In the dead of night 
she dreamed that she saw Mr. Alec Feilding carried along in a 
triumphal car to the Temple of Fame. The goddess herself, flying 
aloft in a white satin robe, blew the trumpet, and a nymph flying 
lower down — in white linen — put on the laurel crown and held it 
steady when the chariot bumped over the ruts. It was her crown 
— her own — that adorned those brows. Is it right? she asked 
again. Is it right ? 

Mr. Feilding, when she was gone, proceeded to copy out the 
poem carefully in his own handwriting, adding a few erasures and 
con ei ions so as to give the copy the hall-mark of the poet's stidy. 
Then he threw the original upon the fire. 
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* There ! ' he said, ' if Miss Effie Wilmot should have the audacity 
to claim these things as her own, at least I have the originals in 
my own handwriting— with my own corrections upon them, too, 
as they were sent to the printer. Yes, Erne, my dear ; some day 
perhaps your verses shall appear with your name to them. Not 
while they are so good, though. I only wish they were a little 
more masculine.' 

Again he lugged out that manuscript, and resumed his copying, 
laboriously toiling on. The clock ticked, and the ashes dropped, 
and the silence was profound while he performed this intellectual 
feat. 

At the stroke of noon the servant disturbed him a third time. 
He put away his work in the drawer, and went out to meet this 
visitor. 

This time It was none other than a Lady of Quality — a Grande 
Dame de par le monde. She came in splendid attire, sailing into 
the studio like some richly adorned pinnace or royal yacht. A lady 
of a certain age, but still comely in the eyes of man. 

' Lady Frances ! ' cried Alec. ' This is, indeed, unexpected. 
And you know that it is the greatest honour for me to wait upon 
you.' 

' Yes, yes ; I know that. But I thought I should like to see 
you as you are — in your own studio. So I came. I hope not at an 
inconvenient time.' 

' No time could be inconvenient for a visit from you.' 

' I don't know. Your model might be sitting to you. To be 
sure, you are not a figure-painter. But one always supposes that 
models are standing to artists all day long. Good-looking women, 
too, I believe. Perhaps you have got one hidden away behind the 
screen, just as they do on the stage. I will look.' She put up her 
glasses and walked across the room to look behind the screen. 
' No : she has gone. Oh ! is this your new picture 1 ' 

He bowed. ' I hope you like it.' 

' I do,' she said, looking at it. ' It seems to me the very best 
thing you have done. Oh ! it is really beautiful ! Do you know, 
Mr. Feilding, that you are a very wonderful man V 

Alec laughed pleasantly. Of course he knew. ' If you think 
bo,' he said. 

• You write the most beautiful verses and the most charming 
Btories : you paint the most wonderful pictures : you belong to 
society, and you go everywhere. How do you do it 1 How do you 
find time to do it 1 I suppose you never want any sleep 1 Poet, 
painter, novelist, journalist ! Are you a sculptor as well, by chancel 

* Not yet. Perhaps ' 

' Glutton ! Are you a dramatist ? ' 

•Again — not yet. Perhaps, some time ' 

' Insatiate ! You are a Master of all the Arts. Alec Feilding, 
M.A.' He laughed pleasantly, again. 
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' You are the cleverest man in all London. Well ; I sent you 
another story yesterday ' 

' You did. I was about to write and thank you for it. Is it » 
true story ? ' 

• Quite true. It happened in my husband's family, thirty yeaia 
ago. They are not very proud of it. You can dress it up somehow 
with new names.' 

' Quite so. I shall rewrite the whole.' 

' I don't mind. It is a great pleasure to me to see the stories 
in print. And no one suspects poor little Me. Are they so very 
badly written ? ' 

' The style is a little — just alittle, may I say ? — jerky. But the 
stories are admirable. Do let me have some more, Lady Frances.' 

' Remember. No one is to know where you get them.' 

' A Masonic secrecy forms part of my character. I even put 
my own name to them for greater security.' 

He did. Every week he put his own name to stories which he 
got from people like this Lady of Quality. 

' That ought to disarm suspicion. On the other hand, everybody 
must know that you cannot invent these things.' 

Alec laughed. ' Most people give me credit for inventing even 
your stories.' 

'By the way,' she said, 'are you coming to my dinner next 
week ?' 

' With the greatest pleasure.' 

' If you don't come you shall have no more stories drawn from 
the domestic annals and the early escapades of the British Aris- 
tocracy.' 

' I assure you, Lady Frances, I look forward with the 
greatest ' 

' Very well, then. I shall expect you. And remember — 
secrecy. ' 

She laid her finger on her lips and vanished. 

The smile faded out of the young man's face. He sat down 
again, and once more set himself to work doggedly copying out the 
manuscript, which was, indeed, none other than the story furnished 
him by Lady Frances. It was going to appear in the next week's 
issue of the journal, with his name at the end. 

Was not Alec Feilding the cleverest all-round man in the whole 
of London — Omnium artium magister I 



CHAPTER V 

ONXT A SIMPLE SERVICE 

Mrs. Elstree took the card that the maid brought her. She 
•tarted up, mechanically touched her hair — which was of the 
feathery and fluffy kind— and her drew, with the woman's initlnci 
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to see that everything was in order : the quiok oolotur rose to her 
cheek — perhaps from the heat of the fire. * Yes,' she said, ' I am 
at home.' She was sitting beside the fire in the drawing-room of 
Armorel's flat. It was a cold afternoon in March : outside, a 
black east wind raged through the streets ; it was no day for driv- 
ing or for walking : within, soft carpets, easy-chairs, and bright 
fires invited one to stay at home. This lady, indeed, was one of 
those who love warmth and physical ease above all other things. 
Actually to be warm, lazily warm, without any effort to feel warmth, 
afforded her a positive and distinct physical pleasure, just as a cat 
is pleased by being stroked. Therefore, though a book lay in her 
lap, she had not been reading. It is much pleasanter to lie back 
and feel warm, with half -closed eyes, in a peaceful room, than to 
be led away by some impetuous novelist into uncomfortable places, 
cold places, fatiguing places. 

She started, however, and the book fell to the floor, where it 
remained. And she rose to her feet when the owner of the card 
came in. The relict of Jerome Elstree was still young, and grief 
had as yet destroyed none of her beauty. She looked better, 
perhaps, in the morning — which says a great deal. 

' Alec 1 ' she murmured — her eyes as soft as her voice. ' I 
thought you would come this afternoon.' 

' Are you quite alone, Mrs. Elstree ? ' he asked with a look of 
warning. 

' Quite, Mr. Feilding. And, since the door is shut, and we are 

quite alone— why— then ' She laughed, held out both her 

hands, and put up her face like a child. 

He took her hands and bant to kiss her lips. > 

'Zoe,' he said, ' you grow lovelier every day. Last night 

He kissed her again. 

' Lovelier than Philippa ? ' 

' What is Philippa beside you ? An iceberg beside a— a garden 
of flowers ' 

' There is beauty in icebergs, I have read.' 

' Never mind Philippa, dear Zoe. She is nothing to us. 

' I don't mind her a bit, Alec, if you don't. If you begin to 

mind her But we will wait until that happens. Why are you 

here to-day ? ' 

4 1 have come to call upon Mrs. Elstree, widow of my poor 
friend Jerome Elstree.' . 

' Ce pauvro Jerome ! The tears come into my eyes — in fact, 
they did at that moment—' look !— when I think of him. So often 
have I spoken of his virtues and his untimely fate that he has really 
lived. I never before understood that there are ghosts of men who 
never lived as well as ghosts of the dead.' 

4 And I came to call upon your charge, Miss Rosevean.' 

• Yes ' — she said this dubiously, perhaps jealously — ' so I sup- 
posed. Why did you send me hero, Alec? You have always got 
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tome reason for everything. There was no neea ioi- iuy ocmiiig— 
[ was doing as well as I expect to do.' 

The young man looked about the room without replying to this 
question. 

' Someone,' he said presently, ' has furnished this room who 
knows furniture.' 

' It was Armorel herself. I have no taste — as you know.' 

' And how do you get on with her 1 Are you happy here, 
Zoe?' 

' I am as happy as I ever expect to be — until ' 

'Yes, yes,' he interrupted, impatiently. 'You like her, 
then 1 ' 

' I like her as much as I can like any woman. You know, 
Alec, I am not greatly in love with my own sex. If there were 
no other women in the world than just enough to dress me, get 
my dinner, and keep my house clean, I should not murmur. Eve 
was the happiest of women, in spite of the difficulties she must 
have had in keeping up with the fashion. Because, you see, she 
was the only woman.' 

' No doubt. And now tell me about this girl.' 

' She is rich. To be rich is everything. Money makes an 
angel of every woman. When I was eighteen, and first met you, 
Alec, I was rich. Then you saw the wings sticking out visibly one 
on each shoulder, didn't you 1 They are gone now — at least,' she 
looked over her shoulder, ' I see them no longer.' 

' I heard she was rich. Where did the money come from ? ' 

' It has been saving up for I don't know how long. The girl ia 
only twenty-one, and she has about thirty thousand pounds, 
besides all kinds of precious things worth I don't know how much.' 

' Jagenal told me she was comfortably off — "comfortably," he 
said — but — thirty thousand pounds ! ' 

' The mere thought of so much makes your eyes glow quite 
poetically, Alec. Write a poem on thirty thousand pounds. Well, 
that is what she has, and all her own, without any drawbacks : no 
nasty poor relations — no profligate brothers — to nibble and gnaw. 
She has not either brother or sister — an enviable lot when one has 
money. When one has no money a brother — a successful brother 
— might be useful.' 

' And how do you get on with her ? ' 

'I think we do pretty well together. But my post ia 
precarious.' 

' Why 1 ' 

' Because the young woman is pretty, rich, and masterful. It 
is a curious thing about women that the most masterful soonest 
Laid their master.' 

' You mean that she will marry.' 

' If she gets en- aged, being rich, she will certainly marry at 
once. Until she marries I believe we can get on together, because 
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she is totally Independent of me. This afternoon, for example, she 
baa gone out to look at pictures somewhere, with a girl she has 
picked up somehow — a girl who writes.' 

'But, my dear Zoe, you must look after her. Don't let her 
pick up girls and make friendships. You are here to look aftel 
her. I hoped that you would gain her complete confidence- 
become indispensable to her.' 

'Oh! that is why you sent me here? Pray, my dear Alec, 
what can Armorel be to you ? ' 

.,,' Nothin g. dear child,' he replied, patting her soft hand, ' that 
will bring any discord between you and me. But — make yourself 
indispensable and necessary to her.' 

' You will tell me, I dare say, presently, what you mean. But 
f ou don't know this young islander. Necessary to me she is, as 
you know. Necessary to her I shall never become. We have 
nothing in common. I can do nothing for her at all, except go out 
to theatres and concerts and things in the evening. Even then 
our tastes clash. I like to laugh ; she likes to sit solemnly with 
big eyes staring — so — as if she was receiving inspiration. I like 
comic operas, she likes serious plays ; I like dance music, she likes 
classical music ; I like the fool's paradise, she likes— the other 
kind, where they all behave so well and are under no illusions. In 
fact, Armorel takes herself quite seriously all round. Of course, a 
girl with such a fortune can take herself anyhow she pleases.' 

' She knows how to dress, apparently. Most advanced girls 
disdain dress.' 

4 But she is not an advanced girl. She is only a girl who knows 
a great deal. She is not in the least emancipated. Why, she still 
professes the Christian religion. She is just a girl who has set her- 
self resolutely to learn all she can. She has been about it for five 
years. When she began, I understand that she knew nothing. 
What she means to do with her knowledge I have not learned. 
She talks French and German and Italian. You have heard her 
play ? Very well : you can't beat that. You shall see some of her 
drawings. They are rather in your style, I think. A highly 
cultivated girl. That is all.' 

' A female prig ? A consciously superior person 1 ' 
' Not a bit. Rather humble-minded. But masterful and 
Independent. Where she fails is, of course, in ordinary talk. 
She can't talk — she can only converse. She doesn't know the 
pictures and painters, and poets and novelists of the day — she 
doesn't know a single person in society. She doesn't know any 
personal history at all. And she doesn't care about any. That is 
Armorel.' 

' I see,' he replied thoughtfully. « Things will be difficult, I 
fun afraid.' 

' What things ? Oh I there <■ ano*h« r point in which 8he ditfsn 
from people of society,' 
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'Yes*' 

' When you and I, dear Alec, think and talk of people, we con- 
elude that they are exactly like ourselves — do we not ? Quite 
worldly and selfish, you know. Everyone with his little show to 
run for himself. Now, Armorel, on the other hand, concludes 
that everyone is like— not us — but herself. Do you catch the 
difference 1 There is a difference, you know.' 

' Sometimes, Zoe, I seem not to understand you. But never 
mind. Under your influence ' 

' I have no influence at all with her. I never shall have.' 

' But, my dear Zoe, why are you here? I want you — I repeat 
—to exercise an overwhelming influence.' 

' Oh 1 It is impossible. Consider — you who know me so well — 
how can I influence a girl who is always seeking after great things? 
She wants everything noble and lofty and pure. She has what 
they call a great soul — and I — oh ! Alec, you know that I belong 
to the infinitely little souls. There are a great, great number of 
us, but we are very contemptible.' 

' Let us think,' he replied. ' Let us contrive and devise some 
way ' 

' Enough about Armorel. Tell me now about yourself.' 

'I am alwa) T s the same.' 

' You have come, perhaps, this afternoon,' she murmured softly, 
' to bring me some new hope — Oh ! Alec — at last — some hope ? ' 

' I have no new hope to give you, child.' 

Both sat in silence, looking into the firelight. 

'It is seven years— seven years,' said Zoe, 'since I had my 
great quarrel with Philippa. She was eighteen then — and so was 
I — I charged her with throwing herself at your head, you know. 
So she did. So she does still. Why, the woman can't conceal, 
even now, that she loves you. I saw it in her eyes last night, I 
saw it in her attitude when she was talking to you. She swore 
after the row we had that she would never speak to me again. 
But you see she has broken that vow. I was eighteen then, and I 
was rich, a good deal richer than Philippa ever will be. When 
you and I became engaged I was twenty -one. That is four years 
ago, Alec. Yet, a year or two, and the girl you were — engaged 
to— will be thin and faded. For your sake, my dear boy, I hope 
that you will not keep her waiting very much longer before you 
present her to the world.' 

' My dear child, could I help the smash that came — the smash 
and scandal ? When the whole town was ringing with your father's 
smash and his suicide, and the ruin of I don't know how many 
people, was that the moment for us to step forward and take hands 
before the world ? ' 

' No ; you certainly could not. As a man of the world, you 
^vould have been j notified in l--r?akinir of? the thing — especially $a 
I' trs onlv *> •■<*.? <>r ''■-" mM,' 
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'1 could not let you go, Zoe,' he said, with a touch of real 
tenderness. • I was madly in love.' 

'I think you were, Alec. I really think that at the time yea 
were truly and madly in love. Else you would never have done a 
thing of which you repented the next day.' 

' I have never repented, dear Zoe — never once.' 
' Perhaps you calculated that something would be saved out of 
the smash. Perhaps, for once in your life, you never calculated at 
all upon anything. Well— I consented to keep the thing a secret.' 
' You know that it was necessary.' 

' You said so. I obeyed. But four years— four years— and no 
prospect of a termination. Consider ! ' She pleaded as she had 
spoken before, in the same soft, caressing, murmuring tone. 

' I do consider, Zoe. You can have your freedom again. I 

have no right ' 

' Nonsense ! My freedom ? It is your own that you want. 
My freedom 1 ' she repeated, but without raising her voice. ' Mine < 
What could I do with it — now ? Whither could I turn ? Do not, 
I advise you, think that I will ever while I live restore your free- 
dom to you.' 

' I spoke in your own interest, believe me.' 
' I am now what you have made me. You know what that is. 
You know what I was four years ago.' 
' I have advised you, it is true.' 

' No ; you have led me. At the moment of my greatest trouble 
you made me break away from my own people, who were sorry for 
my misfortunes, and would have kept me among them in my own 
circle. There was no reason for me to leave them. The wreck of 
my father's fortune was not imputed to me. You persuaded me to 
assert my own independence, and to go upon the stage, for which 
I was as well fitted as for the kingdom of heaven.' 
'I hoped — I thought — that you would succeed.' 
' No ; what you hoped and intended was to keep me in your 
power. You would not let me go, and you could not — or would 

not ' 

' Could not, my child. I could not.' 

' For four years I have endured the humiliations of the actress 
who is a failure and can only take the lowest parts. You know 

what I have endured, and yet Oh ! Alec, your love is, indeed, 

a noble gift ! And now, for your sake, I am here, playing a part 
for you. I am the young widow of the man who never existed. 
I make up a hundred lies every day to a girl who believes every 
word — which makes it more disgraceful and more horrible. When 
one knows that she is disbelieved it is different.' 
'Zoe, you know my position.' 

' Very well, indeed. You live in a little palace. You keep 
your man-servant and your two horses. You go every day into 
■iiine kind of good society ' 
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4 It is necessary : my position demands it.' 

' Your position, my friend, has nothing to do with it. If you 
itayed at home every evening just as many copies of your paper 
would be sold. You spend all this money on yourself, Alec, 
because you are a selfish person and indulgent, and because you 
Like to make a great show of success.' 

'You do not understand.' 

' Oh, yes, I do ! You paint lovely pictures, which you sell : you 
write admirable stories and excellent verses —at least, I suppose 
they are admirable and excellent. You put them into a paper 
which is your own ' 

' Yes— yes. But all these things leave me as poor as I was four 
years ago.' 

He got up and stood before the fire, looking into it. Then he 
walked across to the window a*id gazed into the street. Then he 
returned and looked into the fire again. This restlessness may be 
a sign that something is on a man's mind. 

'Zoe,' he said at length, without looking at her, 'your impa- 
tience makes you unjust. You do not understand. Things hava 
come to a crisis.' 

' What kind of a crisis ? ' 

' A financial crisis. I mu3t have money ' 

' Then go and make it. Paint more pictures : write more poetry. 
Make money, as other men do. It is very noble and grand to pre- 
tend that you only work when you please ; but it isn't business, 
and it isn't true.' 

' Again — you do not understand. I must have money in a short 
time, or else ' 

' Else — what may happen, Alec 1 ' She leaned forward, losing 
her murmuring manner for the first time. 

' I may — I must — become bankrupt. That to me signifies social 
ruin.' 

4 You have something more to say. Won't you say it at once?' 

' If I can get over this difficulty it will be all right — my anxieties 
over. I thought. Zoe, when I sent you here, that, with a girl rich, 
mistress of her own, of age, it would be easy for you to wind your- 
Melf into her confidence and borrow — or beg, or somehow get what 
I want out of her. To borrow would be best.' 

'How much do you want? Tell me exactly.' 

' I want, before the end of next month, about 3.0CKW. Say. 
3.50W.' 

' That is a very large sum of money.' 

' Not to this girl. Make her lend it to you. Make up soiiiO 

story. Beg it or borrow it — and ' he laid his hand upon her 

shoulder, but she made no movement in reply ; he stooped and 
kissed her head, but she did not look up. 'Zoe — I swear— if you 
will do this for me, our long and weary waiting shall be at an end. 
I will acknowledge evoryth in<f . I will give up this extravagant life : 
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we will settle down like a couple of honest bourgeois : we will live 
over the shop if you like— that is, the publishing office of the 
paper.' He took her hand and raised it to his lips, but she made 
no response. 

' Would she ever get the money back again ? ' 

' Perhaps. How can I tell 1 ' 

• Even for the bribe you offer, Alec, I am afraid I cannot do it.' 

• We will try together. We will lay ourselves out to attract 
the girl, to win her confidence. Consider. She is alone. She is 
in our hands ' 

4 Yes, yes. But you do not know her. Alec, if I cannot succeed, 
what will you do ? ' 

* I must look out for some girl with money and get engaged to 
her. The mere fact of an engagement would be enough for me.' 

' Yes,' she said quickly, ' it would have to be. Will you get 
engaged to — to Philippa ? ' 

' No ; Philippa will only have money at the death of her father 
and mother — not before. Philippa is out of the question.' 

' Is there nobody among all your fine friends who will lend you 
the money?' 

' No one. We do not lend money to each other. We go 
on as if there were no money difficulties in the world, as well 
as no diseases, no old age, no dying. We do not speak of money.' 

' Friendship in society has its limits. Yes ; I see. But can't 
you borrow it in the usual way of business people ? ' 

'I should have to show books and enter into unpleasant 
explanations. You see, Zoe, the paper has got a very good name, 
but rather a small circulation. Everybody sees it, but very few 

* And so you heard of Armorel, and you thought that here waa 
a chance. You say to me, in plain words : "If you get this money, 
there shall be an end of the false position." Is that so 1 

' That is exactly what I do say and swear, Zoe. It is a very 
simple thing. You have only to persuade the girl to lend you this 
money, or to advance it, or to invest it by your agency— or some- 
thing—a very simple and easy thing. You love me well enough to 
do me such a simple service.' , 

« I love you well enough, I suppose,' she replied sadly, to do 
everything you tell me to do. A simple service 1 Only to deceive 
and plunder this girl, who believes us all to be honourable and 
truthful ! ' 

' Oh, we shall find a way— some way— to pay her back. Don t 
be afraid. And don't go off into platitudes, Zoe— you are much 
too pretty— and when it is done, and you are openly, before the 

world ' 

'I know you well enough to know how much happiness to 
expect. I am a fool. All women are fools. Philippa is a fool. 
And Fve set my foolish heart on— you. If I fail— if I fail '— hsr 
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wor^s sank to the softest and gentlest murmur — ' you are going to 
oast about for an heiress, and you will get engaged to her, and 
then — then — we shall see, dear Alec, what will happen then.' She 
sat up, her cheek fiery, and her eyes flashing, though her voice 
was so soft. ' Hush ! ' she whispered. ' I hear Armorel's step ! ' 

They heard her voice as well outside, loud and clear. 

' Come to my own room,' she said. ' What you want is there. 
This way.' 

' It is the girl with her — the girl who writes. They have gone 
Into her own room — her boudoir — her study — where she works half 
the day. The girl lives with her brother, close by.' 

They listened, silent, with hushed breath, like conspirators. 

' Poor Armorel ! ' said Zoe. ' If she only knew what we are 
plotting ! She thinks me the most truthful of women ! And all 
I am here for is to cheat her out of her money ! Don't you think 
I had better make a clean breast and ask her to give me the money 
and let me go ? ' 

' Begin to-day,' said Alec. ' Begin to talk about me. Interest 
her in me. Let her know how great and good ' 

< Hush ! ' 

Then they heard her voice again in the hall. 

'No — no — you must come this evening. Bring Archie with 
you. I will play, and he shall listen. You shall both listen. And 
then great thoughts will come to you.' 

' Always great thoughts — great thoughts— great pictures,' Zoe 
murmured. ' And we are so infinitely little. Brother worm, shall 
we crawl into some hole and hide ourselves 1 ' 

Then the door opened, and Armorel herself appeared, fresh and 
rosy in spite of the cold wind. 

' My dear child,' said Zoe softly, looking up from her cushions, 
' come in and sit down. You must be perishing with the east wind. 
Do sit down and be comfortable. You met Mr. Feilding last 
night, I believe.' 

The visitor remained for a quarter of an hour. Armorel had 
been to see a certain picture in the National Gallery. He talked of 
pictures just as, the night before, he had talked of music : that is to 
say, as one who knows all the facts about the painters and their 
works and their schools : their merits and their defects. He knew 
and could talk fluently the language of the Art Critic, just as he 
knew and could talk the language of the Musical Critic. Armorel 
listened. Now and then she made a remark. But her manner 
lacked the reverence with which most maidens listened to this 
thrice-gifted darling of the Muses. She actually seemed not to care 
rery much what he said. 

Zoe, for her part, lay back in her cushions in silence. 

' How do you like him ?' she asked, when their visitor left them. 

4 1 don't know ; I haven't thought about him. He talks toa 
much, I think. And he talks as if he was teaching.' 

tS 
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' No one has a better right to talk with authority.' 

' But we are free to listen or not as we please. Why has he the 
right to teach everybody 1 ' 

' My dear child, Alec Feilding is the cleverest man In all 
London.' 

' He must be very clever then. What does he do ? ' 

' He does everything — poetry, painting, fiction— everything ! ' 

' Oh, you will show me his poetry, perhaps, some time ? And 
his pictures I suppose we shall see in May somewhere. He 
doesn't look as if he was at all great. But one may be wrong.' 

' My dear Armorel, you are a fortunate girl, though you do not 
understand your good fortune. Alec — I am privileged to call him 
Alec — has conceived a great interest in you. Oh, not of the com- 
mon love kind, that you despise so much — nothing to do with your 
beaux yeux — but on account of your genius. He was greatly taken 
with your playing : if you will show him your pictures he will give 
you instruction that may be useful to you. He wants to know 
you, my dear.' 

4 Well,' said Armorel, not in the least overwhelmed, ' he can if 
he pleases, I suppose, since he is a friend of yours.' 

' That is not all : he wants your friendship as a sister in art. 
Such a man — such an offer, Armorel, must not be taken lightly.' 

' I am not drawn towards him,' said the girl. ' In fact, I think 
I rather dislike his voice, which is domineering ; and his manner, 
which seems to me self-conscious and rather pompous ; and his 
eyes, which are too close together. Zoe, if he were not the 
cleverest man in London, I should say that he was the most crafty.' 

Zoe laughed. ' What man discovers by experiment and ex- 
perience,' she murmured, incoherently, ' woman discovers at i 
glance. And yet they say ' 

CHAPTER VI 

TTTE OTHEE STUDIO 

The Failure was at work in his own studio. Not the large and 
lofty chamber fitted and furnished as if for Michael Angelo him- 
self, which served for the Fraud. Not at all. The Failure did 
his work in a simple second-floor back, a chamber in a common- 
place lodging-house of Keppel Street, Bloomsbury. Nowhere in the 
realms of Art was there a more dismal studio. The walls were 
bare, save for one picture which was turned round and showed its 
artistic back. The floor had no carpet : there was no other furni- 
ture than a table, strewn and littered with sketches, paints, 
palettes, brushes : there were canvases leaning against the wall : 
there was a portfolio also leaning against the wall : there was an 
eas ?l and the man standing before it : and there was a single chair. 
For three years Roland Lee .bad withdrawn from his former 
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haunts and companions. No one knew now where he lived : he 
Iiad not exhibited : he had resigned his membership at the club : 
he had gone out of sight. Many London men every year go out of 
Bight. It is quite easy. You have only to leave off going to the 
well-known places of resort : very soon — so soon that it is humilia- 
ting only to think of it — men cease asking where you are : then 
they cease speaking of you : you are clean gone out of their memory 
— you and your works — it is as if the sea had closed over you. 
There is not left a trace or a sign of your existence. Perhaps, 
now and then, something may revive your name : some little 
adventure may be remembered : some frolic of youth — for the 
rest — nothing : Silence : Oblivion It does, indeed, humiliate 
those who look on. When such an accident revived the memory 
of Roland Lee, one would ask another what had become of him. 
And no one knew. But, of course, he had gone down — down — 
down. When a man disappears it means that he sinks. He had 
gone out of sight : therefore he had gone under. Yet, when you 
climb, you can never get so high as to be invisible. Even the 
President, R.A., ianot invisible. Again, the higher that a balloon 
soars, the smaller does it grow ; but the higher a man climbs up 
the Hill of Fame the bigger does he show. It is quite certain that 
when a man has disappeared he has sunk. The only question — 
and this can never be answered — is, what becomes of the men who 
sink ? One man I heard of — also, like Roland, an artist — who has 
been traced to a certain tavern, where he fuddles himself every 
evening, and where you may treat with him for the purchase of his 
pictures at ten shillings — ay, or even five shillings — apiece. And 
two scholars — scholars gone under — I heard of the other day. 
They now reside in the same lodging-house. It is close to the 
Gray's Inn Road. One lives in the garret, and the other occupies 
the cellar. In the evening they get drunk together and dispute on 
points of the finer scholarship. But this only accounts for three. 
And where are all the rest ? 

Of Roland Lee nobody knew anything. There was no story or 
scandal attached to him : he was no drinker : he was no gambler : 
he was no profligate. But he had vanished. 

Yet he had not gone far — only to Keppel Street, which is really 
a central place. Here he occupied a second floor, and lived alone. 
Nobody ever called upon him : he had no friends. Sometimes he 
nat all day long in his studio doing nothing : sometimes he went 
forth, and wandered about the streets : in the evening he dined at 
restaurants where he was certain to meet none of his old friends. 
He lived quite alone. As to that rumour concerning opium, it 
was an invention of his employer and proprietor. He did not take 
opium. Day after day, however, he grew more moody. What 
developments might have followed in this lonely life I know not. 
Opium, perhaps : whisky, perhaps : melancholia, perhaps. And 
from melancholia — Good Lord deliver us I 
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SLu? A Ul iiu m ^i ne8S - When the ■P"** his Art 
seized him and held him he forgot everything. He worked as if 

he was a free man : he forgot everything, until the time came 
when he had to lay down his palette and to come back to the 
reality of his life. Some men would have accepted the position : 
there were as we have seen, compensations of a solid and com- 
fortable kind : had he chosen to work his hardest, these golden 
compensations might have run into four figures. Some men 
might have sat and laughed among their friends, forgetting the 
ignominy of their slavery. Not so Roland. His chains jangled 
as he walked ; they cut his wrists and galled his ankles : they 
filled him with so much shame that he was fain to go away and 
hide himself. And in this manner he enjoyed the great success 
which his employer had achieved for his pictures. To arrive at 
the success for which you have always longed and prayed— and to 
<njoy it in such a fashion. Oh ! mockery of fate ! 

This morning he was at work contentedly— with ardour. He 
was beginning a picture from one of his sketches : it was to be 
another study of rocks and sea : as yet there was little to show : 
it was growing in his brain, and he was so fully wrapped in 
his invention that he did not hear the door open, and was not 
conscious that for the first time within three years he had a 
visitor. 

She opened the door and stood for a moment looking about 
her. The bare and dingy walls, the scanty furniture, the meanness 
of the place, made her very soul sink within her. For they cried 
aloud the story of the painter. 

For five long years she had thought of him. He was success- 
ful : he was rising to the top of the tree : he was conquering the 
world — so brave, so strong, so clever ! There was no height to 
which he could not rise. She should find him splendid, triumphant, 
and yet modest — her old friend the same, but glorified. And she 
found him thus, in this dingy den — so low, so shabby ! Consider, 
if she had risen while he was sinking, how great was now the gulf 
between them ! Then she stepped into the room and stood beside 
the artist at his easel. 

' Roland Lee,' she whispered. 

He started, looked up, and recognised her. i Armorel ! ' he cried. 

Then, strange to say, instead of hastening to meet and greet 
her, and to hold out hands of welcome, he stood gazing at her 
stupidly, his face changing colour from crimson to white. His hair 
was unkempt, she saw ; his cheeks worn ; his eyes haggard, with 
^ ee P lines round them ; and his dress was shabby and uncared for. 

' You have not forgotten me, then ? ' she said. 

, m£ rgotten y° u ? No - How could I forget you ? ' 
Then are you pleased to see me ? Shake hands with ma, 
Roland Lee. 
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He complied, but with restraint. ' Have you dropped from the 
clouds 1 ' he asked. ' How did you find me here l ' 

'I met your old friend Dick Stephenson. He told me that 
you lived here. You are no longer friends : but he has seen you 
going in and coming out. That is how I found you. Are you 
well, Roland ? ' 

' Yes, I am well.' 

' Does all go well with you, my old friend 1 ' 

' Why not 1 You see— I have got a magnificent studio : there 
is every outward sign of wealth and prosperity : and if you look 
into any art-criticisms you will find the papers ringing with my 
name.' 

' You are changed.' Armorel passed over the bitterness of thij 
speech. ' You are a little older, perhaps.' She did not tell him 
how haggard and worn he looked, how unkempt and unhappy. 

' Let me see some of your work,' she said. The picture on the 
easel was only in its very first stage. She looked about the room. 
Nothing on the walls but one picture with its face turned round. 
' May I look at this ( ' She turned it round. It was the picture of 
herself, ' The Princess of Lyonesse,' the sketch of which he had 
finished on the last day of his holiday. ' Oh ! ' she cried, ' I 
remember this. And you have kept it, Roland — you have kept it. 
I am glad.' 

' Yes, I have kept the only picture which I can call my 
own.' 

' Was I like that in those days 1 ' 

' You are like that now. Only, the little Princess has become 
a tall Queen.' 

' Yes, yes ; I remember. You said, then, that if I should ever 
look like this, you would be proved to be a painter indeed. Roland, 
you are a painter indeed.' 

' No, no,' he said ; ' I am nothing — nothing at all.' 

* We were talking — when you made this sketch — of how one 
can grow to his highest and noblest.' 

'I have grown to my lowest,' he replied. 'But yon — 
you ' 

' What has happened, my friend ? You told me so much once 
about yourself — you taught me so much — you put so many new 
things into my head— you must tell me more ! What has 
happened ? ' 

'Nothing.' 

4 Why are you here in this poor room ? I have been to studioa 
in Rome and Florence, and Paris and Vienna : they are lovely 
rooms, fit for a man whose mind is always full of lovely imagei 
and sweat thoughts. But this— this room is not a studio. It is an 
urjly little prison. How can light and colour visit such a place ? ' 

'It explains itself. It proclaims aloud— Failure— Failure— 
Failure ! ' 
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' This picture is not Failure.' 

' My name is unknown. I work on like a mole under ground. 
I am a Failure. You have seen Dick Stephenson. What did he 
say of me 1 ' 

' He said that you mu&t have left off working. But you luua 
not.' 

' What does it matter how much or how long a Failure goes on 
working ? ' 

* Have you lo3t heart, Roland ? ' 

' Heart, and hope, and faith. Everything is lost, Armorel ! ' 

' You have lost your courage because you have failed. But 
many men have failed at first — great men. Robert Browning 
failed for years. You were brave once, Roland. You were able 
to say that if you knew you were doing good work you cared 
nothing for the critics.' 

' You see, Dick was right. I no longer do any work. I never 
■end anything to the exhibitions.' 

' But why— why — why ? ' 

' Ask me no more questions, Armorel. Go away and leave me. 
How beautiful and glorious you have grown, child ! But I knew 
you would. And I have gone down so low, and — and — well, you 
see ! Yes. I remember how we talked of growing to our full height. 
We did not think, you see, of the depths to which we might also 
drop. There are awful depths, which you could never guess.' 

He sank into the chair, and his head dropped. 

Armorel stood over him, the tears gathering into her eyes. 

' Roland,' she laid her hand upon his shoulder — there is no 
action more sisterly — ' since I have found you I shall not let you 
go again. It is five years since you went away. You will tell me 
about yourself, when you please. I have a great deal to tell you. 
Don't you remember how sympathetic you used to be in the old 
days 1 I want a great deal more sympathy now, because I am five 
years older, and 1 am trying so much. I want you to hear me 
play — you were the first who ever praised my playing, you know. 
And you must see my drawings. I have worked every day, as 1 
promised you I would. I have remembered all your instructions, 
dome and see your pupil's work, my master.' 

He made no reply. 

' You live too much alone,' she went on. ' Dick Stephenson 
told me that you have given up your club, and that you go nowhere, 
and that no one knows how you live. You have dropped quite 
away from your old friends. Why did you do that ( You live in 
this dismal room by yourself — alone with your thoughts : no 
wonder you lose courage and faith.' She opened the portfolio 
and drew out a number of the sketches. 'Why,' she said, 'here 
are some of those you made with me. Here is CastJe Bryher — • 
you in the boat, and I on the ledge among the seaweed under the 
great rook — and the shags in a row on the top : and here is Forth 
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Cressa —and her* Peninnis — and here Round Island. Oh ! we 
have so many things to talk about. Will you come to seo me ? ' 

' You had better leave me alone, Armorel,' he said. ' Even you 
can do no good to me now.' 

' When will you come ? See — I will write down my address. 
I have a flat, and it is ever so much better furnished than this, Sir. 
Will you come to-night ? I shall be at home. There will be no 
one but Effie Wilmot. Oh ! I am not going to talk about you, but 
about myself. I want your praise, Roland, and your sympathy. 
Both were so ready — once. Will you come to-night 1 ' 

' You will drive me mad, I think, Armorel ! ' 

' Will you come 1 ?' 

He shook his head. 

* I have got to tell you how I became rich, if you will listen. 
You must come and hear my news. Why, there is no one but you 
in all London who knew me when I lived on Samson alone with 
those old people. You will come to-night, Roland ? ' Again she 
laid her hand upon his shoulder. ' I will ask no questions about 
you— none at all. You will tell me what you please about yourself. 
But you must let me talk to you about myself, as frankly as in the 
old days. If you have got any kindly memory left of me at all, 
Roland, you will come.' 

He rose and lifted his shameful eyes to hers, so full of pity and 
of tears. 

' Yes,' he said ; ' I will do whatever you tell me.' 

CHAPTER VII 

A CANDID OPINION 

Youth in the London lodging-house ! Youth quite poor — youth 
ambitious— youth with a possible future — youth meditating great 
things ! Walk along the streets of Lodging-land — there are miles 
of such streets — and consider with trembling that the dingy houses 
contain thousands of young people — boys and girls — who have come 
to the city of golden pavements to make — not a fortune, unless 
that happens as well — but their name. In the long struggle before 
the lowest rung of the ladder is reached they endure hardness, but 
they complain not. Everything is going to be made up to them 
in the splendid time to come. 

Something more than a year ago two such young people came 
up from the country, and found shelter in a London lodging-house, 
where they could work and study until success should arrive. They 
were boy and girl, brother and sister — twins. They had very little 
money, and could afford no more than one sitting-room. Therefore, 
one worked in the sitting-room and the other in a bedroom, 
because their occupations demanded solitude. The one in the 
sitting-room was the girl. She v;as engaged in the pursuit of poetry: 
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«he made versea continually, every day. Unless she was reading 
verse, she was either making, or polishing, or devising verses. Of 
&11 pursuits in the world this is at once the most absorbing and the 
most delightful. It is also, with the greater part of these who 
follow it, the most useless. Thomas the Rhymer sits down and 
takes his pen : it is nine of the clock. He considers : he writes : 
he scratches out : he writes again : he corrects again : after ten 
minutes or so, he looks up. It is three in the afternoon: the 
luncheon hour is past : the morning is gone : all he has to show 
for the six golden hours, when an account of them is demanded, 
will be a single stanza of a ballade. And perhaps not a single editor 
will look at it. To Effie Wilmot, the girl-twin, thus engaged morn- 
ing after morning, the hours become moments and the days minutes. 
The result and outcome of her labours you have already learned. But 
Bhe was young, and she lived in hope. A few more weeks, and the 
great man, her patron, would have satisfied that whim of wishing to 
be thought a poet of society. Strange that one who painted pictures 
of such wonderful beauty, who wrote such charming stories in such 
endless variety — stories quaint and bizarre, stories pathetic, stories 
humorous— should so condescend ! What could a few simple 
verses — such as hers — do to increase his fame ? However, that 
was nearly over. She felt quite happy and light-hearted : as happy 
as if, like other poets, she was writing things that would appear 
with her own name : she pursued the light and airy fancies of her 
brain, capturing one or two, chaining them in the prison of her 
rhymes, which, of course, were set to the old-new tunes affected 
by the little poets of the day. If they have got no message to 
deliver, they can at least come on the stage and repeat over again 
the old things clad in dress revived. We can keep on dressing up 
in the poet's habit until the poet himself shall come along. 

Effie worked on, sitting at the window. Poets can work any- 
where, though, of course, they ought to sit habitually on the side* 
of hills, with hanging woods and mountain-streams and waterfalli. 
But they can work just as well in a mean London lodging, such 
as this where Effie sat, looking out, if she looked through the 
curtain, upon a most commonplace street. We can all — common 
spirits as well as poets — rise above our streets and houses and our 
dingy setting — otherwise there would be no work done at all. 
Nay, if we were all cockered up, and daintily surrounded with 
things aesthetic and artistic and beautiful, I believe we should be 
so happy that nobody would ever do anything. The poet would 
murmur his thoughts in indolent rhyme by the fireside : the 
musician would drop his fingers among the notes, echoing faintly 
and imperfectly the music in his soul — all for his own enjoyment : 
the story-teller would tell his stories to his wife : the dramatist 
would make plots without words for his children to act : the 
painter would half sketch his visions and leave 'h^ro unfinished. 
Art would die. 



A CANDID OPINION 155 

No such temptations were offered to Effie. The aesthetic move- 
ment had not touched that ground-floor front. The shaky round 
table stood under the flaring gas which every night made her head 
ache ; the chiffonier contained in its recesses the tea and sugar and 
bread and butter, and, when the money ran to such luxuries, her 
jam or her honey or her oranges. There was one easy-chair and 
one arm-chair ; and before the window a small square table, which 
had, at least, the merit of being firm ; and at this she wrote. 
Everybody knows this kind of room perfectly. 

The poetic workshop is always kept locked. No poet ever tells 
of the terrific struggles he has to encounter before he finally sub- 
dues his thought and compels it to walk or run in double harness 
of rhythm and rhyme. No poet ever confesses how he sometimes 
has to let that thought go because he cannot subdue it — nay, the 
same discomfiture has been reported of those who, like M. Jourdain, 
speak in prose. And no poet ever shows, as a painter will readily 
show us, the first sketch, the first rough draft of a poem, the un- 
finished lines, the first feeble attempts at the rhythmic expression 
of a great thought. Let us respect the mystery of the craft — have 
we not all dabbled in verse and essayed to play upon the scrannel- 
pipe? 

It was towards noon, however, that Effie was disturbed by the 
arrival of a visitor. The event was so unusual — so unprecedented 
even — that no instructions had ever been given to the lodging- 
house servant in the art of introducing callers. She therefore 
opened the door, and put in her head — 'A gentleman, Miss' — 
and went downstairs, leaving the gentleman to walk in if he 
pleased. 

' You, Mr. Feilding 1 ' Effie cried, springing to her feet. ' Oh ! 
This is, indeed — — ' 

The great man took her hand. ' My dear child,' he said, ' I 
have been thinking over our conversation of the other day. I au. 
of course, only anxious to be of service to you and to your brother, 
and so I thought I would call.' He was quite magnificent in his 
fur-lined coat, and he was very tall and big, so that he seemed 
to fill up the whole room. But he had an unusual air of hesi- 
tation. ' I thought,' he repeated, 'that I would call. Yes ' 

The girl sat with her hands in her lap, waiting. 

' You remember what I told you about — the — the verses which 
you sometimes bring me ' 

' Oh ! Yes. I remember. It is bo kind of you, Mr. Feilding, 

bo very kind and noble ' For the moment the dazzling prospect 

of seeing her verses acknowledged as her own in place of seeing 
them adopted by the Editor, made her believe that none but a truly 
noble person could do such a thing. 

' I mean to begin even sooner than I had intended. It is true 
that when I took your verses I made them my own by those little 
touches and corrections which, as you know very well, distinguish 
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true poetry from Hm imitation »— It was not until ha was gone that 
Erne remembered that not a single altera ion had ever been made 
So great is the power of the human voice that for the moment she 
listened and acquiesced, subdued and ashamed of herself—' At last, 
my young friend, the time for alteration and improvement is past! 
You can now stand alone— your verses signed— if, of course, we 
remain, as I hope, on the same friendly relations.' 

' Oh I ' she murmured. 

'Enough. We understand each other. Your brother, you told 
me, is at work on a play — a romantic drama.' 

' Yes. He has finished it. He has been at work upon it for 
two years, thinking of nothing else all day.' 

Mr. Feilding nodded approval. 

' That is the way,' he said heartily, ' to produce good work. 
Perfect — absolute— devotion — regardless of any earthly consider 
ation. Art — Art — before all else. And now it is done ? ' 

' Yes ; he is copying it out.' 

'Effie'— "-he suddenly changed the subject — 'you have never 
told me of your resources. Tell me ! I do not ask out of idle 
curiosity. That you are not rich I know ' 

' No, we are not rich. We have a little — a thousand pounds 
apiece — and we have resolved to live on that, and on what we can 
get besides, until we have made our way. We have no rich rela- 
tions to help us. My father is a country clergyman with a small 
living. We came to town so that Archie could get treatment for 
his hip. He is better now, and we shall stay altogether if we can 
only hold on.' 

' A thousand pounds each. That is seventy pounds a year, I 
suppose ] ' 

' Yes. But during the last twelve months you have given me 
a hundred pounds for my verses — three pounds for every poem, 
and there were thirty-three altogether in the volume — " Voices and 
Echoes," you know.' 

The poet who had published these verses did not change colour 
or show any sign of emotion in the presence of the poet who had 
written them. He nodded his head. ' Yes,' he said, ' on a hundred 
and seventy pounds a year you can live — on seventy you would 
starve. Where is your brother ? ' 

'He works in his bedroom. It is the room behind, on the 
same floor. My room ia upstairs.' 

'He requires, I suppose, good food, wine, and certain 
luxuries 1 ' 

' When we can afford them. Since you took my verses we have 
been able to buy things.' 

' Your money is well expended. I should like to see your 
brother, Effie.' 

'I will take you to him,' she said. But she hesitated and 
blushed. ' Oh ! Mr. Feilding, Archie knows nothing about the— 
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the volumes, you know ! He sees only the verses m the paper. 
And he only knows that you have been so kind as to take thera. 
Don't tell him anything else.' 

' Your secret, Effie,' he replied generously, 'is safe with me. 
He shall not know it from my lips.' 

She thanked him. Again, it was not until he was gone that 
ESie remembered that he could not possibly reveal that fact to her 
brother. 

She led him into the room, at the back of which was her 
brother's study and bedroom as well. 

Her brother might have been herself, save for a slight manly 
growth upon the upper lip, and for the pale cheek of ill health. 
The same large forehead overhanging the face, eyes sunken but as 
bright as his sister's, the same sensitive lips were his. A finer face 
than his sister's, and stronger, but not so sweet. Beside his chair 
a pair of crutches proclaimed tha the was a cripple. Before him 
was a table, at which he was writing. There were on the table, 
besides his writing materials, a number of little dolls, some of 
which were arranged in groups, while others were lying about 
unused. He was copying his finished play : as he copied it he 
played the scenes with the dolls and spoke the dialogue. The 
dolls were his characters : there was not a single scene or change 
of the grouping which this conscientious young dramatist had not 
rehearsed over and over again, until every line of the dialogue had 
its own stage picture, clear and distinct in his mind. 

' You are Mr. Feilding ? ' he asked, rising with some difficulty. 
' I have heard so much of you from Effie. It is a great honour to 
have a call from you.' 

' I take a deep interest,' the great man replied, 'in anything 
that concerns Miss Ettie Wilmot. I have been able — I believe you 
know — to give her some assistance and advice in her work. Oh ! ' 
— he waved his hand to deprecate any expressions of gratitude — 
' I have done very little — very little indeed. Now, about yourself. 
I learn from your sister that you have ambitions — you would be- 
come a dramatist ? ' 

' I have no other ambition. It is my only dream.' 

4 A very good dream indeed. And you have made, I am told, 
a start — a maiden effort — a preliminary flight to try your wings. 
You have written your first attempt at a play % ' 

4 Yes. It is here. It is finished.' 

4 Tell me, briefly, the plot.' 

Some young dramatists mar their plot in getting it out. This 
young man had taken the trouble to write out first a rough outline 
of his piece and next a complete scenario with every situation 
detailed. These he read to his visitor one after the other. 

' Yes,' said Mr. Feilding, when he had finished ; ' there is 
something in the idea of the play. Perhaps not a completely novel 
motif. A good deal might be said as to the arrangement of the 
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scenes. And one or two of the characters might— but these are 
details. Remains to find out how the dialogue goes. Will von 
read me a scene or two V 

The dramatist read. As he read he might have observed in the 
eyes of his listener a growing eagerness, as of one who vehemently 
yearns to get possession of something— his neighbour's vineyard 
for example, or his solitary ewe lamb. But the reader did not ob^ 
serve this. He was wholly wrapped in his piece : he threw his 
soul into the reading : he was anxious only that his words and his 
situations should produce the best effect upon his hearer. 

' Yes, yes ; your dialogue, unhappily, shows the want of skill 
common to the beginner,' said Mr. Feilding, when he had finished. 
' It will have to be completely rewritten. As it stands now, the play 
would be simply killed by it, in spite of the situations, which, with 
some alterations, are really pretty good — pretty good for a first 
effort.' 

' You don't think, then— that ' the dramatist's voice broke 

down. Consider : for two long years he had done nothing but 
cast, recast, write, rewrite this play. He had dreamed all this 
time of success with this play. And now — now— the very first 
critic — and that the most accomplished man of the day — no less 
than Mr. Alec Feilding — told him that the play would not be 
received unless the dialogue was entirely rewritten. He could not 
rewrite the dialogue. It was a part of himself. As well ask him 
to remake his own face or to reconstruct his legs. His face fell : 
his cheeks grew pale : his eyes filled with unmanly tears. 

' I am truly sorry, believe me,' said the critic, ' to throw cold 
water on your hopes. I have been myself an aspirant. Yet ' — he 
hesitated in his kindliness — ' why encourage illusive expectations? 
The play as it is — I say, as it is only — must be pronounced totally 
unfit for the stage. No manager would think of it for a moment.' 
' Then I may as well throw it on the tire ? And all my work 
wasted ! ' 

' Nay — not wasted. Good work — true work — is never wasted. 
You ought to have learned much — very much — from this two 
years' labour. And, as for putting it into the fire ' — he laughed 
genially — ' I believe I can show you a better way than that. Look 
here, Archie — I call you by your Christian name because I have so 
often talked about you : we are old friends — I should be really 
sorry to think that you had actually lost all your time. Give me 
this play : I will take it — skeleton, scenario, dialogue — all, just as 
it is — the mere rough, crude, shapeless thing that it is. I will buy 
it of you — useless as it is. I will give you fifty pounds down for it, 
and it shall become my property — my own, absolutely. I shall 
then, perhaps, recast and rewrite the play from beginning to end. 
When I have made a play out of it worth putting on the stage- 
when, in short, I have made it my own play — I may possibly 
bring it out— powibly. Moat likely, however, not. There's % 
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chance for you, Archie, such as you will never get again ! Fifty 
pounds down — think of that ! Fifty pounds ! ' 

The dramatist laid his hand, for reply, upon his papers. 

' If it should ever be brought out,' this good Samaritan went on, 
* you will come and see it acted. What a splendid lesson it will be 
for you in the art of writing drama ! ' 

The dramatist's fingers tightened on his manuscript. 

' Of course you must consider your sister,' the considerate 
critic continued. ' She has been able to make a few pounds of 
late, having been so fortunate as to attract the interest of , one 

who is not wholly without influence. Should that interest fail or 
be withdrawn you might have — both of you — to suffer much priva- 
tion. The luxuries which you now enjoy would be impossible — 
and ' 

' Oh, you kill me ! ' cried the unfortunate youth. 

' Shall 1 leave you for the present % My offer is always open — 
on the condition of secrecy — one is bound to keep business trans- 
actions secret. I will leave you now. There is no hurry. Think 
it over carefully and send me an answer.' 

He went out and shut the door. The young dramatist, I am 
ashamed to say, fell to tears and weeping over the destruction of 
his hopes. 

' Effie,' said Mr. Feilding, 'I have talked with your brother. 
He has read some of the play to me ' 

' And you think 1 ' she asked him eagerly. 

He shook his head mournfully. ' The boy has much to learn — 
very much. Meantime, the play itself ia worthless — quite worth- 
less.' 

' Oh ! Poor boy ! And he has built so much upon it.' 

' Yes — they all do at the outset. Mind, Effie, he is a clever 
boy : he will do. Meantime, he must study.' 

' Oh ! Poor Archie ! Poor boy ! ' 

' It seems hard, doesn't it, not to succeed all at once ? Yet 
Browning and Tennyson and Thackeray were all well on for forty 
before they succeeded. Why should he despair ? Meantime I 
have made him a little offer.' 

' Oh ! Mr. Feilding, you are always so good. 

' I have offered to give him fifty pounds — down — and to take 
this rough unlicked thing he calls a Play. If I find time I shall, 
perhaps, rewrite the whole, and put it on the stage. It will then, 
of course, be my own — my own, Effie. Good-bye, child. I have 
not forgotten our talk — or my promise — if we remain on friendly 
relations.' 

He went away. Effie sank into a chair. What she had done 
with her own work had never seemed to her half so terrible as what 
was now proposed to be done with her brother's work. 

She crept into his room. He sat with his head in his hands, 
most mournful of brrds since the TrorSd began. 
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' Archie, I know— I know ; he has told me. Oh I Archie— dc 
you think it is true ? ' 

' He says so, Eifie. He says it is worthless.' 

4 Yet he will give you fifty pounds.' 

' That is to please you— for your sake. The thing is worthless 
— no manager would look at it.' 

' Yet— fifty pounds I Why should Mr. Feilding give fifty pounds 
— a whole fifty pounds — for a worthless play ? Archie, don't do it— 
don't let him have it ; wait a little — we will ask somebody else. 
Oh ! I could tell you something. Wait— tell him, if you must say 
anything, that you will think it over.' 

When Effie turned over the pages of the next number of The 
Muses Nine, she found, first of all, her own verses in the Editor's 
column with his name at the bottom. This sight, which had 
formerly made her so proud, now filled her with shame. The 
generous promise of the future failed to awaken in hei any glow 
of hope. For the very words with which her only editor had 
beguiled her of her verses — the plea that they were worthless, and 
must be rewritten — he had used to her brother. And as her 
poems had never been rewritten, so would Archie's play, she felt, 
•ure, be presented without a single alteration, with the name of 
Mr. Alec Feilding as author. That week she took no verses to the 
studio-study. 

And a certain paragraph in the same columns perused by this 
suspicious young woman brought rage — nothing short of rage — 
into her heart. No ! not her brother, as well as herself ! It ran 
thus : ' I have always been under the impression that the dearth 
of good plays is due to nothing else in the world than the fact that 
the good men who ought to be writing them all run off into the 
domain of fiction. It is a pleasant country — that of Fable Land. 
I have been there, and I hope to go there again and make a long 
stay. But Play Land — that is also a pleasant country. I have 
been there lately, and I hope to demonstrate that a good play may 
still be produced in the English tongue — a good and original play. 
In short, I have written a romantic drama, of which all I can say 
at present is that it lies finished, in my fireproof safe, and that a 
certain actor-manager will probably play the title-role before many 
moons have waxed and waned.' 

4 No,' said Effie, crumpling up the paper. *You have not got 
Archie's romantic drama yet.' 



CHAPTER VIII 

ALL ABOUT MYSELF 

'You have kept this promise, then.' Armorel welcomed her old 
friend with eyes of kindness and lips of smiles. 'Do you ever 
think of the promise that you broke? Effie, dear' — this young 



ALL ABOUT MYSELF 161 

lady was the only other occupant of the room — ' thia is Mr. RolancJ 
Lee — my first friend and my first master. He knew me long ago, 
in Samson, in the days of which I have told you. We have 
memories of our own — memories such as make the old friendships 
impossible to be dissolved— whatever happens. Roland, you first 
put a pencil into my hand and taught me how to use it. In return, 
I used to play old-fashioned tunes in the evening. And you first 
put thoughts into my head. Before you came my head was filled 
with phantoms, which had neither voice nor shape. What am 1 
to do now in return for such a gift 1 ' She gave him both her 
hands, and her face was bo glowing, her eyes so soft yet serious 
withal, her voice so full of tenderness — that the luckless painter 
stood confused and overwhelmed. How had he deserved such a 
reception ? 

4 This evening,' she went on, ' we are going to talk about 
nobody but myself, and about nothing but my own affairs. Effie, 
you will be horribly bored. It is five years since I had such a 
chance. Because, my dear, though you have the best will in the 
world, and would talk to me about old times if you coidd, you did 
not know me when I lived on Samson in the Scilly Islands — ar>d 
Roland did. That is, if he still remembers Samson.' 

' I remember every day on Samson : every blade of grass on the 
island : every boulder and every crag.' 

4 And every talk we had in those days ? — all the things you 
told me ? ' 

4 1 remember, as well, a girl who has so changed, so grown ' 

' So much the better. Then we can talk just as we used to do. 
I thought you would somehow remember the girl, Roland.' Sha 
looked up again, smiling. Then she hesitated, and went on 
slowly : ' Yet I was afraid, this morning, that you might have 
forgotten one of the two who wandered about the island together.' 

' I could never forget you, Armorel.' 

' I meant— the other — Roland.' 

He made no reply. In his evening dress — which was full of 
creases, as if it had not been put on for a very long time — he 
looked a little less forlorn than in the shabby old brown-velvet 
jacket ; he had brushed his hair — nay, he had even had it cut and 
trimmed : but there still hung about him the look of waste : his 
eyes were melancholy : his bearing was dejected : he spoke with 
hesitation : he was even shy, like a schoolboy. Effie noted these 
things, and wondered. And she observed, besides, not only that 
his coat was creased, but that his shirt was frayed at the cuffs, and 
torn m the front. In fact, the young man, in dropping out of 
society, had, as a natural consequence, neglected his wardrobe and 
allowed his linen to run to seed unrebuked. Every man who has 
been a bachelor — most of us have — remembers how shirts behave 
when the eye of the master is once taken off them. 

He wp<! ahy because the s^T.o^pbere of the drawing-room, bo 
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dainty, bo luxurious, so womanly, was strange to him. Three 
years and more had passed since he had been in such a room. H« 
was also shy because this splendid creature, this girl dressed in silk 
and lovely lace, this miracle of girls, called herself Armorel, his 
once simple rustic maid of Samson Isle. Further, he was ashamed 
because this girl remembered him as he was in the good old days, 
when his face was turned to the summit of the mountain and hia 
feet were on the upward slope. 

Armorel had placed on the table a portfolio full of drawings. 

' Now for myself,' she said, gaily. ' Roland, you are an artist. 
You must look at my drawings. Here are the best I have done. 
I have had many masters since you, but none that taught me so 
much in so short a time. Do you remember when you first found 
out that I could hold a pencil? You were very patient then, 
Master. Be lenient now.' 

' I had a very apt pupil,' he began, turning over the drawings. 
' These need no leniency. These are very good indeed. You have 
had other and better masters.' 

' I have had other masters, it Is true. I have done my best, 
Roland — to grow.' 

He dropped his eyes. But he continued to turn over the 
sketches. The drawings showed, at least, that natural aptitude 
which may be genius and may be that imitation of genius which is 
difficult to distinguish from the real gift. Many painters with no 
more natural aptitude than Armorel have risen to be Royal 
Academicians. 

' But these are very good indeed,' Roland repeated, with 
emphasis. ' You have, indeed, worked well, and you have the 
true feeling.' 

' Do you remember, Roland, that day when we talked about 
the Perfect Woman ? No, I see by your eyes that you have for- 
gotten. But I remember. I will not tell you all. One thing she 
had done : she had trained her eye and her hand. She knew what 
was good in Art, and was not carried away by any follies or 
fashions. I did not understand then what you meant by follies 
and fashions. But I am wiser now. I have been training eye and 
hand. I think I know a good picture, or a good statue, or a good 
work in any Art. Do not think me conceited, Master. I have 
been obedient to your instructions — that is all.' 

' You have the soul of an artist, Armorel,' said her Master. 
' But yet— I fear— I think— you have missed the supreme gift. 
Sou are not a great artist. ' 

' No, I can grow no higher in painting. I have learned my 
own limitations. If it is only to understand and to -worship the 
Great Masters it is worth while to get so far. Are you satisfied 
with your pupil V 

For a moment the old look came back to Roland's eyes. You 
are the best of pupils,' he said. ' But I might have expected so 
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much. Tell me how you succeeded in getting away ir^m 
Samson 1 ' 

She told him, briefly, how the Ancient Lady died, how she 
found the family treasure, and how she had resolved to go away 
and learn : how she found masters and guardians : how she lived 
in Florence, Dresden, Paris : how she worked unceasingly. ' I 
remembered, always, Roland, your picture of the Perfect Woman.' 

' Could I — I — have told you things that have made you — what 
you are ? ' It seemed as if another man had given the girl this 
excellent advice. Not himself — quite another man. 

' Effie, dear,' Armorel turned to her, ' you do not understand. 
I must tell you. Five years ago, when I lived on Samson, a girl 
so ignorant that it makes me tremble to think what might have 
happened — there cairn* to the island a young gentleman who was so 
kind as to take this ignorant girl — me — in hand, and to fill her 
empty head with all kinds of great and noble thoughts. He was 
an artist by profession. Oh ! an artist filled with ardour and with 
ambition. He would be satisfied with nothing short of the best : 
he taught me that none of us ought to be satisfied till we have 
attained our full stature, and grown as tall as we possibly can. It 
made that ignorant girl's heart glow only to hear him talk, because 
she had never heard such talk before. Then he left her, and came 
back no more. But presently the chance came to this girl, as you 
have heard, and she was able to leave the island and go where she 
could find masters and teachers. It is five years ago. And always, 
every day, Roland ' — her lip quivered — ' I have said to myself, 
" My first master is growing taller — taller — taller — every day— I 
must grow as tall as I can, or else when I meet him again I shall 
be too insignificant for him to notice." Always I have thought 
how I should meet him again. So tall, so great, so wonderful !' 

Effie remarked that while Armorel addressed Roland she did 
not look at him until the last words, when she turned and faced 
him with eyes running over. The man's head dropped : his fingers 
played with the drawings : he made no reply. 

' In the evening,' Armorel went on, ' we used to have music. 
I played only the old-fashioned tunes then that Justinian Tryeth 
taught me — do you remember the tunes, Roland? 1 will play one 
for you again.' She took a violin out of the case and began to tune 
the strings. ' This is my old fiddle. It has been Justinian's — 
and his father's before him. I have had other instruments since 
then, but I love the old fiddle best.' She drew her bow across the 
strings. ' I can play much better now, Roland. And 1 have much 
better music ; but I will play only the old tunes, because I want 
you to remember quite clearly those two who walked and talked 
and sailed together. It is so easy for you to forget that young man. 
But I remember him very well indeed.' She drew the bow across 
the strings again. ' Now we are in the old room, while the old 
people are sitting ronr.d the firn. Effie, dear, put the shade over 

tt2 
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the lamp and turn it low — so — now we are all sitting in the fire- 
light, just as it used to be on Samson— see the red light dancing 
about the walls. It fills your eyes and makes them glow, Roland, 
Oh ! we are back again. "What are you thinking of, artist, while 
the music falls upon your ears ? — while I play — what shall I play ? 
' ' Dissembling Love," which others call " The Lost Heart " ? ' She 
played it with the old spirit, but far more than the old delicacy and 
feeling. ' You remember that, Roland 1 Do you hear the lapping 
of the waves in Porth Bay and the breakers over Shark Point ? Or 
is it too rustic a ditty 1 I will play you something better, but still 
the old tunes.' She played first ' Prince Rupert's March,' and then 
'The Saraband' — great and lofty airs to one who can play them 
greatly. While she played Effic watched. In Armorel's eyes she 
read a purpose. This was no mere play. The man she called her 
master listened, sitting at the table, the sketches spread out before 
him, ill at ease, and as one in a troubled dream. 

' Do you see him again, that young man 1 ' Armorel asked. 
' It makes one happy only to think of such a young man. He 
knew the dangers before him. " The Way of Wealth," he said 
once, " and the Way of Pleasure draw men as if with ropes." But 
he was so strong and steadfast. Nothing would turn him from his 
way. Not Pleasure, not Wealth, not anything mean or low. There 
was never any young man so noble. Oh ! Do you remember him, 
Roland ? Tell me — tell me — do you remember him ? ' 

Over the pictures on the table he bowed his head. But he 
made no reply. Then Effie, watching the glittering tears in 
Armorel's eyes and the bowed head of the man, stole softly out of 
the room and closed the door. 

Armorel put down her fiddle. She drew nearer to the man. 
His head sank lower. She stood over him, tall and queenly, as the 
Muse stood over Alfred de Musset. She laid her hand upon his 
shoulder. 

' That old spirit is not dead, but sleeping, Roland. You have 
not driven it forth. It is your own still. You have only silenced 
its voice for a while. You think that you have killed it ; but you 
remember it still. Thank God ! it has been only sleeping. If it 
were dead you would not remember. Let it wake again. Oh ! 
Roland— let it wake again— again. Oh! Roland— Roland— my 
friend and Master ' She could say no more. 

The man raised his head. It is a shameful and a terrible thing 
to see the face of a man who is disgraced and conscious of his 
shame. Perhaps it is worse to see the face of a man who is dis- 
graced and is unconscious of his shame. He looked round, and 
saw the tears in the girl's eyes and the quivering of her lips. 

' The man you remember,' he said hoarsely, ' is dead and buried. 
He died three years ago and more. Another man — a poor and 
mean creature — walks about in his shape. He is unworthy to K< 
In your presence Suffer hipi to go, and think of him no longer ' 
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' Not another man, because you remember the former. Roland, 
come back, my old friend ; come back ! ' 

4 It is too late.' But he wavered. 

' It is never too late. Oh ! I wonder — was it the Way of 
Pleasure or was it the Way of Wealth ? ' 

'Do I look,' he asked bitterly, 'as if it was the Way of 
Pleasure ? ' 

4 It is not too late, Roland. You have sinned agahrt yourself. 
If it were too late you would be happy after the kind of those who 
can live in sin and be happy. Since you are not happy, it is not 
too late. The doors of heaven stand open night and day for all.' 

* You talk the old language, Armorel.' 

' It is the language of my soul. I will say the same thing in 
any tongue you please, so that you understand me.' 

' To go back — to begin all over again — to go on as if the last 
three years had never been ' 

' Yes — yes — as if they had never been ! That is best. As if 
they had never been.' 

' Armorel, do you know,' he asked her quickly — ' do you know 
the thing — the Awful Thing — that I have done ? ' 

' Do not tell me. Never tell me.' 

' Some day, I think I must. What shall I say, now ? ' 

4 Say that your footsteps are turned in the old way, Roland.' 

4 He pushed back the chair and stood up. Now, if they had 
been measured, he would have proved four inches and a half taller 
than the girl, for he was half an inch short of six feet, and she 
was exactly five feet seven. Yet as they stood face to face, it 
seemed to him — and to her as well — as if she towered over him by 
as many inches as separate the tallest woman from the smallest 
man. Nature thus accommodates herself to the mental condition 
of the moment. 

The small man, however, did a very strange thing. He drew 
forth a pocket-book and took from it what Armorel perceived to be 
a cheque. This he deliberately tore across twice, and threw the 
fragments into the fire. 

' You do not understand this act, Armorel. It is the turning 
of the footstep.' 

She took his hand and pressed it. 'I pray,' she said, 4 that 
the way may prove less thorny than you think ! ' 

Nature, again accommodating herself, caused the small, mean 
man to grow suddenly several inches. There was still a goodly 
difference between the two, but it was lessened. More than that, 
the man continued to grow ; and his face was brighter, and his 
eyes less haggard. 

' I will go now, Armorel,' he Raid. 

4 You will come again— soon 1 ' 

4 Not yet. I will come again, when the Bitame of the prestnft 
belongs to the past.' 
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1 No. You shall come often. But of past or present we will 
speak no more. Tell me, in your own good time, Roland, how 
you fare. But do not desert your old pupil. Come to see me 
often.' 

He bowed his head and went away. 

'Effie,' said Armorel, presently, 'I cannot tell you what all 
this means.' 

'It means a man who has fallen,' said the girl, wise with 

Eoetic instinct. ' Anyone could see failure and shame written on 
is face. It ought to be a noble face, but something has gone 
out of it. You knew him long ago— when he was different — and 
you tried to bring him to his old self. Oh ! Armorel — you are 
wonderful — you were his better spirit — you were his muse — calling 
him back.' 

She laid her hand In Armorel's. They stood together in 
silence. Then Armorel spoke. 

'I feared it was quite another man — a new man — a stranger 
that I had found. But it was not. It was the same man after 
nil.' 

Effie stooped and picked up a fragment of paper lying on the 
hearth. ' Mr. Feilding's signature,' she said, unthinking. At 
times, when one is moved, trifles sometimes seem to acquire im- 
portance. 

' That ? It is a part of a cheque which he tore up. Erne, 
dear — it was good of you to go away and leave us when you did. 
Perhaps he would not have spoken so freely if you had been here. 
Oh ! he is the same man, after all. He has come back to me. Effie, 
tell me ; but you know no more than I. If you once loved a man, 
and if you suffered the thought of him to lie in your heart for years, 
and if you filled him with all the virtues that there are, and if he 

grew in your heart to be a knight perfect at all points ' 

' Well, Armorel ? ' For she stopped, and Effie took her hand. 
• Oh ! Effie,' she replied, with glowing cheeks ; ' could you ever 
afterwards love another man ? Could you ever cease to love that 
man of your imagination 1 Could any meaner man content you ? 
For my part — never 1 — never I — never ! ' 

CHAPTER IX 

TO MAKE HIM HAPFT 

' Shaj.l we discuss Mr. Feilding any longer ? ' Armorel asked, with 
it little impatience. ' It really seems as if we had nothing to talk 
about but the perfections of this incomparable person.' It was in 
the evening. Armorel had discovered, already, that the evenings 
spent at home in the society of her companion were both long and 
dull ; that they had nothing to talk about ; that Zoe regarded every 
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iingle subject from a point of view which was not her own ; and 
that both in conversation and in personal intercourse she was 
having a great deal more than she desired of Mr. Alec Feilding. 
Therefore, she was naturally a little impatient. One cannot every 
evening go and sit alone in the study : one cannot play the violin 
all the evening : and one cannot reduoe a companion to absolute 
silence. 

Zoe, who had been talking into the fire from her cushions, 
turned her fluffy head, opened her blue eyes wide, and looked, not 
reproachfully but sorrowfully and with wonder, at a girl who could 
hear too much about Alec Feilding. 

' Let me talk — just a little — sometimes — of my best friend, 
Armorel, dear. If you only knew what Alec has been to me and 
to my lost lover — my Jerome ! ' 

' Forgive me, Zoe. Go on talking about him.' 

' How quiet and cosy,' she murmured, in reply, ' this room is 
In the evening ! It makes one feel virtuous only to think of the 
cold wind and the cold people outside. This heaven is surely a 
reward for the righteous. It is enough only to lie in the warmth 
without talking. But the time and the place invite confidences. 
Armorel, I am going to repose a great confidence in you — a secret 
plan of my own. And you are so very, very sympathetic when you 
please, dear child — especially when Effie is here — I wonder if she 
is worth it ? — that you might spare me a little of your sympathy.' 

' My dear Zoe' — Armorel felt a touch of remorse — she had been 
unsympathetic — ' you shall have all there is to spare. But what 
kind of sympathy do you want 1 You were talking of Mr. Feild- 
ing — not of yourself.' 

' Yes — and that is of myself in a way.* I know you will not mis- 
understand me, dear. You will not imagine that I am — well, in 
love with Alec, when I confess to you that I think a very great 
deal about him.' 

' I never thought so, at all,' said Armorel. 

Zoe's eyes opened for a moment and gleamed. It was a doubt- 
ful saying. Why should not she be in love with Alec, or Aleo with 
her ? But Armorel knew nothing about love. 

'When a woman has loved once, dear,' she murmured, 'her 
heart is gone. My love-passages,' she put her handkerchief to her 
eyes — to some women the drawing-room is the stage — ' my love- 
story, dear, is finished and done. My heart is in the grave with 
Jerome. But this you cannot understand. I think so much of 
Alec — first, because he has been all goodness to me ; and, next, 
because he is so wonderfully clever.' 

' Talk about him, Zoe, as long as you please.' 

' If he had been an ordinary man,' she went on, ' I should have 
been equally grateful, I suppose. But there it would have ended. 
To be under a debt of gratitude to such a man as Alec makes one 
long to do something in return. And, besides, there are so very, 
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very few goed men in the world that it does one *eod only to talk 
about them.' J 

' I suppose that Mr. Feilding is really a man of great genius,* 
eaid Armorel. * I confess he seems to me rather ponderous in his 

r^™^ * ?f y ' duU " From g enius one expects the unexpected.' 
Dull ? Oh, no ! A little constrained in his manner. That 
comes from his excessive sensibility. But dull ?— oh, no I ' 

' He seemed dull at the theatre last night.' 

'It was a curious coincidence meeting him there, was it not?' 

4 1 thought you must have told him that you were going.' 

4 No, no ; quite a coincidence. And he so seldom goes to a 
theatre. The badness of the acting, he says, irritates his nerves to 
such a degree that it sometimes spoils his work for a week. And 
yet he is actually going to bring out a play himself. There is a 
paragraph in the paper about it — his own paper. Give it to me, 
dear ; it is on the sofa. Thank you.' She read the paragraph, 
which we already know. ' What do you think of that, Armorel ?' 

' Isn't it rather arrogant — about good men turning out good 
work ? ' 

' My dear, genius can afford to be arrogant. True genius is 
always impatient of small people and of stupidities. It suffers its 
contempt to be seen, and that makes the stupidities cry out about 
arrogance. Even the most stupid can cry out, you see. But think. 
He is going to add a new wreath to his brow. He is already known 
as a poet, a novelist, a painter, an essayist, and now he is to become 
a dramatist. He really is the cleverest man in the whole world.' 

Armorel expressed none of the admiration that was expected. 
She was wondering whether, if Mr. Feilding had not been quite so 
clever, he might not have been quite so heavy and didactic in con- 
versation. Less clever people, perhaps, are more prodigal of their 
cleverness, and give away some of it in conversation. Perhaps the 
very clever want it all for their books. 

' I said I would give you his poems,' Zoe continued. ' I bought 
the book for you — the second series, which is better than the first. 
It is on the piano, dear ; that little parcel, thank you.' She 
opened the parcel and disclosed a dainty little volume in white 
and gold. It was illustrated by a small etching of the poet's 
head for a frontispiece. It was printed in beautiful new type 
on thick paper — the kind called hand-made — the edges left ragged. 
There were about a hundred and twenty pages, and on every two 
pages there was a single poem. These were not arranged in any 
order or sequence of thought. They were all separate. The poet 
showed knowledge of contemporary manners in serving up bo small 
a dish of verse. Fifty or sixty short poems is quite as much as the 
reader of poetry will stand in these days. 

Armorel turned over the pages and began to read them. 
Strange ! How could a man so ponderous, bo pompous in hi» 
conceit, so dogmatic, so self-conscious, write such pretty, easy- 
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flowing numbers? The metres fitted the subject; the rhymes 
were apt, the cadence true, the verses tripped light and graceful 
like a maiden dancing. 

' How could such a man,' she cried, 4 get a touch so light? It 
is truly wonderful.' 

' I told you so, dear. He is altogether wonderful.' 

She went on reading. Presently she cried out, 'Why ! he 
writes like a woman. Only a woman could have written these 
lines.' She read them out. ' It is a woman's hand, and a woman's 
way of thinking.' 

'That shows his genius. No one except Alec — or a woman — 
could have said just that thing in just that manner.' 

Armorel closed the volume. ' I think,' she said, ' that I like a 
man to write like a man and a woman like a woman.' 

' Then,' Baid Zoe, ' how is a novelist to make a woman talk ? ' 

' He makes his women talk like women if he can. But when 
he speaks himself it must be with the voice of a man. In these 
poems it is the poet who speakB, not any character, man or 
woman.' 

' You will like the poems better as you read them. They will 
grow upon you. And you will find the poet himself — not a woman, 
but a man — in his verses. It helps one so much to understand the 
verses when you know the poet. I think I could almost under- 
stand Browning if I had ever known him. Think of Alec when you 
read his verses.' 

'Yes,' said Armorel, still without enthusiasm. 

' You said we were talking about nothing else, dear,' Zoe went 
on. ' I talk so much of him because I respect and revere him so 
much. I have known Alec a long time' — she lay back with her 
head turned from her companion, talking softly into the fire, as if 
she was communing with herself. ' He is, though you do not 
understand it yet, a man of the most highly strung and sensitive 
nature. The true reason why he talks ponderously — as you call 
it, Armorel — is that he is conscious of the traps into which this 
very sensitiveness of his may lead him : for instance, he may say, 
before persons unworthy of his confidence, things which they 
would most likely misunderstand. It is simply wicked to cast 
pearls before swine. A poet, more than any other man, must be 
quite sure of his audience before he gives himself away. I assure 
you, when Alec feels himself alone with his intimates — a very little 
eircle — his talk is brilliant.' 

'We are unlucky, then,' said Armorel, still without enthu- 
siasm. 

' Another thing may make him seem dull. He is always pre- 
occupied, always thinking about his work : his mind is over- 
charged.' 

'I thought he was always in society — a great diner-out ? ' 

'He is. Society brings him relief. The Inanities of social 
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Intercourse rest his brain. Without this rest he would be 
crushed.' 

' I see,' said Armorel, coldly. 

'Then there is that other side of him — of which you know 
nothing. My dear, he is constantly thinking of others. His 
private life — but I must not tell too much. Not only the cleverest 
man in London, but the best.' 

Armorel felt guilty. She had not, hitherto, looked upon this 
phoenix with the reverence which was due to so great a creature. 
Nay, she did not like him. She was repelled rather than attracted 
by him. She liked him less every time she met him. And this was 
oftener than she desired. Somehow or other, they were always 
meeting. On some pretext or other he was always calling. And 
certainly for the last few days Zoe was unable to talk about 
anything else. The genius, the greatness of this man seemed to 
overwhelm her. 

' And now, my dear,' she went on, still talking about him, ' for 
my little confidences. I have a great scheme in my head. Oh ! a 
very great scheme indeed.' She turned round and sat up, looking 
Armorel full in the face. Her eyes under her fluffy hair were 
large and luminous, when she lifted them. Oftener, they were 
large but sleepy eyes. Now they were quite bright. She was 
wide awake and she was in earnest. ' I have spoken to no one 
but you about it as yet. Perhaps you and I can manage it all by 
ourselves.' 

'What is it?' 

' You and I, dear, you and I, we two — we can be so associated 
and bound up in the life of the poet-painter as to be for ever 
joined with his name. Petrarch and Laura are not more closely 
connected than we may be with Alec Feilding, if you only join 
with me.' 

' First tell me what it is — this plan of yours.' 
' It is nothing less than just to relieve him, once for all, from 
his business cares.' 

' Has he business cares 1 ' 

' They take up his precious time. They weigh upon his mind. 
Why should such a man have any business at all to look after? ' 

' Well, but,' said Armorel, refusing to rise to this tempting 
bait, ' why does such a man allow himself to have business cares, 
if they worry him 1 ' 

' It is the conduct of his journal, my dear.' 
' But other authors and painters do not conduct journals. Why 
should he 1 I believe that successful writers and artists make very 
large incomes. If he is so successful, why does he trouble about 
managing a paper 1 That is certainly work that can be done by a 
man of inferior brain.' 

' You are so matter-of-fact, dear. The paper is his own, and 
he thinks, I suppose, that nobody but himself could edit the thing. 
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Leave poor Alec one or two human weaknesses. He may think 
this, and yet make no allowance for his own shrinking and sensitive 
nature.' 

Certainly Armorel had seen no indications in this poet-painter 
of the shrinking nature. It was very carefully concealed. 

' Of course,' Zoe continued, ' you hardly know him. But his 
genius you do know. And the business worries that are insepa- 
rable from a journal are a serious hindrance to his higher work. 
Believe me, dear, even if you do not understand why it should be 

BO.' 

' I can very well believe it — I only ask why Mr. Feilding alone, 
among authors and painters, should hamper himself with such 
worries.' 

' Well, dear — there they are. And I have formed a plan- 
On ! ' — she clasped her hands and opened her eyes wide — ' such a 
plan ! The best and the cleverest plan in the world for the best 
and the cleverest man in the world ! But I want your help.' 

* What can I do 1 ' 

' I will tell you. First of all. You must remember that Alec 
is the sole proprietor, as well as the editor of this journal — The 
Muses Nine. It is his property. He created it. But the business 
management of the paper worries him. My plan, Armorel — my 
plan ' — she spoke and looked most impressive — ' will relieve him 
altogether of the work.' 

' Yes— and how do I come into your plan 1 ' 

4 This way. I have found out, through a person of business, 
that if he would sell a share — say a quarter, or an eighth — of his 
paper he would be able to put the business part of it into paid 
hands — the people who do nothing else. Now, Armorel, we will 
buy that share — you and I between us will buy it. You shall 
advance the whole of the money, and I will pay you back half. 
The price will be nothing to you. That is, it will be a great deal, 
because the investment will be such a splendid thing, and the 
returns will be so brilliant. You will increase your income 
enormously, and you will have the satisfaction ' — she paused, 
because, though she was herself more animated, earnest, and 
eloquent with voice and eyes, and though she threw so much per- 
miasion into her manner, the tell-tale face of the girl showed no 
kindling light of response at all — ' the satisfaction,' she continued, 
* of feeling that such a help to Literature and Art will make us both 
immortal. 

Armorel made no reply. She was considering the proposition 
coldly, and it was one of those things which must be considered 
without enthusiasm. 

' As for money,' Zoe continued, with one more attempt to 
awaken a responsive fire, ' I have found out what will be wanted. 
Fur three thousand five hundred pounds we can get this share in 
the paper. Only three thousand fivp hundred pounds ! That is 
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ao more than one thousand seven hundred and fifty pour.ds apiece ! 
I shall insist upon having my share in the investment, because I 
should grudge you the whole of the work. As for the returns, I 
have been well advised of that. Of course, Alec is beyond all 
paltry desire for gain, and he might ask a great deal more. But 
he leaves everything to his advisers — and oh 1 my dear, he must 
on no account know — yet — who is doing this for him. Afterwards, 
we will break it to him gradually, perhaps, when he has quite re- 
covered from the worries and is rested. If we think of returns, 
ten, twenty, even fifty per cent, may be expected as the paper gets 
on. Think of fifty per cent. ! ' 

' No,' said Armorel. ' Let us, too, be above paltry desire for 
gain. Let those who do want more money go in for this business. 
If your advice is correct, Mr. Feilding can have no difficulty at all 
in selling a share of the paper. People who want more money will 
be only too eager to buy it.' 

' My dear child, everybody wants more money.' 

' I have quite enough. But why do you ask me to join you, 
Zoe ? I do not know Mr. Feilding, except as an acquaintance. He 
is, I dare say, all that you think. But I do not find him personally 
interesting. And there is no reason why I should pretend to be 
one of the train who follow him and admire him.' 

* But I want you — I want you, Armorel.' Zoe clasped her hands 
and lifted her eyes, humid now. But a woman's eyes move a girl 
less than a man. ' I want you, and none but you, to join me in 
this. We two alone will do it. It will be such a splendid thing to 
do ! Nothing short of the rescue of the finest and most poetic 
mind of the day from sordid cares and worries. Think of what 
future ages will say of you ! ' 

Armorel laughed. ' Indeed ! ' she said. ' This kind of immor- 
tality does not tempt me very much. But, Zoe, it is really useless 
to urge me. I could not do this, if I would. And truly I would 
not if I could ; for I made a promise to Mr. Jagenal, when I came 
of age the other day, that I would not lend or part with any 
money without taking his advice ; and that I would not change 
any of his investments without consulting him. I seem to know, 
beforehand, what he would say if I consulted him about this 
proposal.' 

'Then, my dear,' said Zoe, lying back in her cushions and 
turning her face to the fire, 'let us talk about the matter no 
more.' 

She had failed. From the outset she felt that she was going to 
fail. The man had had every chance. He had met the girl 
constantly: she had left him alone with her : but he had n>.t 
attracted her in the least. Well: she confessed, in spite of his 
cleverness, Alec had somewhat of a wooden manner : he was 
too authoritative ; and Armorel was too independent. She had 
failed. 
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Ariur-rel, for her part, remembered how her lawyer had warned 
her on the day when she became twenty-one and of age to manage 
her own affairs : all kinds of traps, he told her, are set to catch 
women who have got money in order to rob them of their money : 
they are besieged on every side, especially on the sides presumably 
the weakest : she must put on the armour of suspicion : she must 
never — never — never — here he held up a terrifying forefinger — 
enter into any engagement or promise, verbal or in writing, 
without consulting him. The memory of this warning made her 
uneasy — because it was her own companion, the lady appointed 
by her lawyer himself, who had made the first attempt upon 
her money. True, the attempt was entirely disinterested. There 
would be no gain to Zoe even if she were to accede : the 
proposal was prompted by the purest friendship. And yet she 
felt uneasy. 

As for the disinterested companion, she wrote a letter that 
very night. She said : ' I have made an attempt to get this money 
for you. It has failed. It was hopeless from the first. You have 
had your chance : you have been with the girl often enough to 
attract and interest her : yet she is neither attracted nor interested. 
1 have given her your poems : she says they ought to be the 
work of a woman : she likes the verse, but she cares nothing about 
the poet. Strange ! For my own part, I have been foolish enough 
to love the man, and to care not one brass farthing about his 
work. Your poems — your pictures — they all seem to me outside 
yourself, and not a part of you at all. Why it is so I cannot 
explain. Well, Alec, you planted me here, and I remain till you 
tell me I may go. It is not very lively : the girl and I have 
nothing in common : but it is restful and cosy, and I always did 
like comfort and warmth. And Armorel pays all the bills. What 
next, however ? Is there any other way ? What are my lord's 
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CHAPTER X 

THE SECEF.T OF THE TWO PICTURES 

A good many things troubled Armorel — the companion with whom 
she could not talk : her persistent praises of Mr Feilding : the 
conntant attendance of that illustrious genius — and she wanted 
advice. Generally, she was a self-reliant person, but these were 
new experiences. Effie, she knew, could not advise her. She might 
go to Mr. Jagenal ; but, then, elderly lawyers are not always 
ready to receive confidences from young ladies. Then she thought 
of her cousin Philippa, whom she had not seen since that first 
evening. Philippa looked trustworthy and judicious. She went 
to see her in the morning, when she would be alone. Philippa 
received her with the greatest friendliness. 

' If yuu re.i'ly would Like a talk about everything,' she said, 
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'come to my own room.' She led the way. 'Here we shall be 
quiet and undisturbed. It is the place where 1 practise every 
day. But I shall never be able to play like you, dear. Now 
take that chair and let us begin. First, why do you come so 
■eldom 1 ' 

' Frankly and truly, do you wish me to come often 1 ' 

* Frankly and truly, fair cousin, yes. But come alone. Mrs. 
Elstree and I were at school together, and we were not friends. 
That is all. I hope you like her for a companion.' 

' The first of my difficulties,' said Armorel, ' is that I do not. I 
Imagined when she came that it mattered nothing about her. You 
see, I have been for five years under masters and teachers, and I 
never thought anything about them outside the lesson. I thought 
my companion would be only another master. But she isn't. I 
have her company at breakfast, lunch, and dinner. And all the 
evening. I think I am wrong not to like her, because she is always 
good-tempered. Somehow, she jars upon me. She likes every- 
thing I do not care about — comic operas, dance music, French 
novels. She has no feeling for pictures, and her taste in literature 
is . . not mine. Oh, 1 am talking scandal. And she is so per- 
fectly inoffensive. Mostly she lies by the fire and either dozes or 
reads her French novels. All day long, I go about my devices. 
But there is the evening.' 

' This is rather unfortunate, Armorel, is it not ? ' 

4 If it were only for a month or two, one would not mind. Tell 
me, Philippa, how long must I have a companion 1 ' 

Philippa laughed. 'I dare say the question may solve itself 
before long. Women generally achieve independence —with the 
wedding ring — unless that brings worse slavery.' 

'No,' said Armorel, gravely, 'I shall not achieve independence 
that way.' 

' Not that way ? ' 

' Not by marrying ! ' 

' Why not, Armorel ? ' 

'You will not laugh at me, Philippa? I learned a long time 
ago that I could only marry one kind of man. And now I cannot 
find him.' 

' You did know such a man formerly 1 My dear, you are not 
going to let a childish passion ruin your own life.' 

' I knew a man who was, in my mind, this kind of man. He 
came across my life for two or three weeks. When he went 
away I kept his image in my mind, and it gradually grew as I grew 
— always larger and more beautiful. The more I learned— the 
more splendid grew this imasje. It was an Idol that 1 set up and 
worshipped for five long years. ' 

' And now your Idol is shattered ? ' 

' No ; the Idol remains. It is the man, who no longer corre- 
spond* to the Idol. The man who might have become this wonder* 



THE SECRET OF THE TWO PICTURES \1% 

lal linage is gone — and I can never love any other n.<n. de :u...;i. 
be iny Idol in the body.' 

' But, Armorel, thk is unreal. We are not angels. Men and 
women must take each other with their imperfections. ' 

' My Idol may have had his imperfections, too. Well, the man 
has gone. I am punished, perhaps, for setting up an Idol.' 

She was silent for awhile, and Philippa had nothing to say. 

' But about my companion 1 ' Armorel went on. ' When can i 
do without one 1 ' 

' There is nothing but opinion to consider. Opinion says that a 
young lady must not live alone.' 

' If one never hears what opinion says, one need not consider 
opinion perhaps.' 

' Well, but you could not go into society alone.' 

' That matters nothing, because I never go into society at all.' 

* Never go into society at all ? What do you mean ? ' 
' I mean that we go nowhere.' 

* Well, what are people about ? They call upon you, I suppose 1 ' 
' No ; nobody ever calls.' 

' But where are Mrs. Elstree's friends ? ' 

' She has no friends.' 

'Oh ! She has — or had — an immense circle of friends.' 

' That was before her father lost everything and killed himself. 
They were fair-weather friends.' 

' Yes, but one's own people don't run away because of misfor- 
tune.' Philippa looked dissatisfied with the explanation. ' My dear 
cousin, this must be inquired into. Your lawyer told me that Mrs. 
Elstree's large circle of friends would be of such service to you. 
Do you really mean that you go nowhere ? And your wonderful 
playing absolutely wasted ? And your face seen nowhere 1 Oh 1 it 
is intolerable that such a girl as you should be so neglected.' 

' I have other friends. There is Effie Wilmot and her brother 
who wants to become a dramatist. And I have found an old 
friend, an artist. I am not at all lonely. But in the evening, I 
confess, it is dull. I am not afraid of being alone. I have always 
been alone. But now I am not alone. I have to talk.' 

' And uncongenial talk.' 

'Now advise me, Philippa. Her talk is always on one subject 
— always the wonderful virtues of Mr. Feilding.' 

' My cousin Alec ? Yes ' — Philippa changed colour, and shaded 
her face with a hand-screen. ' I believe she knows him.' 

' Your cousin ? Oh ! I had forgotten. But it is all the better, 
because you know him. Philippa, I am troubled about him. For 
not only does Zoe talk about him perpetually, but he is alwa3's 
calling on one pretext or other. If I go to a picture-gallery, he ia 
there : if I walk in the park, I meet him : if I go to church — Zoe 
does not go — he meets me in the porch : if we go to the theatre, he 
is there.' 
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'* did . not think that Alec waa that kind of man,' said Philipp*. 
still keeping the hand-screen before her face. ' Are you mistaken 
perhaps ? Has he said anything V ' 

' No : he has said nothing. But it annoys me to have this man 
following me about— and— and— Philippa— he is your cousin— I 
know— but I detest him.' 

' Can you not show that you dislike his attentions ? If he will 
not understand that you dislike him— wait— perhaps he will speak 
—though I hardly think— you may be mistaken, dear. If he speaks, 
let your answer be quite unmistakable.' 

' Then I hope that he will speak to-morrow. Zoe wanted me to 
find some money in order to help him in some way— out of some 
worries.' 

'My dear child— I implore you— do not be drawn into any 
money entanglements. What does Zoe mean ? What does it all 
mean ? My dear, there is something here that I cannot understand. 
What can it mean 1 Zoe to help my cousin out of worries about 
money 1 Zoe ? What has Zoe to do with him and his worries ? ' 
' He has been very kind to her and to her husband.' 
'There is something we do not understand,' Philippa re- 
peated. 

' You are not angry with me for not liking your cousin ? ' 
' Angry ? No, indeed. He has been so spoiled with his success 
that I don't wonder at your not liking him. As for me, you know, 
it is different. I knew Alec before his greatness became visible. 
No one, in the old days, ever suspected the wonderful powers he 
has developed. When he was a boy, no one knew that he could 
even hold a pencil, nobody suspected him of making rhymes — and 
now see what he has done. Yet, after all, his achievements seem 
to me only like incongruous additions stuck on to a central house. 
Alec and painting don't go together, in my mind. Nor Alec and 
vers de soci£te\ Nor Alec and story-telling. In his youth he 
passed for a practical lad, full of common-sense and without 
imagination.' 

' Was he of a sensitive, highly nervous temperament ? ' 
' Not to my knowledge. He has been always, and is still, 1 
think, a man of a singularly calm and even cold temper — not in the 
least nervous nor particularly sensitive.' 

Armorel compared this estimate with that of her companion. 
Strange that two persons should disagree so widely in their estimate 
of a man. 

' Then, three or four years ago, he suddenly blossomed out into 
a painter. He invited his friends to his chambers. He told ua 
that he had a little surprise for us. And then he drew aside a cur- 
tain and disclosed the first picture he thought worthy of exhibition. 
It hangs on the wall above your head, Armorel, with its companion 
of the following year. Mv father bought them and gave them 
to me.' 
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Annorel got up to look at them. 

' Oh ! ' she cried. ' These are copies ! ' 

' Copies ? No. They are Alec's own original pictures. What 
makes you think they are copies 1 ' 

What made her think that they were copies was the very re- 
markable fact that both pictures represented scenes among the 
Scilly Isles : that in each of them was represented — herself — as a 
girl of fifteen or sixteen : that the sketches for both these pictures 
had been made in her own presence by the artist : that he was 
none other than Roland Lee : and that the picture she had seen in 
his studio was done by the same hand and in the same style as the 
two pictures before her. Of that she had no doubt. She had so 
trained her eye and hand that there could be no doubt at all of that 
fact. 

She stared, bewildered. Philippa, who was beside her looking 
at the pictures, went on talking without observing the sheer amaze- 
ment in Armorel's eyes. 

' That was his first picture,' she continued ; ' and this was the 
second. I remember very well the little speech he made while we 
were all crowding round the picture. "I am going," he said, "to 
make a new departure. You all thought I was just following the 
beaten road at the Bar. Well, I am trying a new and a shorter way 
to success. You see my first effort." It was difficult to believe our 
eyes. Alec a painter ? One might as well have expected to find 
Alec a poet : and in a few months he was a poet : and then a story- 
teller. And his poetry is as good as it is made in these days ; and 
his short stories are as good a3 any of those by the French 
writers.' 

' What is the subject of this picture ? ' Armorel asked with an 
effort. 

' The place is somewhere on the Cornish coast, I believe. He 
always paints the same kind of picture— always a rocky coast — a 
tossing sea— perhaps a boat — spray flying over the rocks — and 
always a girl, the same girl. There she is in both pictures — a 
handsome black-haired girl, quite young — it might be almost a 
portrait of yourself when you were younger, Armorel.' 

' Almost,' said Armorel. 

' This girl is now as well known to Alec's friends as Wouver- 
mann's white horse. But no one knows the model.' 

Armorel's memory went back to the day when Roland made 
that sketch. She stood — so — just as the painter had drawn her, 
on a round boulder, the water boiling and surging at her feet and 
the white foam running up. Behind her the granite rock, grey 
jiiid black. How could she ever forget that sketch 1 

'Alec is wonderful in his seas,' Philippa went on. 'Look at 
the bright colour and the clear transparency of the water. You can 
feel it rolling at your feet. Upon my word, AnnoraL. the girl is 
really like yon.' 
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• A little, perhaps. Yes ; they are good pictures, Philips 
The man who painted them is a painter indeed.' 

She sat down again, still bewildered. 

Presently she heard Philippa's voice. ' What is it ? ' she asked. 
'You have become deaf and dumb. Are you ill ? ' 

' No— I am not ill. The sight of those pictures set me think- 
ing. I will go now, Philippa. If he speaks to me I will reply so 
that there can be no mistake. But if he persists in following me 
about, I will ask you to interfere.' 

'If necessary,' Philippa promised her. 'I will interfere for 
you. But there is something in all this which I do not understand. 
Come again soon, dear, and tell me everything.' 

When they began this talk, one girl was a little troubled, but 
not much. The other was free from any trouble. When they 
parted, both girls were troubled. 

One felt, vaguely, that danger was in the air. Zoe meant 
something by constantly talking about her cousin Alec. What 
understanding was there between him and that woman — that 
detestable woman ? 

The other walked home in a doubt and perplexity that drove 
everything else out of her head. What did those pictures mean ? 
Had Roland given away his sketches ? Was there another painter 
who had the very touch of Roland as well as his sketches \ No, 
no ; it was impossible. 

Suddenly she remembered something on the fragment of paper 
that Effie picked up. The corner of the torn cheque — even the 
signature of Alec Feilding. What did that mean? Why had 
Roland torn up a cheque signed by Mr. Feilding] Why had he 
called that act the turning of the footstep ? 

CHAPTER XI 

A CRITIC ON TRUTH 

Owe painter may make use of another man's sketches for his own 
pictures. The thing is conceivable, though one cannot recall, and 
there is no record of, any such case. It is, perhaps, possible. 
Portrait-painters have employed other men to paint backgrounds 
and even hands and drapery. Now, the two pictures hanging in 
Philippa's room were most certainly painted from Roland's sketches. 
If there were any room for doubt the figure of Armorel herself in 
the foreground removed that doubt. Therefore, Roland must have 
lent his sketches to Mr. Feilding. What else did he lend 1 Can 
one man lend another his eye, his hand, his sense of colour, his 
touch, his style ? There was once, I seem to have read, a man who 
sold his soul to the only Functionary who buys such things, anu 
keeps a stock of them second-hand, on the condition that he shoulii 
be able to paint, an well an +n« >T«uiorta! Ralhfillo. He obtain^ 
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his wish, because the Devil always keeps his bargain to the letter, 
with the result that, instead of winning the imperishable wreath 
for himself that he expected, he was never known at all, and his 
pictures are now sold as those of the master whose works they so 
miraculously resemble. Armorel had perhaps heard this story some- 
where. Could the cleverest man in all London have made a similar 
transaction, taking Roland Lee for his model? If so, the Devil 
had not cheated him at all, and he got out of the bargain all he 
expected, because he not only painted quite as well as his master, 
and in exactly the same style, so that it was impossible to distin- 
guish between them, but, which the other unfortunate did not get, 
all the credit was given to him, while the original model or master 
languished in obscurity. 

It was obvious to a trained eye, at very first sight, that the style 
of the pictures was that of Roland Lee. He had a style of his 
own. The first mark of genius in any art is individuality. His 
style was no more to be imitated in painting than the style of 
Robert Browning can be followed in poetry. Painters there are 
who have been imitated and have created a school of imitators : 
even these can always be distinguished from their copyists. The 
subtle touch of the master, the personal presence of his hand, can- 
not be copied or imitated. In these two pictures the hand of 
Roland was clearly, unmistakably visible. The light thrown over 
them, the atmosphere with which they were charged — everything 
was his. He had caught the September sunshine as it lies over 
and enfolds the Scilly Islands — who should know that soft and 
golden light better than Armorel ? — he had caught the transparen- 
cies of the seas, the shining yellows of the sea-weed, the browns 
and purples of bramble and fern, the greyness and the blackness of 
the rock : you could hear the rush of the water eddying among the 
boulders ; you could see the rapid movement of the sea-gulls' wings 
as they swept along with the wind. Could another, even with the 
original sketches lying before him, even with skill and feeling of 
his own, reproduce these things in Roland's own individual style 1 

' No,' she cried, but not aloud ; ' I know these pictures. They 
are not his at all. They are Roland's.' 

Every line of thought that she followed — to write these down 
would be to produce another ' Ring and Book ' — in her troubled 
meditations after the discovery led her to the same conclusion. It 
was that at which she had arrived in a single moment of time, 
without argument or reasoning, and at the very first sight of the 
pictures. The tirst thought is always right. ' They are Roland s 
pictures' — that was the first rhought. The second thought brings 
along the doubts, suggests objections, endeavours to be judicial, 
deprecates haste, and calls for the scales. ' They cannot,' said the 
second thought, ' be Roland's paintings, because Mr. Feilding 
says they are his.' The third thought, which is the first strength- 
ened by evidence, declared emphatically that they were Roland's, 

n 2 
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whatever Mr. Feilding might say, and could be the work of none 
other. 

Therefore, the cleverest man in all London, according to every- 
body, the best and most generous and most honourable, according 
to Armorel's companion, was an impostor and a Liar. Never before 
had she ever heard of such a Liar. 

Armorel, it is true, knew but little of the crooked paths by 
which many men perform this earthly pilgrimage from the world 
which is to the world which is to come. Children born on Samson 
— nay, even those also of St. Mary's — have few opportunities of 
observing these ways. That is why all Scillonians are perfectly 
honest : they do not know how to cheat — even those who might 
wish to become dishonest, if they knew. In her five years' 
apprenticeship the tree of knowledge had dropped some of its bale- 
ful fruit at Armorel's feet : that cannot be avoided even in a con- 
vent garden. Yet she had not eaten largely of the fruit, nor with 
the voracity that distinguishes many young people of both sexes 
when they get hold of these apples. In other words, she only knew 
of craft and falsehood in general terms, as they are set forth in the 
Gospels and by the Apostles, and especially in the Book of Revela- 
tion, which expressly states the portion of liars. Yet, even with 
this slight foundation to build upon, Armorel was well aware that 
here was a fraud of a most monstrous character. Surely, there 
never was, before this man, any man in the world who dared to 
present to the world another man's paintings, and to call them his 
own ? Men and women have claimed books which they never wrote 
— witness the leading case of the false George Eliot and the story 
told by Anthony Trollope ; men have pretended to be well-known 
writers — did I not myself once meet a man in an hotel pretending 
to be one of our most genial of story-tellers ? Men have written 
things and pretended that they were the work of famous hands. 
Literature— alas !— hath many impostors. But in Art the record 
is clean. There are a few ghosts, to be sure, here and there- 
sporadic spectres! — but they are obscure and mostly unknown. 
Armorel had never heard or seen any of them. Surely there never 
before was any man like unto this man ! 

And, apart from the colossal impudence of the thing, she began 
to consider the profound difficulties in carrying it out. Because, 
you see, no one man, unaided, could carry it through. It requires 
the consent, the silence, and the active— nay, the zealous— co- 
operation of another man. And how are you to get that man ? 

In order to get this other man— this active and zealous fellow- 
conspirator — you must find means to persuade him to sacrifice every 
single thing that m en care for — honour, reputation, success. He must 
be satisfied to pursue Art, actually and literally, for Art's own sake. 
This is, I know, a rule of conduct preached by every art critic, every 
resthete, every lecturer or writer on Art. Yet observe what it may 
lead to. Was there, for instance, an unknown genius who gav« 
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his work to Giotto, with permission to call it his own ? And was 
that obscure genius content to sit and watch that work in the crowd, 
unseen and unsuspected, while he murmured praises and thanks- 
giving for the skill of hand and eye which had been given to him, 
but claimed by that other young man, Messer Giotto ? Did Turner 
have his ghost 1 Sublime sacrifice of self ! So to pursue Art for 
Art's sake as to give your pictures to another man by which he may 
rise to honour — even, it may be, to the Presidency of the Royal 
Academy, contented only with the consciousness of good and sincere 
work, and with the possession of mastery ! It is beyond us : we 
cannot achieve this greatness — we cannot rise to this devotion. 
Art hath no such votaries. By what persuasions, then — by what 
bribes — was Roland induced to consent to his own suicide — ignoble, 
secret, and shameful suicide ? 

He must have consented ; in no other way could the thing be 
done. He must have agreed to eliace himself — but not out of pure 
devotion to Art. Not so. The Roland of the past survived still. 
The burning desire for distinction and recognition still flamed in 
his soul. The bitterness and shame with which he spoke of himself 
proved that his consent had been wrung from him. He was ashamed. 
Why ? Because another bore the honours that should be his. Be- 
cause he was a bondman of the impostor. Of this Armorel was 
certain. Roland Lee — the man whom for five long years she had 
imagined to be marching from triumph to triumph — conqueror of 
the world — had sold himself — for what consideration she knew not 
— hand and eye, genius and brain, heart and soul — had sold him- 
self into slavery. He had consented to a monstrous and m< >st im- 
pudent fraud ! And the man who stood before the canvas in public, 
writing his name in the corner, was — the noun appellative, the 
proper noun — belonging to such an act. And her own friend — her 
gallant hero of Art — what else was he in this conspiracy of two ? 
You cannot persuade a woman — such is the poverty of the feminine 
imagination — to call a thing like this by any other name than its 
plain, simple, and natural one. A man may explain away, find 
excuses, make suggestions, point out extenuating circumstances, 
show how the force of events destroys free will, and propose a 
surplice and a golden crown for the unfortunate victim of fate, 
instead of bare shoulders and the nine-clawed cat. But a woman 
— never. If the thing done is a Lie, the man who did it is a 

'Armorel,' said her companion — it was in the afternoon, and 
she had been dozing after her lunch — ' what is the matter ? You 
have been sitting in the window, which has a detestable view of a 
dismal street, for two long hours without talking. At lunch you 
sat as if in a dream. Are you ill 1 Has anything happened ? Has 
the respectable Mr. Jagenal robbed you of your money? Has 
Philippa been saying amiable things about me ? ' 

'I have found out something which has disquieted me beyond 
expression,' said Armorel, gravely. 
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Zoe changed colour. ' Heavens ! '—she laughed curiously. 
'What has come out now? Anything about me? One never 
knows what may come out next. It is very odd what a lot of things 
may be said about everybody.' 

' My discovery has nothing to do with you, at least — no, nothing 
at all' 

' That is reassuring. ' It certainly was, as everybody knows who 
does not wish the curtain to draw up once again on the earlier and 
half-forgotten scenes of the play. ' Perhaps it might relieve you, 
dear, if you were to tell me. But do not think I am curious. 
Besides, I dare say I could tell you more than you could tell me. Is 
it about Philippa's hopeless attachment for the man who will never 
marry her, and her cruelty to the reverend gentleman who will ? ' 

' No — no : it is nothing about Philippa. I know nothing about 
any attachments.' 

' Well, you will tell me when you please.' Zoe relapsed into 
warmth and silence. But she watched the girl from under her 
heavy eyelids. Something had happened — something serious. 
Armorel pursued her meditations, but in a different line. She now 
remembered that the leader in this Fraud was the man whom Zoe 
professed to honour above all other living men : could she tell this 
disciple what she had discovered ? One might as well inform 
Kadysha that her prophet Mohammed was an epileptic impostor. 
And, again, he was Philippa's first cousin, and she regarded him 
with pride, if not — as Zoe suggested — with a warmer feeling still. 
How could she bring this trouble upon Philippa ? 

And, again, it was Roland's secret. How could she reveal a 
thing which would cover him with ridicule and discredit for the 
rest of his life ? She must be silent for the sake of everybody. 

'Zoe,' she sprang to her feet, 'don't ask me anything more. 
Forget what I said. It is not my own secret.' 

' My dear child,' Zoe murmured, ' if nobody has run away with 
your money, and if you have found out no mares' nests about me, 
I don't mind anything. I have already quite forgotten. Why 
should I remember ? ' 

' Of course,' Armorel repeated impatiently — this companion of 
hers often made her impatient — 'there is nothing about you. It 
concerns ' 

' Mr. Feilding.' 

It was only an innocent maid who opened the door to announce 
an afternoon caller ; but Armorel started, for really it was the right 
completion to her sentence, though not the completion she meant to 
make. 

He came in — the man of whom her mind was full — tall, hand- 
some, calm, and self-possessed. Authority sat, visible to all, upon 
his brow. His dress, his manner, his voice, proclaimed the man 
who had succeeded — who deserved to aucceed. Oil ! how could It 
be possible ? 
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Armorel mechanically gave him her hand, wondering. Then, 
^aite in the old style, and as a survival of Samson Island, there 
passed rapidly through her mind the whole procession of those texts 
which refer to liars. For the moment she felt curious and nervously 
excited, as one who should talk with a man condemned. Then she 
came back to London and to the exigencies of the situation. Yet it 
was really quite wonderful. For he sat down and began to talk for 
all the world as if he was a perfectly truthful person : and she rang 
the bell for tea, and poured it out for him, as if she knew nothing 
to the contrary. That he, being what he was, should so carry him- 
self ; that she, who knew everything, should sit down calmly and 
put milk and sugar in his tea, were two facts so extraordinary that 
her head reeled. 

Presently, however, she began to feel amused. It was like 
knowing beforehand, so that the mind is free to think of other 
things, the story and the plot of a comedy. She considered the 
acting and the make-up. And both were admirable. The part of 
successful genius could not be better played. One has known 
genius too modest to accept the position, happiest while sitting in a 
dark corner. Here, however, was genius stepping to the front and 
standing there boldly in sight of all, as if the place was his by the 
double right of birth and of conquest. 

He sat down and began to talk of Art. He seldom, indeed, 
talked about anything else. But Art has many branches, and he 
talked about them all. To-day, however, he discoursed on drawing 
and painting. He was accustomed to patient listeners, and there- 
fore he assumed that his discourse was received with respect, and 
cRd not observe the preoccupied look on the face of the girl to 
whom he discoursed — for Zoe made no pretence of listening, except 
when the conversation seemed likely to take a personal turn. Nor 
did he observe how from time to time Armorel turned her eyea 
upon him — eyes full of astonishment — eyea struck with amaze- 
ment. 

Presently he descended for awhile from the heights of principle 
to the lower level of personal topic. ' Mrs. Elstree tells me,' he 
said, smiling with some condescension, ' that you paint — of course 
as an amateur — as well as play. If you can draw as well as you can 
play you are indeed to be envied. But that is, perhaps, too much 
t' > be expected. Will you show me some of your work 1 And will 
you — without being offended — suffer me to be a candid critic 1 ' 

Armorel went gravely to her own room and returned with a 
small portfolio full of drawings which she placed before him, still 
with the wonder in her eyes. What would he say — this man who 
passed off another man's pictures for his own 1 She stood at the 
table over him, looking down upon him, waiting to see him betray 
himself — the first criminal person — tho first really wicked man — she 
had ever encountered in the flesh. 

' You are not afraid of the truth ? ' he asked, turning over the 
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sketches. 'In Art— truth— truth is everything. Without truth 
there is no Art. Truth and sincerity should be our aim in criticism 
as well as in Art itself.' 

Oh ! what kind of conscience could this man have who was able 
bo to talk about Art, seeing what manner of man he was ? Armorel 
glanced at Zoe, half afraid that he would convict himself in her 
presence. But she seemed asleep, lying back in her cushions. 

His remarks were judgments. Once pronounced, there was no 
appeal. Yet his judgments produced no effect upon the girl, not 
the least. She listened, she heard, she acquiesced in silence. 

Perhaps because he was struck with her coldness he left off ex- 
amining the sketches, and began a learned little discourse about 
composition and harmony, selection and grouping. He illustrated 
these remarks, not obtrusively, but quite naturally, by referring to 
his own pictures, appealing to Zoe, who lazily raised her head and 
murmured response, as one who knew it all beforehand. Now, as 
to the discourse itself, Armorel recognised every word of it already : 
she had read and had been taught these very things. It showed, 
she thought, what a pretender the man must be not to understand 
work that had been done by one who had studied seriously, and 
already knew all that he was laboriously enforcing. But she said 
nothing. It was, moreover, the lesson of a professor, not of an 
artist. Between the professional critic who can neither paint nor 
draw and the smallest of the men who can paint and draw there is, 
if you please, a gulf fixed that cannot be passed over. 

' This drawing, for instance,' he concluded, taking up one from 
the table, ' betrays exactly the weakness of which I have been 
speaking. It has some merit. There is a desire for truth — with- 
out truth what are we ? The lights are managed with some 
dexterity, the colour has real feeling. But consider this figure. 
From sheer ignorance of the elementary considerations which I 
have been laying down, you have placed it exactly in front. Had 
it been here, at the right, the effect of the figure in bringing up the 
whole of the picture would have been heightened tenfold. For my 
own part, I always like a figure in a painting — a single figure for 
choice — a girl, because the treatment of the hair and the dress 
lends itself to effect.' 

* His famous girl ! ' echoed Zoe. ' That model whom nobody is 
allowed to see ! ' 

Now, the figure was placed in the middle for very excellent 
reasons, and in full consideration of those very principles which 
this expounder had been setting forth. But what yesterday would 
have puzzled her, now amused her one moment and irritated her 
the next. 

He took up a crayon. * Shall I show you,' he asked, * exactly 
what I mean ? ' 

1 If you please. Here is a piece of paper which will do.' 

He spoke in tlie style which Matthew Arnold so much admired— 
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the Grand Btyle — the words clear and articulate, the emphasis just, 
the manner authoritative. ' I will just indicate your background,' 
he said, poising the pencil professionally — he looked as if the Grand 
Style really belonged to him — 'in two or three strokes, and then 
I will sketch in your figure in the place — here — where it properly 
belongs. You will see immediately, though, of course — your eye — ■ 

cannot ' He played with the chalk as one considering where 

to begin — but he did not begin. Armorel remembered a certain 
day when Roland gave her his first lesson, pencil in hand. Never 
was that pencil idle : it moved about of its own accord : it was 
drawing all the time : it seemed to be drawing out of its own head. 
Mr. Fedding, on the other hand, never touched the paper at all. 
His pencil was dumb and lifeless. But Armorel waited anxiously 
for him to begin. Now, at any rate, she should see if he could 
draw. She was disappointed. The clock on the overmantul 
suddenly struck six. Mr. Feilding dropped the crayon. ' Good 
heavens ! ' he cried. ' You make one forget everything, Miss Rose- 
vean. We must put off the rest of this talk for another day. But 
you will persevere, dear young lady, will you not ? Promise me 
that you will persevere. Even if the highest peak cannot be 
attained — we may not all reach that height — it is something to 
stand upon the lower slope, if it is only to recognise the greatness 
of those who are above and the depths below — how deep they are ! — 
of the world which knows no art. Persevere — persevere ! I will 
call again and help you, if I may.' He pressed her hand warmly, 
and departed. 

' I really think,' said Zoe, * that he believes you worth teaching, 
Annorel. I have never known him give so much time to any one 
girl before. And if you only knew how they flock about him ! ' 

' Zoe,' said Armorel, without answering this remark, ' you have 
Been all Mr. Feilding's pictures, have you not ? ' 

' I believe, all.' 

' Do they all treat the same subject ? ' 

' Up to the present, he has exhibited nothing but sea and coast 
pieces, headlands, low tide on the rocks, and so forth. Always 
with this black-haired girl — something like you, but not much more 
than a child.' 

' Did you ever see him actually at work ? ' 

' You mean working at an unfinished thing ? No ; never. He 
cannot endure anyone in his studio while he is at work.' 

' Did he ever draw anything for you — any pen-and-ink sketch — 
pencil sketch 1 Have you got any of his sketches — rough things ? ' 

' No. Alec has a secretive side to his character. It comes out 
In odd ways. No one suspected that he could paint, or even draw, 
until, three or four years ago, he suddenly burst upon us with s 
finished picture ; and then it came out that he had been secretly 
drawing all his life, and studying seriously for years. Where ha 
will break out next, T don't know.' 
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' He may break out anywhere,' said Armorel, ' except upon the 
fiddle. I think that he will never play the fiddle. Yes, Zoe, he 
really is a very, very clever man. He is certainly the very clever- 
est man in all London.' 



CHAPTER XII 

TO MAKE THAT PROMISE SURE 

There are few instincts and impulses of imperfect human nature 
more deeply rooted or more certain to act upon us than the desire 
to ' have it out ' with some other human creature. Women are 
especially led or driven by this impulse, even among the less highly 
civilised to the tearing out of nose- and ear-rings. You may hear 
every day at all hours in every back street of every city the ladies 
having it out with each other. In fact there is a perpetual court of 
Common, Pleas being held in these streets, without respite of 
holiday or truce, in which the folk have it out with each other, 
while friends — sympathetic friends — stand by and act as judges, 
jury, arbitrators, lawyers, and all. Things are reported, things 
are said, things are done, a personal explanation is absolutely 
necessary, before peace of mind can be restored, or the way to 
future action become clearly visible. The two parties must have 
it out. 

In Arm orel's case she found that before doing anything she 
must see that member of the conspiracy — if, indeed, there was a 
conspiracy — who was her own friend : she must see Roland. She 
must know exactly what it meant, if only to find out how it could 
be stopped. In plain words, she must have it out. Those who 
obey a natural impulse generally believe that they are acting by 
deliberate choice. Thus the doctrine of free will came to be in- 
vented : and thus Armorel, when she took a cab to the other 
studio, had no idea but that she was acting the most original part 
ever devised for any comedy. 

As before, she found the artist in his dingy back room, alone. 
But the picture was advancing. When she saw it, a fortnight 
before, it was little more than the ghost of a rock with a spectral 
sea and a shadowy girl beside the sea. Now, it was advanced so 
far that one could see the beginnings of a fine painting in it. 

Roland stepped forward and greeted his old friend. Why — he 
was already transformed. What had he done to himself? The 
black bar was gone from his forehead : his eyns were bright : hii 
cheeks had got something of their old colour : his hair was trimmed, 
and his dress, as well as his manner, showed a return to self- 
respect. 

' What happy thought brings you here again, Armorel t ' he 
asked, with the familiarity of an old friend. 
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I came to see you at work. Last time I came only to see you. 
Is it permitted ? ' 

' Behold me ! I am at work. See my picture — all there fa 
of it.' 

Armorel looked at it long and carefully. Then she murmured 
unintelligibly, ' Yes, of course. But there never could have been 
any doubt.' She turned to the artist a face full of encouragement. 
4 What did I prophesy for you, Roland ? That you should be a 
great painter ? Well, my prophecy will come true.' 

' [ hope, but I fear. I am beginning the world again.' 
' Not quite. Because you have never ceased to work. Your 
hand is firmer and your eye is truer now than it was four years ago, 
when you— ceased to exhibit. But you have never ceased to work. 
So that you go back to the world with better things.' 
' They refused to buy my things before.' 

' They will not refuse now. Nay, I am certain. Don't think 
of money, my old friend : you must not — you shall not think of 
money. Think of nothing but your work — and your name. What 
ought to be done to a man who should forget his name 1 He 
deserves to be deprived of his genius, and to be cast out among the 
stupid. But you, Roland, you were always keen for distinction — 
were you not ? ' 

He made no reply. 

' How well I know the place,' she said, standing before the 
picture. ' It is the narrow channel between Round Island and 
Camber Rock. Oh ! the dear, terrible place. When you and I 
were there, you remember, Roland, the water was smooth and the 
sea-birds were flying quietly. I have seen them driven by the 
wind off the island and beating up against it like a sailing ship. 
But in September there are no putiins. And I have seen the water 
racing and roaring through the channel, dashing up the black sides 
of the rocks — while we lay off, afraid to venture near. It was low 
tide when you made your sketch. I remember the long, yellow 
fringing sea- weed hanging from the rock six feet deep. And there 
is your girl sitting in the boat. Oh ! I remember her very well. 
What a happy time she had while you were with her, Roland ! 
You were the very first person to show her something of the outer 
world. It seemed, when you were gone, as if you had taken that 
girl and planted her on a high rock so that she could see right 
across the water to the world of men and Art. You always keep 
this girl in your pictures 1 ' 

4 Always in these pictures of coast and rock.' 
' Roland, I want you to make a change. Do not paint the girl 
of sixteen in this picture. Let me be your model instead. Put 
me into the picture. It is my fancy. Will you let me sit for you 
again ? ' 

' Surely, Armorel, if I may. It will be — oh, but you cannot — 
fv\x must not come to this den of a place.' 
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' Indeed, I think it is not a nice place at all. But I shall stipu- 
late that you take another and a more decent studio immediately. 
Will you do this?' 

4 I will do anything — anything — that you command.' 

' You know what I want. The return of my old friend. He ii 
on his way back already.' 

4 1 know — I know. But whether he ever can come back again 1 
know not. A shade or spectre of him, perhaps, or himself, be- 
smirched and smudged, Armorel — dragged through the mud.' 

4 No. He shall come back — himself — in spotless robes. Now 
you shall take a studio, and I will come and sit to you. I may 
bring my little friend, Effie Wilmot, with me ? That is agreed, then. 
You will go, Sir, this very morning and find a studio. Have you 
gone back to your old friends ? ' 

* Not yet. I had very few friends. I shall go back to them 
when I have got work to show. Not before.' 

4 1 think you should go back as soon as you have taken your 
new studio. It will be safer and better. You have been too much 
alone. And there is another thing — a very important thing— 
the other night you made me a promise. You tore up something 
that looked like a cheque. And you assured me that this meant 
nothing less than a return to the old paths.' 

4 When I tore up that accursed cheque, Armorel, I became a 
free man.' 

' So I understood. But when one talks of free men one implies 
the existence of the master or owner of men who are not free. 
Have you signified to that master or owner your intention to be 
his bondman no longer V 

'No. I have not.' 

4 This man, Roland,' she laid her hand on his, ' tell me frankly, 
has he any hold upon you? ' 

4 None.' 

' Can he injure you in any way ? Can he revenge himself upon 
you ? Is there any old folly or past wickedness that he can bring 
up against you ? ' 

4 None. I have to begin the world again : that is the outside 
mischief. ' 

4 All your pictures you have sold to this man, Roland, with me 
in every one ? ' 

4 Yes, all. Spare me, Armorel ! With you in every one. For- 
give me if you can ! ' 

4 1 understand now, my poor friend, why you were so cast 
down and ashamed. What ? You sold your genius— your holy, 
•acred genius— the spirit that is within you 1 You flung yourself 
away — your name, which is yourself — you became nothing, while 
this man pretends that the pictures — yours — were his ! He puts 
hia name to them, not your own — he shows them to his friends in 
the room that he calls his studio — he sends them to the exhibition 
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as his own — and yet you have been able to live ! Oh, how could 
you ? — how could you ? Oh ! it was shameful — shameful — shame- 
ful ! How could you, Roland ? Oh, my master ! — I have loaded 
you with honour — oh, how could you 1 — how could you 1 ' 

The vehemence of her indignation soon revived the old shame. 
Roland hung his head. 

'How could I?' he repeated. 'Yes, say it again — ask the 
question a thousand times — how could 1 1 ' 

' Forgive me, Roland ! I have been thinking about it con- 
tinually. It is a thing so dreadful, and yesterday something — an 
unexpected something — brought it back to my mind — and — and — 
made me understand more what it meant. And oh, Roland, how 
could you ? I thought, before, that you had only idled and trifled 
away your time ; but now I know. And again — again — again — 
how could you ? ' 

'It is no excuse — but it is an explanation — I do not defend 
myself. Not the least in the world — but . . . Armorel, I was 
starving.' 

' Starving 1 ' 

' I could not sell my pictures. No one wanted them. The 
dealers would give me nothing but a few shillings apiece for them. 
I was penniless, and I was in debt. A man who drops into London 
out of Australia has no circle of friends and cousins who will stand 
by him. I was alone. Perhaps I loved too well the luxurious life. 
I tried for employment on the magazines and papers, but without 
success. In truth, I knew not where to look for the next week's 
rent and the next week's meals. I was a Failure, and I was penni- 
less. Do you ask more 1 ' 

' Then the man came ' 

' He ci.me — my name was worth nothing — he asked me to 
suppress it. My work — which no one would buy — he offered to 
buy for what seemed, in my poverty, substantial prices if I would 
let him call it his own. What was the bargain ? A life of ease 
against the bare chance of a name with the certainty of hard time* 
I was so desperate that I accepted.' 

' You accepted. Yes But you might have given it up at 

any moment.' 

' To be plunged back again into the penniless state. For the 
life of ease, mark you, brought no ease but a bare subsistence. 
Only quite lately, terrified by the success of the last picture, my 
employer has offered to give me two thirds of all he gets. The 
cheque you saw me tear up and burn was the first considerable sum 
1 have ever received. It is gone, and I am penniless again ' 

' And now that you are penniless 1 

' Now I shall pawn my watch and chain and everything else that 
I possess. I shall finish this picture, and I will sell it for what the 
dealers will give me for it. Too late, this year, for exhibition. 
And so we shall Bee. If the worst comes I can carry a pair 
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of boards up and down Piccadilly, opposite to the Royal Academy, 
and dream of the artistic life that once I hoped would be my own.' 

' You will do better than that, Roland,' said Armorel, moved to 
tears. ' Oh ! you will make a great name yet. But this man— 
don't tell me his name. Roland, promise me, please, not to tell 
me his name. I want you — just now— to think that it is your own 
secret — to yourself. If I should find it out, by accident, that would 
be — just now— my secret — to myself. This man— you have not yet 
broken with him \ ' 

' Not yet.' 

' Will you go to him and tell him that it is all over ? Or will 
you write to him ? ' 

' I thought that I would wait, and let him come to me.' 

' I would not, if I were you. I would write and tell him at 
once, and plainly. Sit down, Roland, and write now — at once — 
without delay. Then you will feel happier.' 

' I will do what you command me,' he replied meekly. He had, 
indeed,, resolved with all his might and main that the rupture 
should be made ; but, as yet, he had not made it. 

' Get paper, then, and write.' 

He obeyed, and sat down. ' What shall I say 1 ' he asked. 

' Write : " After four years of slavery, I mean to become a man 
once more. Our compact is over. You shall no longer put your 
name to my works ; and I will no longer share in the infamy of 
this fraud. Find, if you can, some other starving painter, and buy 
him. I have torn up your cheque, and I am now at work on a 
picture which will be my own. If there is any awkwardness about 
the subject and the style, in connection with the name upon it, 
that awkwardness will be yours, not mine." So — will you read it 
aloud? I think,' said Armorel, 'that it will do. He will probably 
come here and bluster a little. He may even threaten. He may 
weep. You will — Roland — are you sure— you will be adamant ) ' 

'I swear, Armorel ! I will be true to my promise.' 
Armorel heaved a sigh. Would he stand steadfast ? He might 
have much to endure. Would he be able to endure hardness f It 
is only the very young man who can be happy in a garret and live 
contentedly on a crust. At twenty-six or twenty-seven, the age at 
which Roland had now arrived, one is no longer quite so young. 
The garret is dismal : the crust is insipid, unless there are solid 
grounds for hope. Yet he had the solid grounds of improved work 
— good work. 

' Should you be afraid of him ? ' she asked. 
' Afraid of him ? ' Roland laughed. ' Why, I never meet him 
but I curse him aloud. Afraid of him ? No. I have never been 
afraid of anything but of becoming penniless. Poverty — destitu- 
tion — is an awful spectre. And not only poverty but — I confess, 

with shame ' 

'Oh ! man of little faith' — she did not want to hear the end 
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of that confession — ' you could not endure a single hour. You did 
thia awful thing for want of money.' 

'I did,' said Roland, meekly. 

' The Way of Pleasure and the Way of Wealth. I remember — 
you told me long ago — they draw the young man by ropes. But 
not the girl. Why not the girl ? I have never felt this strange 
yearning for riot and excess. In all the poetry, the novels, the 
pictures, and the plays the young men are always being dragged by 
ropes to the Way of Pleasure. Are men so different from women ? 
What does it mean — this yearning ? I cannot understand it. What 
is your Way of Pleasure that it should attract you so ? Your 
poetry and your novels cannot explain it. I see feasting in the 
Way of Pleasure, drinking, singing, dancing, gambling, sitting up 
all night, and love-making. As for work, there is none. Why 
should the young man want to feast ? It is like a City Alderman 
to be always thinking of banquets. Why should you want to drink 
wine perpetually ? I suppose you do not actually get tipsy. If you 
can sing and like singing, you can sing over your work, I suppose. 
As for love-making' — she paused. The subject, where a young 
man and a maiden discuss it, ha* to be treated delicately. 

' I have always supposed ' — she added, with hesitation, for ex- 
perience was lacking — 'that two people fall in love when they are 
fitted for each other. But in this, your wonderful Way of Pleasure, 
the poets write as if every man was always wanting to make love to 
every woman if she is pleasant to look at, and without troubling 
whether she is good or bad, wise or silly. Oh ! every woman ! any 
woman ! there is neither dignity of manhood nor self-respect nor 
respect to woman in this folly.' 

' You cannot understand any of it, Armorel,' said Roland. 
' We ought all of us to be rloggtd from Newgate to Tyburn.' 

' That would not make me understand. Flora, Chloe, Daphne, 
Amaryllis — they are all the same to the poet. A pretty girl seems 
all that he cares for. Can that be love ? ' 

' — And back again,' said Roland. 

' Still I should not understand. In the poetry I think that 
love-making comes first, and eating and drinking afterwards. As 
for love-making,' she spoke philosophically, as one in search of 
truth, 'as for love-making, I believe 1 could wait contentedly with- 
out it until I found exactly the one man 1 could love. But that I 
should take a delight in writing or singing songs about making love 
to every man who was a handsome fellow — any man — every man — - 
oh! can one conceive such a thing i There is but one Way of 
Pleasure to such as you, Roland. If I could paint so good a 
picture as this is going to be, it would be a lifelong joy. I should 
never, never, never tire of it. I should want no other pleasure — 
nothing better — than to work day after day, to work and study, to 
watch and observe, to feel the mastery of hand and eye. Oh ! 
Roland— with this before you— wit]-, this'— she pointed to the 
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makuS.'' Arm0rel ! n0, Evei 7t hin g else if you like, but not love- 



CHAPTER XIII 

THJJ DRAMATIST 

If Mrs. Elstree was Armorel's official and authorised companion, 
her private unpaid companion was Effie Wilmot. The official com- 
panion was resident in the chambers, and was seen with her charge 
at the theatres and concerts. The private unpaid companion went 
about with her all day long, sat with her in her own room, knew 
what she thought, and talked with her of the things she loved to 
discuss. So that, though the representative of Order and Propriety 
had less to do, the unpaid attached had a much more lively time. 
Fortunately, the official companion was best pleased when there 
was nothing to do. In those days, when London was as yet an 
unknown land to both of them, the girls went together to see things. 
Nobody knows what a great quantity of things there are to see hi 
London when you once set yourself seriously to explore this great 
unknown continent. Captain Magalhaens himself, crossing the 
Pacific Ocean for the first time, did not experience a more interest- 
ing and exciting time than these two girls in their walks in and 
about the great town, new to both. They were as ravenous as 
American tourists beginning their European round. And, like 
them, they consulted their Baedeker, their Hare, and their Peter 
Cunningham. Pictures there are, all in the West-End ; museums, 
with every kind of treasure ; historic houses— alas ! not many ; 
libraries ; art galleries of all kinds ; cathedrals, churches, ancient 
and modern ; old streets, whose paving-stones are inscribed in the 
closest print with the most wonderful recollections ; old sites, 
broken fragments, even. Every morning the two girls wandered 
forth, sometimes not coming home until late in the afternoon. 
Then Effie went back to her lodging, and spent the evening work- 
ing at her verses ; while Armorel practised her violin, or read and 
dreamed away the time opposite her companion, who sat for the 
most part in silence, gazing into the firelight, lying back in her 
easy-chair beside the fire. 

These ramblings belong to another book — the Book of the 
Things Left Out. I could show you, dear reader, many curious and 
interesting places visited by these two pilgrims, but one must not 
In this place write these down, because Armorel's story is not 
Armorel's history. Let us always be oareful to distinguish. Be- 
sides, the events which have to be related destroyed, as you will 
Bee, the calm and tranquillity necessary for the proper enjoyment 
of such rumblings. First, this discovery concerning the pictures. 
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^VTio can visit old churches and museums with a mind full of wrath 
and bitterness 1 So wrathful was Armorel in considering the im- 
pudence of the fraud she had discovered : so bitter was she in con- 
sidering the cowardice of her old hero : that she even failed to 
observe the unmistakable signs of trouble which at this time showed 
themselves in her friend's face. If not a beautiful face, it was 
expressive. When the projecting forehead showed a thick black 
line : when the deep-set eyes were ringed with dark circles : when 
the pale cheeks grew paler and more hollow : and when the girl, 
who was generally so bright and animated, became silent and 
distraite, something was wrong. 

' What is it, Effie 1 ' Armorel asked, waking up. • I have asked 
you three questions, and hare received no answer. And you are 
looking ill. Has anything gone wrong 1 ' 

' Oh ! ' cried Effie, ' it is horrid ! You are in troubles of your 
own, and you want me to add to them by telling you about 
mine.' 

'I am in trouble, dear. And it makes me selfish and blind. 
You know partly what it is about. It is about the Life that has 
gone wrong. I have found out why and how. But I can never 
tell you or anybody. Never mind. Tell me about yourself.' 

' It is more about my brother than myself. You know that 
Archie has been writing a play ? ' 

' Yes. You write verses which you have never shown me ; and 
your brother writes plays. I shall see both some day, perhaps.' 

' Whenever you like. But Archie has now finished his play.' 

'Yes?' 

' That means to him more than I can possibly tell you. He has 
been living for that play, and for nothing else. It has filled his 
brain day and night. Never was so much trouble given to a play 
before, 1 am sure. It is himself.' 

' I understand.' 

' Well — then— you will understand also what he feels when ha 
has been told that his play is utterly worthless.' 

'Who told him that/' 

'A gnat authority— a writer of great reputation — the only 
living writer whom we have ever known.' 

' Well — but— lillie, if a great authority says this, it is frightful.' 

' It would be, but for one thing, which you shall hear afterwards. 
However, he did confess that some of the situations were fine. 
But the dialogue, he said, wa3 unfitted for the stage, and no 
manager would so much as look at the play.' 

' Poor Archie ! What a dreadful blow ! What does he say ?' 

' He is utterly cast down. He sits at home and broods. Some- 
times he swears that he will tear up the thing and throw it into the 
fire ; sometimes he recovers a little of his old confidence in it. 
He will not eat anything, and he does not sleep ; and I can find 
nothing to say that wil) «omfort him. If 1 knew anyone who would 

o 
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give him another opinion — the play cannot bo so bad. Armors' 
will you read the play ] ' ~* 

' But, my dear, I am no critic. What would be the good of my 
n«vding it, 1 ' 

' I would rather have your criticism than ' — she hesitated — ' than 
anybody's. Because you can feel— and you have the artist's soul ; 

and everybody has not though he may paint such beautiful 

pictures,' she added rather obscurely. 

' Well, I will read the play, or hear him read it, if you think it 
will do him any good, Effie. I will go with you at once.' 

_ ' Oh ! will you, really ? Archie will be shy at first. The last 
criticism caused him so much agony that he dreads another. But 
yours will be sympathetic, at least. You will understand what he 
meant, even if he has not succeeded — poor boy ! — in putting on the 
stage what was in his heart. When he sees that you do feel for 
him, it will be different. Oh ! Armorel ! ' — the tears rose to her 
eyes — 'you cannot know what that play has been to both of us. 
We have talked over every situation : we have rehearsed all the 
dialogue. I know it by heart, I think. I could recite the whole 
of it, straight through. We have cried over it, and laughed over 
it. I have dressed dolls for all the parts, and one of us made them 
act while the other read the play. And, after all, to be told that 
it is worthless ! Oh ! It is a shame ! It is a shame ! And it isn't 
worthless. It is a great, a beautiful play. It is full of tenderness, 
and of strength as well.' 

' Let us go at once, Effie.' 

' What a good thing it was for me that the Head of the Reading 
Room Bent me to you ! I little thought I was going to make such 
a friend' — she took Armorel's hand — 'We had no friends — yes, 
there was one, but he is no true friend. We have had no friend* 
at all, and we thought to make our way without any.' 

' You came to London to conquer the world — such a great giant 
of a world — you and your brother, Jack the Giant Killer.' 

' Ah ! But we had read, somewhere, that the world is a good- 
natured giant. He only asks to be amused. If you make him 
laugh or cry, and forget, somehow, his own troubles — the world is 
full of troubles — he will give in at once. Archie was going to make 
him laugh and cry ; I was going to tickle him with pretty rhymes. 
But you may play for him, act for him, dance for him, paint for 
him, sing for him, make stories for him — anything that you will, 
and he will be subdued. That is what we read, and we kept on 
repeating this assurance to each other, but as yet we have not got 
very far. The great difficulty seems to make him look at you and 
listen to you.' 

' My dear, you shall succeed.' 

The young dramatist was sitting at his table, as melancholy at 
Keat3 might have been after the Quarittly Review's belabouring. 
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He looked wretched : there was no pretence at anything else : it 
was unmitigated wretchedness. Despair sat upon his countenance, 
visible for all to see : his hair had not apparently been brushed, nor 
his collar changed, since the misery began : he seemed to have gone 
to bed in his clothes. Trouble does thus affect many men. It 
attacks even their clothes as well as their hair and their minds. 
The manuscript was lying on the table before him, but the pen was 
dry : he had no longer any heart to correct the worthless thing. It 
was the hour of his deepest dejection. The day before he had 
plucked up a little courage : perhaps the critic wa3 wrong : to-day 
all was blackness. 

' Here is Armorel, Archie ! ' cried Efhe, with the assumption of 
cheerfulness. 

' I have come to ask a favour,' said Armorel, taking the hand 
that was mechanically extended. ' I hear that your play is finished, 
and I am told that it is a beautiful play.' 

' No — it isn't,' said the author. 

' And that an unkind critic has said horrid and unkind things 
about it. And I want to read it, if I may. Oh I I am not a great 
critic, but, indeed, Archie, I have some feeling for Art and for 
things beautiful. May I read it I ' 

'The play is perfectly worthless,' he replied sternly, but with 
signs of softening. ' It is only waste of time to read it. Better 
throw it behind the fire ! ' He seized the manuscript as he spoke, 
but he did not throw it behind the fire. 

' Is your critic a dramatist ? ' 

' No. He has never written a play that I know of. But he ia 
a great authority. Everybody would acknowledge that.' 

' A critic who has never written a play may very easily make 
mistakes,' said Armorel. ' You have only to rc:id the critiques of 
pictures in the papers written by men who cannot paint. They are 
full of mistakes.' 

' This man would not make a mistake, would he, Effio ? ' 

' Well, dear, I think he might, and besides, remember wh-.t 
ho said at the conclusion.' Armorel sat down. ' Now,' she said, 
' tell me first what the play is about, and then read it, or let Effie 
read it. I am sure she will read it a great deal better than you.' 

He hesitated. He was ashamed to show his miserable work 
to a second critic. And yet ho longed to have another opinion, 
because, when he came to think about it, he could not understand 
why the tiling could bo called worthless. 

He yielded. He read, witli faltering accents, the scenario 
which he had prepared with so much pride. Now it was like un- 
rolling a canvas daubed for the scenery of Richardson's Show. Ha 
took no more pride in it. 

' Oh ! ' cried Armorel, interrupting. ' This seems to me a vt ."/ 
fine situation.' 

'My critii: said that suae cf the situations were fine.' 

2 
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He went on to the end without further interruption. 

' Now, Effie,' said Armorel, ' you will read it aloud while youi 
brother plays it with his dolls. Then I am sure to catch the 
points.' 

Archie sat up, and began to place his dolls while Effie read. He 
was so expert in manipulating his puppets that he made them 
actually represent the piece, changing the groups every moment, 
while Effie, dropping the manuscript, folded her arms and recited 
the play, watching Armorel's face. 

This was quite another kind of critic. It was such a critic as 
the playwright loves when he sits in his box and watches the people 
in the house — a face which is easily moved to laughter or to tears, 
which catches the points and feels the story. There are thousands 
of such faces in every theatre every night. It is for them that 
the play is written, and not for the critic, who comes to show his 
superiority by picking out faults and watching for slips. For two 
hours, not pausing for the division of the acts, Effie went on, her 
soft voice rising and falling, the passion indicated but repressed ; 
and Archie watched, and moved his groups, and the audience of 
one sat motionless but not unmoved. 

' What ? ' she cried, springing to her feet and clasping her hands. 
It is easy for this fine gesture to become theatrical and unreal, but 
Armorel was never unreal. ' He dared to call this splendid play — 
this glorious play — oh, this beautiful, sweet, and noble play 1 ' — 
here Archie's eyes began to fill, and his lips to quiver : he was but 
a young dramatist, and of praise he had as yet had none — ' he 
dared to call this worthless ? ' 

' He said it was utterly worthless,' said Effie. 

'He said,' Archie added, ' that the language was wholly unfitted 
for the stage. And then— then— after he'd said that, he offered to 
give me fifty pounds for it.' 

' Fifty pounds for a play quite worthless ? ' 

' On the condition that he was to bring it out himself if he 
pleased, under his own name.' 

' Oh ! but this is monstrous ! Can there be,' asked Armorel, 
thinking of the pictures, ' two such men in London ? ' 

' If I would let him call it his own ! He wants to take my play 
— mine— to do what he likes with it— to bring it out as if it was 
his own ! Never ! Never ! I would rather starve first.' 

' What did you tell him ? ' 

' He said that he would wait for an answer. I have sent him 
none as yet.' 

' When you do,' said Armorel, ' let there be no hesitation or 
possibility of mistaking. Oh ! If I could tell you a thing that 1 
know ! ' 

' I will put it quite plainly. Effie, am I the same man I I feel 
transformed. What a difference it makes only to think that, per- 
haps, after *11 one is not such a dreadful failure 1 ' In fact, lie 
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looked transformed. The trouble had gone out of him —out of his 
face— out of his hair — out of his clothes — out of his attitude. 
Armorel even fancied that his Hmp, day-before-yesterday's collar 
had become white and starched again. That may have been mere 
fancy, but joy certainly produces very strange effects. 

'I would have sent an answer before,' he said, 'but it is so 
unlucky for Effie. This great man — tliis critic — is the only editor 
who would ever take her verses. And now, of course, he will be 
offended, and will never take any more.' 

' He shall not have any more,' said Effie, with red cheeks. 

' Oh ! But that would be horribly mean. Well, Archie, I will 
begin by taking advice. I know a dramatic critic — his name is 
Stephenson. I will ask him what you should do next, and I will 
ask him about your verses, Effie, too — those verses which you are 
always going to show me.' 

' I tell her,' said her brother, * that she will easily find another 
editor. You would say so too, if you were to see her verses. I am 
always telling her she ought to show them to you.' 

The poet blushed. ' Some day, perhaps, when I am very 
courageous.' 

' No — to-day.' Archie opened a drawer and took out a manu- 
script book bound in limp brown leather. ' I will read you one,' 
he said. 

' Of course, you will say kind things,' said the poet. ' But you 
cannot deceive me, Armorel. I shall tell by your eyes and by your 
face if you really like my rhymes.' 

' Well, I will read one, and I will lend you the volume, and 
then you will see whether Eliie hasn't got her gifts as well as any- 
body else.' 

He turned over the pages, selected a poem, and read it. 
The lines showed, first of all, the command that comes of long 
and constant practice ; and next, they were sweet, simple, and 
pure in tone. 

' Strange ! ' said Armorel. ' I seem to have heard something 
like them before — a phrase, perhaps. Where did I read only the 
other day? Never mind. But, Eilie, this is not ordinary 

girl's verse.' 

' Oh I you really like it ? ' 

'Of course I like it. But it is so strange — I seemed to know 
the style. May I borrow the whole volume? I will be very care- 
ful with it. Thank you. I will carry it home with me. And 
now— I have thought of a plan. Listen, Archie You know that 
many young dramatists bring out their pieces first at a matinee. 
Now, suppose that you read your piece, Archie, in my rooms in 
the evening. Should you like to do so I ' 

' I read badly,' he said. ' Could Effie read or recite it?' 

' The very thing. Bring your dolls along and arrange youi 
groups, while Ethe recites. You will do that, Eftie 3 ' 
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'I will do anything that will help Archie.' 

'Very well, then. We will get an evening fixed as soon as 
possible. I fear we shall have to wait a week at least. I will got 
my dramatic critic and a few more people, and we will have a 
private performance of our own. And then we shall defy this 
critic who said the piece was worthless — and then wanted to buy it 
and to bring it out as his own. I could not have believed,' she 
added, ' that there were two such impudent pretenders and liars 
to be found in the whole of London.' 

'Two?' asked Effie, changing colour. 'There can be only 



CHAPTER XIV 

AN HONOURABLE PROPOSAL 

At the same time Mr. Alec Feilding, whose ears ought to have 
been burning, was engaged in a serious conversation in his own 
studio with Armorel's companion. The conversation took the form 
of reproach. ' I expected,' he said — ' I had a right to expect — 
greater devotion— more attention to business. It was not for 
play that you undertook the charge of this girl. How long have 
you been with her % Three months? And no more influence with 
her than when you began.' 

'Not a bit more,' Mrs. Elstree replied. She had of course 
taken the most comfortable chair by the fire. ' Not a bit, my dear 
Alec. What is more, I never shall have any influence over her. 
A society girl I could manage. I know what she wants, and 
how she looks at things. With such a girl as Armorel I am power- 
less.' 

' She is a woman, I suppose.' He occupied a commanding 
position on his own hearthrug, towering above his visitor, but yet 
he did not command her. 

' Therefore, you think, open to flattery and artful wiles. She 
is a woman, and yet, strange to say, not open to flattery.' 

' Rubbish ! It is because you are too stupid or too careless to 
find out the weak point.' 

' To return, Alec : I have failed. I have no Influence at all 
upon this girl. I have spent hours and hours in singing your 
praise. I have enlarged upon the absolute necessity of giving you 
a rest from business cares. I have proposed that she and I to- 
gether — that was the way I put it — should buy a Bhare in the 
paper, and that she should advance my half. Oh ! I grow eloquent 
on the glory that two women thus coming to the relief of a man 
like yourself would achieve in after years. I tried to speak from 
my heart, Alec' The woman caught his hand, but he drew it 
away. ' Oh I you deserve no help. You are hard-hearted, and 
you are selfish : you have broken every promiso you ever mad« 
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me : you spend all that you have in selfish pleasures : you leave 
me almost without assistance ' 

' When I have got you into the easiest and most luxurious berth 
that can be imagined ; when I have asked you for nothing but a 
gimple ' 

'Yes, dear Alec, but you see that an honest acknowledgment 
would be worth all this goodness. Well, I say that I spoke from 
my heart, because in spite of all I was proud of my man — mine, 
yes, though Philippa still imagines, poor wretch ! ' 

'Do leave my cousin's name out of it, will you, Zoe?' he said, 
a little less roughly. 

' I am proud of the man who is acknowledged to be the cleverest 
man in London.' She got up and began to walk about the studio. 
She stopped before the picture. ' Do you know, Alec — I am not a 
critic, but I can feel a thing — that this is quite the best work you 
have ever done. Oh ! Those waves, they live and dance ; and 
those birds, they fly ; and the air is so warm and soft !— you are a 
great painter. Odd ! your girl is curiously like Armorel. One 
would fancy your model was Armorel at sixteen or so — a lovely 
girl she must have been then, and a lovely woman she is now.' 
Zoe left the picture and began to look at the papers on the table. 
' What is this — the new story? Is it good ? ' 

' To you, Zoe, I may confess that it is as good as anything I 
have ever done.' 

' You are really splendid, Alec ! What is this % ' She took up a 
very neatly written page in his handwriting. ' Poetry ? ' 

' Those are some verses for next week's journal. I think there 
is no falling off there, Zoe. ' 

' Have you got another copy 1 ' 

' There is the copy that has gone to the printers' ' 

' Then I will take this. It will do for a present — the autograph 
original draft of the poem — or I may keep it.' 

' Zoe, come back and sit down. We must talk seriously.' 

She returned and took up her old position by the fire. 'Aa 
seriously as you please. It means something disagreeable — some- 
thing to do with money. Let us get it over. To go back to what 
we wore saying, therefore. I cannot get you that money from 
Armorel. And at the very word of money she refers one to her 
lawyer. No confidence at all, as between friends who love each 
other. That is the position, Alec' She sat with her hands clasped 
over her right knee. 

' I must have some money,' he said. 

'Then, as I have before remarked, Alec — make it.' 

' If one cannot havo money, Zoe, one may get crodit, which is 
•ometimes just as good.' 

' I cannot help you in getting credit.' 

' Perhaps you can. You can help me, Zoe, by keeping quite 
quiet.' 
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' Oh ! I am always quiet. I have remained quiet for three 
years and more, while you flirt with countesses and cousins. How 
much more quiet do you wish me to remain ? While vou marrv 
them V J 

' Not quite that, my child. But next door to it. While I get 
engaged to one of them — to one who has money.' 

'Not— Philippa.' 

' No — I told you before. What the devil is the good of harping 
on Philippa? You see, if I can let it be understood that I am 
going to marry an heiress, the difficulties will be tided over. 
Therefore I shall get engaged to your charge — Armorel Rosevean.' 

' Oh ! ' Zoe received this proposition with coldness. ' Tliis u 
a charming thing for me to sanction, isn't it ? ' 

'It will do you no harm.' 

' I have certainly endured things as bad.' 

' You see, Zoe, one could always break off the thing when the 
vflne came.' 

4 Certainly!' 

4 And you would know all the time that it was a mere pretence.' 

'I should certainly know that.' 

4 Well ; is there any other observation ? ' 

* You would make it an open engagement — go about with her— 
have it publicly known 1 ' 

* Of course. The whole point is publicity. I must be known 
to be engaged to an heiress.' 

4 And it would last ' 

4 As long as might prove necessary. One could find an excuse 
at any time for breaking it off.' 

4 Or I could.' 

4 Just so. It really amounts to nothing at all.' 

4 To nothing at all ! ' Zoe neither raised her voice nor her eyes. 
4 Here is a man who proposes to pretend love and to win a girl's 
affections, when he can never marry her. He also proposes to 
throw her over, as soon as she has served his purpose. It is no- 
thing at all, of course ! Alec, you are really a wonderful man ! ' 

'Nonsense ! The thing is done every day.' 

' No — not every day. If you are the cleverest man in London, 
you are also the most heartless.' 

4 You know that you can say what you please,' he replied, with- 
out any outward sign of annoyance. ' Even heroics.' 

' But,' she said, nursing her knee and swinging backwards and 
forwards, ' we have forgotten one thing — the most important thing 
of all, in fact. My poor boy, there is no more chance of your 
being engaged to Armorel than of your entering into the Kingdom 
of Heaven. 

'Why?' 

4 Other girls you might catch : you are tall and big and hand- 
tome ; and you have the reputation of being so very, very clever. 
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Most girls would be carried away. But not Armorel. She is not 
subdued by bigness in men, and she doesn't especially care for a 
clever man. She is actually so old-fashioned — think of it ! — that 
she wants — character.' 

' Well ! What objection would that raise, I should like to know 1 ' 

Zoe laughed softly and sweetly. 

' Don't you see, dear Alec 1 Oh ! But you must let Armorel 
explain to you*' 

CHAPTER XV 

NOT TWO MEN, BUT ONE 

Great is the power of coincidence. Things have got a habit of 
happening just when they are most likely to be useful. It is not 
on the stage alone that the long-lost uncle turns up, or the long- 
missing will is found in the cupboard. And you cannot invent for 
fiction anything half so strange as the daily coincidence of common 
life. A tolerably long experience of the common life has convinced 
me of this great truth. Therefore, the coincidence which happened 
to Armorel on the very day when the young dramatist unfolded his 
griefs will not, by wise men, be thought at all strange. 

It was in the evening. She was sitting with her companion, 
thinking over Archie and his play. Was it really good 1 Was it 
good enough to hold the stage, and to command the attention of 
the audience ? To her it seemed a singularly beautiful, poetical, 
and romantic piece. But Armorel was of a lowly and humble mind. 
She knew that she had no experience in things dramatic Had it 
been a picture, now 

' Oh ! ' cried her companion, suddenly starting upright in the 
cushioned chair where she was lying apparently asleep, 'I had 
almost forgotten. My dear, I have got a present for you.' 

' From yourself, Zoe 1 ' 

' Yes ; from myself. It is a present which cost me nothing, 
but is worth a good deal. The making of it cost nobody anything. 
Yet it is a very precious thing. The material of which it is made 
is worth nothing. Yet the thing is worth anything you please.' 

' It must be a picture, then.' 

' It is a Work of Art, but not a picture. Guess again. 

' No; I will not guess any more. May I have it without guessing ? ' 

Zoe held in her hands a small roll of blue paper. This she now 
opened, and gazed at the writing upon it with idolatry : but it 
hardly carried conviction with it — perhaps it was a little over- 
done. 

' Least imaginative of girls,' she said. It pleased her to con- 
sider ArmorePs refusal to join in that little scheme of hers as prov- 
ing a lack of imagination. ' I have brought you, though you do 
not deserve it, what any other girl in London would give — would 
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8™*7* , dance » Perhaps, to obtain, and you shall have it foi 
nothing. 

'I want to hear what it is.' 

«. Wl 5 ?°*¥ n g less > Armorel, nothing less— I got it to-day from 
the table in his studio— than an autograph : it is the copy used by 
the printers— an autograph poem of Alec's ! An autograph poem 
as yet unpublished.' r 

'Is that all?' replied the least imaginative of girls. 'You 
must not give it to me, really. You will value it far more than I 
shall. Besides, I suppose it is to be published some day.' 

' But the original manuscript— the autograph poem, dear child ! 
Don't you know the value of such a thing ? Take it. You shall 
be enriched in spite of yourself. Take it and put it aside some- 
where in your desk, in some safe place. Heavens ! if one had the 
autograph of a poem of Byron, for example ! ' 

'Mr. Feilding is not Byron,' said Armorel, coldly. 'He may 
write pretty feminine verses, but he is not Byron. Thank you, 
however. I will take it, and I will keep it and value it because 
you think it valuable. I do not suppose the autograph verses of 
small poets are worth keeping ; but still— as you value it ' 

This was very ungracious and ungrateful. But she was really 
tired of Mr. Feilding's praises, and after the discovery of the 
pictures, and after the strange story she had heard only that morn- 
ing — no ; she wanted to hear no more, for the present, of the 
praises of this man — the cleverest man in London ! 

However, she unrolled the paper, and began to read the con- 
tents, at first carelessly. Then, ' Oh ! what is this ? ' she cried. 
' What is what ? ' asked Mrs. Elstree. 
' This is a copy.' 

They were the same words as she had used concerning the 
pictures. She remembered this, and a strange suspicion seized 
her. 'A copy,' she repeated, wondering. 

' A copy ? Not at all. They are the verses which are to appear 
in the next number of the journal — or the number after next. 
Alec's own verses, of course. Sweetly pretty, I think : what makes 
you say that they are copied ? ' 

' I thought that I had seen them — something like them— some- 
where before.' She went on reading. As she read she remembered 
the lines more clearly. 

' What is the matter, Armorel ? ' asked Zoo. ' What makes 
you look so fierce ? Heaven help your husband when you look 
like that ! ' 

' Did I look fierce ? It must have been something that I remem- 
bered. Yes— that was it.' 

'May I read the verses again?' Zoe read them, suspioiougly. 
There was something in them which had startled Armorel. What 
was it ? She could see nothing to account for this emotion. Cer- 
tainly she was not fond of poetry, and failed to appreciate the fin* 
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barns and subtle tones, the felicitous phrase and the unexpected 
thought with which the poet delights his readers. In this little 
poem she could find nothing but a few jingling rhymes. Why 
should Armorel behave so strangely 1 

' What is it, my dear ? ' she asked again. 

' Something I remembered — nothing of any importance.' 

'Armorel, has Alec said anything to you? Has he — has he 
wanted to make love to you 1 Has he offended you by speaking ? ' 

' No. There has been no question of love-making between us, 
and there never will be.' 

' One cannot say.' Zoe looked at the matter from experience. 
' One can never say. Men are strange creatures ; and Aleo 
certainly thinks a great deal of you.' 

' I cannot imagine his making love — any more than I can 
imagine his painting a picture or writing a poem. Perbaps he 
would make love as he paints.' 

' Well, he paints very well.' 

' "Very well indeed, I dare say.' She got up. ' I am going to 
leave you to-night, Zoe. I want to go to my own room. I have 
things to write. You don't mind ? ' 

' My dear child, mind ! Of course, one would rather have your 
company. But since you must leave me ' — she sank back in her 
chair with a sigh. ' Give me that book, dear — if you please — the 
French novel. When one has been married one can read French 
novels without trying to conceal the fact. They are mostly wicked, 
and sometimes witty. Not always. Good-night, dear. I shall 
not expect you back this evening.' 

Armorel, in her own room, opened the manuscript book of 
poems which Archie had given her, and found — the very last of 
all — the lines which she had remembered. She laid the precious 
autograph beside Erne's poem. Word for word — comma for 
comma — they were exactly the same. There was not the slightest 
difference. And again Armorel thought of the two pictures. 

Then she thought of the little dainty volume in white parch- 
ment containing the Second Series of ' Voice and Echo, by Alec 
Feilding.' She had tossed it aside, impatient with the man, when 
Zoe gave it to her. Now she looked for it, and found it after a 
little search. She opened it side by side with Effie's manuscript 
book. Presently she found the page in Erne's book which corre- 
sponded with the first page of the printed volume. There were 
about thirty or forty poems in the little book : in the manuscript 
book there were double that number ; but the same poems followed 
each other one after the other in the same order, and without the 
difference of a single word, both in book and manuscript. 

This discovery justifies my remarks about the common coin- 
cidences of daily life. 

Again Armorel remembered that Zoe possessed another volume 
• -the First Series of ' Voice and Echo, by Alec Feilding.' It w.sa 
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lyin?— she had seen it in the afternoon— in the drawing-room. 
She went in search of it, and returned without waking her com- 
panion, who had apparently fallen asleep over her novel. 

As a matter of fact, Mrs. Elstree was not sleeping. She was 
broad awake, but she was curious. She desired to know what it 
all meant : why Armorel was suddenly struck with hardness, why 
her cheek burned, and her eyes flashed ; and what she wanted in 
the drawing-room. She perceived that Armorel had come in 
search of Alec's first volume of verse. Oh ! Alec's first volume of 
verse. Now — what might Armorel want with that book 1 

At the end of March it is light at about half-past five. Every- 
body is then in their soundest sleep. But at that hour Mrs. 
Elstree came softly out of her bedroom, wrapped in a dressing- 
gown, her feet in soft slippers of white wool, and looked at the 
books and papers on the table in Armorel's room. There was a 
manuscript volume of verse, professing to be by one Eflie Wilmot. 
There were aleo two printed little volumes, bound in white-and- 
gold, containing verses by one Alec Feilding. Strange and won- 
derful ! The verses in both books were exactly the same ! Mrs. 
Elstree returned to bed, thoughtful. 

Armorel, for her part, when she returned to her own room, 
compared the first series of poems, as she had compared the second, 
with the manuscript book. And the first series, too, word for 
word, was the same as the earlier poems in the book. 

' Good heavens ! ' cried Armorel. ' The man steals his verses, 
as he steals his pictures ! Poor Effie ! She is as bad as Roland ! ' 

This was Thought the First. One has already seen how the 
three Thoughts treated her before. This time it was just the 
same. Thought the Second came next, and began to argue. A 
very capable logician is Thought the Second, once distinguished 
for what Oxford men call Science. If, said Thought the Second, 
the manuscript and the volumes agree, it seems to show that Eflie 
has copied the latter into her own book, and now tries to pass the 
poems off as her own. Such things have been done. If this was 
the case— and why not 1— Effie would be, indeed, a girl full of 
deceit and desperately wicked. But then, how came Eflie to have 
in her volume a poem hitherto unpublished, which was lying on 
Mr. Feilding's table? Yet, surely, it was quite as probable thattho 
girl should deceive her as that the man should deceive the world. 

Next. Thought the Third. This sage remarked calmly, ' The 
man is full of villany. He has deceived the world in the matter of 
the pictures. Why not also in the matter of the poems ? But let 
us consider the character of the verses. Take internal evidence. 
Then Armorel read the whole series right through in the two little 
printed volumes. Oh ! They were feminine. Only a woman could 
write these lines. Womanhood breathed in every one. Now that 
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the key was supplied, she understood. She recognised the voice, 
eager, passionate, of her friend. 

' They are all Effie's ! * she cried again ; ' all— all. The man 
has stolen his verses as well as his pictures.' 

This discovery, when she had quite made up her mind that it 
was as true as the former, entirely fell in with all that Effie had 
told her concerning herself. She had sold her poems all to one 
editor — he was the only editor who would ever take them — and 
now she was afraid that he would take no more. Why ? — why ( - 
because — oh, now she understood all — because he wanted to be a 
dramatist in the same way that he was a painter and a poet, and 
neither Archie nor his sister would consent ! ' Yes,' she said, ' he 
is, indeed, the cleverest man in London.' 

Before she went to bed that night she had devised a little 
plan— quite an ingenious clever little plan. You shall hear what 
it was, and how it came off. 

CHAPTER XVI 

THE PLAT AND THE COMEDY 

Armorel arranged for the reading of the play one evening four or 
five days later. It was a short notice, but she secured the people 
whom she wanted most, and trusted to chance for the others. She 
occupied herself in the interval in arranging the details and leading 
situations for a little comedy drama of her own — a play of some 
melodramatic force, in which, as in ' Hamlet,' a certain guilty 
person was to discover by a kind of dumb show that his guilt was 
known to her. It was to be a comedy which no one, except herself, 
was to understand. You shall see, directly, what an extremely 
clever little comedy it was, and how effective to the person princi- 
pally concerned. She said nothing at all about this comedy even 
to Effie. As for words, there were none. They were left to the 
principal character. This is, indeed, the ancient and original 
drama. The situations were, at the outset, devised beforehand. 
The actors filled in the dialogue. This form of drama is still kept 
up, and with vigour. When the schoolboy sets the booby-trap, or 
sews up the shirt-sleeves, or greases the side-walk — if that old 
situation is still remembered — or practises any other kindly and 
mirthful sally, the victim supplies the words. The confidence 
trick in all its branches is another form of th9 primitive drama, 
and this evening's performance with reference to a certain person 
was only another example. You will hear, presently, what admi- 
rable dialogue was elicited by Armorel's situations. 

By half-past eight she had completed the mounting of her 
piece. First, for the reading of the play she placed a table at the side 
of the room, with a space at the back sufficient for a chair, or for 
ft person to ait. A reading-lamp, with one of those silver cowli 
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that throw the whole light upon the table, stood at either end 
illuminating a small space in the middle. This was for the manipu- 
lation of the dolls. For, though the people had been asked to 
come for a reading, Armorel had determined to try the experiment 
of a recitation, accompanied by the presentment of those puppets 
which Effie had dressed with such care, and her brother manipu- 
lated so deftly. Needless to say that more than one rehearsal had 
been held. In front of the table she placed a semicircle of chain 
for some of her audience. At one side of the table was the piano : 
a music-stand, with a violin case, gave promise of an overture. 
Between the music-stand and the table was room for a person to 
stand, and on the table a water-decanter and a glass showed that 
this was the place for the reciter. On the other side of the table, 
in the corner of the room, stood an easel, and on it a picture, with 
curtains arranged so that they could fall over and cover it up. The 

f)icture was lighted up by two lamps. The room had no other 
ights in it at all, so that, if these two lamps were lowered or extin- 
guished, the only light would be that thrown by the reading-lamps 
upon the table. As for the picture, it was as yet unfinished, but 
nearly finished. Of course it was Roland Lee's new picture. This 
evening, indeed, which professed to be the simple reading of a new 
play by a new writer, included a great deal more : it included , in 
fact, Roland's return to the arena he had deserted, and, as you 
shall see, the stepping upon the stage of both the twins, brother 
and sister. When one adds that Mr. Alec Feilding would be one 
of the company, you understand, dear reader, the nature of 
Armorel's comedy, and the kind of situation devised and prepared 
by that artful and vindictive young lady. 

' How long will it take, dear ] ' asked Mrs. Elstree, wearily 
contemplating these preparations 

4 I should say that the play will take an hour and a half or two 
hours to recite. Then there will be a little music between the acts. 
I dare say it will last two hours and a half.' 

' Oh, that will bring us to half -past eleven at least ! And then 
it will be too late for anything else.' 

' We don't want anything else to-night.' 

4 No, dear. The play will be quite enough for us. I wish it 
was over. I am so constituted, Armorel, that I cannot see the 
least use in going out of my way to help anybody. If you succeed 
in helping people to climb up, they only trample on you as soon aa 
they get the chance. If you fail, they are a burden upon you for 
life. These two Wilmot people, for instance : what are you going 
to do with them when you have read their play and stuff? You 
can't get a manager to play it any the more for having it read. The 
two are no further advanced.' 

4 Yes ; I shall have made the young man known. He will be 
introduced. Mr. Stephenson promised to bring some critics with 
aim, and you have asked Mr. Feilding to do the same. An intro. 
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duction — perhaps the creation of some personal interest — may be 
to Archie of the greatest advantage.' 

'Then he will rise by your help, and he will proceed to 
trample upon you. That is, if the brother is like the sister. If 
ever I saw "trampler" written plain on any woman's face, it is 
written on the great square block of bone that Effie Wilmot calls 
a forehead.' 

'They may trample on me if they please,' Armorel replied, 
smiling. 

The tramplers were naturally the brst to arrive. They were 
both pale, and they trembled, especially the one who was not going 
to speak. He came in, limping on his crutches, and looked around 
with terror at the preparations. One does not realise before the 
night comes what a serious thing is a first appearance in public. 
Besides, the strong light on the table, the expectant chairs, the ar- 
rangement of everything, presented an aspect at once critical and 
threatening. The manuscript play and the box of puppets were in 
readiness. 

' Now, Archie,' said Armorel, ' it is not yet nine o'clock. You 
shall have a cup of coffee to steady your nerves. So shall you, 
Effie. After that we will settle ourselves.' She talked about 
other things to distract their thoughts. ' See, Effie, that is Roland 
Lee's new picture. It is not yet finished. The central figure is 
myself. You see, it is as yet only sketched in. I am going to sit 
for him, but he has caught a good likeness, has he not ? It will be 
a lovely picture when it is completed, and I am going to give him 
permission to flatter me as much as ever he pleases. The scene is 
among the outer rocks of Scilly. We will go there some day and 
sail about the Western Islands, and I will show you Camber Rock 
and the Channel, and Castle Bryher and Menovawr and Maiden 
Bower, and all the lovely places where I lived till I was sixteen 
years of age. Are you in good voice to-night, Effie ? ' 

' I don't know. I hope so.' 

' She has eaten nothing all day,' said Archie. 

' You are not really frightened, are you, Effie ? ' The girl was 
^hite with nervousness. ' A little excited and anxious. Will 
you have another cup of coffee? A little jelly? Remember 
I shall be close beside you, with the play in my hand, to prompt. 
I like your dress. You look very well in white, dear.' 

' Oh ! Armorel, I am horribly frightened. If I should break 
down, Archie's chance will be ruined. And if I recite it badly 
I shall spoil the play.' 

' You will not break down, dear ; you will think of nothing but 
the play. You will forget the people. Besides, it will be so dark 
that you will hardly see them.' 

' I will try my best. Perhaps when I begin— Oh ! for Archie's 
lake, I would stand up on the stage at the theatre and speak before 
%11 the people ! And yet ' 
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' She had no sleep last night,' said her brother. * I think, 
after all, I had better read it. Only I read so badly.' 

Armorel's face fell. She had thought so much of the reciting. 
Then Mrs. Elstree came to the rescue. 

' Nonsense,' she said. ' You three people are making yourselves 
bo nervous that you will most certahily break down. Now, Mr. 
Wilmot, go into your own place. Set out your dolls. Here's 
your cardboard back scene.' She arranged it while Archie got 
himself and his crutches into the chair behind, and began to take 
the dolls out of their box. ' So. Now don't speak to your sister. 
You will only make her worse. And as for you, Effie, if you break 
down now you will be a most disgraceful coward. With your 
brother's future, perhaps, dependent on your courage. For 
shame ! Pull yourself together ! ' Effie, thus rudely stimulated, 
and by a person she disliked greatly, lost her limpness and stood 
upright. Her face also put on a little colour, and her lips stiffened. 
The tonic worked, in fact. Then Zoe went on. ' Now,' she said, 
' take up your position here. How are you going to stand 1 Fold 
your hands so. That is a very good attitude to begin with. 
Of course, you understand nothing of gesture. Don't try it. 
Change your hands a little — so— front — right — left — like that 
And don't — don't — don't hold your head like that, facing the 
crowd. Hold it up — like this. Look at the corner of that 
cornice— straight up. Oh ! you will lower your head as you go 
on. But, to begin with, and at the opening of each act, look 

up to that corner. Remember, if you break down ' She held 

up a forefinger, threatening, admonitory, and left her standing 
in position. ' You will do now,' she said. 

' Besides,' said Armorel, ' no one will look at you. They will 
all be looking at Archie's actors.' 

The dramatist, relegated to the humble position of fantoccini- 
man, would be also in complete shade behind the table. He 
would not be seen, whatever emotion of anxiety he should feel. 
And for dexterity of manipulation with his puppets he could vie 
even with the firm of Codlin and Short. . 

The noise of cups and saucers in the dining-room proclaimed 
the arrival of guests. The first to come was Roland Lee, still a 
little shy, as Alexander Selkirk might have been, or Philip Quarles, 
or Mr. Penrose, on his return to civilised society. He looked 
about the room. Mrs. Elstree— looking resigned— and Armorel, 
standing by the fire, and the two performers. Nobody else. And, 
in a place of honour, his unfinished picture. 

' It looks very well, doesn't it ? ' said Arniorel. * I wish it wm 
a little more complete. But it will do to show.' 

' Are you quite sure it is wise 1 ' 

' Quite sure. The sooner you show everybody what you can 
do the better.' 

• I have found a new studio,' he told her in low tones. * I har« 
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amoved in to-day. It is among the old lot of men that I used to 
know a little. I have gone back to them just as if I had only been 
gone for a day. I don't find that they have got on very much. 
Perhaps they spend too much time smoking pipes and cigarettes 
and talking. They chaff me, but with respect, because, I believe, 
they think I have been staying in a lunatic asylum. Respect, you 
know, is due to madmen and to old men.' 

' I hope it is the kind of studio you want.' 

4 It will do. I am anxious to begin your sittings. When can 
you come 1 ' 

' Any day you please. To-morrow. The next day. I can 
begin at once.' 

Then came a small party of men — journalists And critics — 
captured by Dick Stephenson at the club, and bribed to come 
by the promise of an introduction to the beautiful Miss Armorel 
Itosevean. I do not think they expected much joy from the 
amateur reading of an unacted piece. It is melancholy, indeed, 
to consider that though the preliminary and tentative perform- 
ance of the unacted play — long prayed for — has been at last 
established, the promised appearance of the great dramatist has 
not yet come oft' — nay, the theatrical critic weeps, swears, and 
growls at the mention of a matinee, and when he is requested 
to attend one passes it on if he can to his younger brother in 
the calling. And yet such great treasures were expected of the 
matinee ! However, they agreed to come and listen on this 
occasion. It shall be put down to their credit as a Samaritan deed. 

'Dick Stephenson,' said Armorel, with an assumption of old 
friendship which filled him with pride, ' I hope you are come here 
to-night in a really serious frame of mind — you and your friends.' 

' We are always serious.' 

4 I mean that you are going to hear an ambitious piece of work. 
All I ask of you is to listen seriously, and to remember that it 
is really the work of a man who aims at the very highest.' 

' Will he reach the very highest ? ' 

4 1 do not know. But 1 am quite certain that there are very 
few artists, in any branch, who dare to aim high. Listen, and 
tiy to understand what the poet has attempted — what has been 
in his mind. Promise me this.' 

'Certainly, I will promise you so much.' 

4 Thank you. It was for this that I asked you to-night. And 
see — here is your old friend Roland Lee.' The two young men 
Bhook hands rather sheepishly — the one because he had been an 
Ass — a long-eared Ass ; and the other, because he was not guilt- 
less of letting his friend slip out of his hands without a remon- 
strance and so away into paths unknown. ' I hear,' said Armorel, 
with her beautiful seriousness, 4 that you two have suffered your' 
telves to drift apart of late. I hope that will be all over now. 
Oh ! you must never give up the c-iriy friendships. Have you 

J? 
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seen Roland's new picture? He has lent it to me for this even 
ing. Come and look at it.' 

' Why,' cried one of the men, • it is an unfiuished picture of 
Alec Feilding's I ' 

Roland turned hot and red. 

' Not at all,' said Armorel. ' This is a sketch made in the isles 
of Stilly and in my presence, five years ago. As for the figure, 
you 866 it is not yet completed. I am the model. You remember 
Stilly, Dick Stephenson t To be sure, you were not with us when 
we used to go sailing about among the rocks.' 

4 1 have reason to remember Stilly, seeing that you saved my 
life there, and Roland's too. But the picture is curiously in 
Feilding's style. Only it seems to me better than any of his. 
Old man ' — he laid his hand on Roland's shoulder : it was the 
renewal of the ancient friendship — ' old man, you've done the trick 
at last.' 

Philippa came next, with her father and two or three girls. 
They, in -their turn, called out upon the striking similarity in 
style. A few more people came, and it was a quarter past nine. 
But the man for whom Armorel had especially arranged her 
little comedy did not come. He was late. Perhaps he would not 
come at all. 

'We must wait no longer,' said Armorel. 'Will everybody 
please to sit down ? ' 

Philippa placed herself at the piano. Armorel took out her 
violin and tuned it. First, however, she made a little speech. 

'I have asked you,' she said, 'to come this evening in 
order to hear a play read. It is a play written by a young 
gentleman in whom some of us take the deepest interest. I 
hope greatly that it will succeed. But we want your judgment 
and opinion as well as our own. The play belongs to all time 
and to no time. The scene is laid in Italy, and in the sixteenth 
century ; but it might as well have been laid in London and in 
the nineteenth — only that we are more self-governed than a 
dramatist likes, and we conceal our emotions. It is a play of 
romance and of human passion. I entreat you to consider it 
seriously — as seriously as the author himself considers it. We 
have arranged for you a list of the dramatis personse, with a little 
scenario of each act — there are three — and we think that if, 
instead of hearing it read, we have it recited, while the author 
himself plays the piece before us by puppets on this little stage, we 
shall get a clearer idea of the dramatic merits of the piece.' 

This speech done, everybody took up the little book of the play 
and began to read the scenario, while Armorel played an overture 
with Philippa. 

She played a Hungarian piece, one of the things that are now 
played everywhere — a quite short piece. 

When it was finished, Roland lowered the lamps beside his 
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picture, and covered them with crimson shades. Then there was 
no other light in the room but that from the two reading-lamps on 
the table. Just before the lamps were lowered Mr. Alec Feilding 
arrived, with half a dozen men whom he had brought with him. 
She saw his startled face as he caught sight of the picture as the 
lights were lowered. In the twilight she could still distinguish his face 
among the men who stood behind the chairs. And she watched 
him. Then Erne, who had not seen the latest arrival, took her 
place, and the play began. 

The effect was new and very curious. The people saw a girl 
standing up beside the table — only the shadow of a girl — a ghostly 
figure in white — the spectre of a white face — two bright eyes 
flashing in the dim light. And they heard her voice, a rich, low 
contralto, beginning to recite the play. 

It is not the nervous creature who breaks down. He may 
generally be trusted. He lies awake for whole nights before the 
time arrives : he reaches the spot weak-kneed, trembling, and 
pale ; but when the hour strikes he braces himself, stands up, and 
goes through with it. Effie had been partly pulled together, it is 
true, by the rough exhortation of Mrs. Elstree, but some credit 
must bo given to her own resolution. She began with a little 
hesitation, fearing that she should forget the words. Then they 
came back to her : she saw them written plainly before her eyes 
in that friendly corner of the cornice : she hesitated no longer : 
in full and flowing flood she poured forth the dialogue, helped to 
right modulation by the strength of her own feeling and her belief 
in the beauty and the splendour of the drama. Armorel meantime 
watched her man. He had seen the picture. Now he recognised 
the play, and he knew the reciter. As he stood at the back, tall 
above the rest, she saw his face change from astonishment 
gradually to dismay. It was rather a wooden face, but it passed 
plainly and successively through the phases of doubt and certainty 
to that of dismay. Yes ; dismay was written on that face, with 
discomfiture and suspicion. In a more demonstrative age he 
would have sat gnawing his nails : every wicked man, overtaken 
by the consequence of his own wickedness, used formerly to gnaw 
his nails. On the stage of the last century he would have turned 
upon his persecutors with a ' Death and confusion ! ' before he 
banged ofl* the ncene. We no longer use those fine old phrases. 
On the modern stage he would stand with straightened arms and 
bowed head, while the rest of the company pointed fingers of scorn 
at him, crushed but defiant. In Armorel's drawing-room he stood 
quiet and motionless, trying to collect himself. He saw, first of 
all, Roland Lee's new picture in the corner ; he saw Roland Lee 
himself, no longer the negligent, despairing sloven, but once more 
a gentleman to outer view, and in his right mind. Next, he 
observed that Effie, his own poet, was reciting the play ; and, 
thirdly, that the play wan that for which he had himself made 

p 2 
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a , b jJ: T^ U A 8 a11 three— painter, poet, and dramatist-were frienda 
of this girl Armorel ; and they had all three, he knew quite well, 
slipped clean out of his hands for ever, and were lost to him : and 
all three, he suspected, had already related to each other the 
history of his doings and dealings with themselves. Therefore, 
while the play proceeded, his heart sank low— lower— lower 

There were three acts. When the first was finished Armorel 
stood up again and, with Philippa, played another little piece, but 
not long. And so between the second and the third. 

Watching the people, Armorel became aware that the play had 
gripped them, and held them fast. No one moved. The little 
space upon the table between the two lamps, where the puppets 
stood before the painted screen of cardboard, became a scene 
richly mounted : it was a garden, or a dancing-hall, or an arbour, 
or a library, just as those little books told them, and the puppets 
were men and women. We want so little of mounting to fire the 
Imagination, if only the poet has the strength to seize it and 
to hold it. by his words. Nothing, in this case, but a modulated 
voice reciting a dramatic poem, and, to help it out, a dozen 
dressed dolls, six or seven inches high, standing stiffly on a little 
stage. Yet, even when passion was at its highest, in the great 
scene of the third act, they were not ridiculous. Nobody laughed 
at the dolls. That was because the showman knew their capabili- 
ties. When they stood in their place, they indicated the nature 
of the situation and explained the words. Had he tried to make 
them act, he would have spoiled the whole. They made a series 
of groups — tableaux vivants, poses plastiques — constantly changed 
by the deft hands of the showman, finding relief in this 
occupation for the anxiety in his soul. For he, less fortunate 
than Effie, who had grasped the cheering truth, could not read 
in the circle of still faces before him their rapt and magnetised 
condition. 

And now the end of the third act was neared. The reciter 
rose to the concluding situation. Her voice, firm and clear, rang 
out in the dim light. The younger girls in the audience caught each 
other's hands. The 'lines' were good lines, strong and nervous, 
rapid and yet intense, equal to the strength and intensity of the 
situation. 

At last the play was finished. 

' Effie ! ' Armorel caught her in her arms, ' you have done 
■plendidly ! ' 

But the girl drew back. The honours of the evening were not 
for her, but for her Drother : she stood aside. 

Armorel took the cowls from the reading-lamps, and the room 
returned to light. Then the people began all to press round the 
dramatist and to shake hands solemnly with him, to murmur, to 
assure, to congratulate, and to propheiy. And the loud voice of 
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Mr. Alec Feilding arose as he stepped forward among the first and 
grasped the young man's hand. 

' Archie ! ' he said with astounding friendliness, ' this is better 
than I expected. Let me congratulate you ! I have had the 
privilege,' he explained to the multitude, ' of hearing this play — at 
least, a part of it — already. I told you, my dear boy, that your 
situations were splendid, but your dialogue wanted pulling together 
in parts. You have attended to my advice. I am glad of it. The 
result promises to be a splendid success. What say you?' He 
turned to a very well-known dramatic critic whom he had brought 
with him. 

' If you can get the proper man to play the leading part,' he 
replied more quietly, 'the play seems to me full of promise. 
Frankly, Mr. Wilmot, I think you have written a most poetical 
and most romantic piece. It is valuable, not only for itself, but 
for the promise it contains.' 

' For its promise,' repeated Alec Feilding blandly, ' as I told 
you, my dear boy, for its promise — its admirable promise. I shall 
not rest now until this play is produced — either at the Lyceum or 
at the Haymarket. Once more.' Again he grasped Archie by the 
hand. Then another and another followed. It was not until the 
next day the dramatist recovered presence of mind enough to 
remember that Mr. Feilding had not given him any advice : that 
he had not said it was a work of promise : that he had offered to 
buy it for fifty pounds and bring it out as his own, rath his own 
name put to it : and that no alteration of any kind had been made 
in it. 

When Mr. Alec Feilding stepped back, he perceived that some 
one had turned up the lamps beside the picture. He was a man 
of great presence of mind and resource. He instantly stepped 
over to the picture and began to examine it curiously. Armorel 
followed him. 

' This is by my old friend Mr. Roland Lee,' she said. ' Do you 
know him ? Let me introduce him to you.' The men bowed 
distantly as those who, having met for the first time in a crowd, 
see no reason for desiring to meet each other again. That they 
should so meet, with such an assumption of never having met 
before, struck Armorel with admiration. 

' The picture is a good deal in your own style, Feilding,' said 
one of the critics. 

'Perhaps,' replied the successful painter in that style, 
briefly. 

' It is taken from a sketch,' Armorel explained, ' made by 
Mr. Lee while he was staying at the same spot as myself. He 
made a great number at the time — which is now five years ago.' 

Mr. Alec Feilding heard this statement with outward composure. 
Inwardly he was raging. 
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1 It is, in fact, exactly in your style/ said the same critic. * On* 
would say that it was a copy of one of your pictures.' 
' PerhapB,' he replied again. 

' If,' said Roland, ' Mr. Feilding sends another picture in the 
same style for exhibition this year, I hope that the similarity of 
style may be tested by their hanging side by side.' 

' Shall you send anything this year— in the same Btyle J ' asked 
Armorel. 

' I hardly know. I have not decided.' 

The critic looked at the picture more closely. * Strange ! ' he 
murmured. ' One would swear the same style — so individual 

— and belonging to two different men ! ' 

Then Roland covered his picture over with the curtain. There 
had been enough said. 

' Now,' said Armorel, ' after our emotions and our fatigues of 
the play, we are exhausted. There is supper in the next room. 
Before we go in I want to sing you a song. I am not a singer, you 
know, and you must only expect simple warbling. But I want you 
to like the song.' 

She sat down to the piano and played a few bars of introduction. 
Then she sang the first verse — it was Effie's latest song, that which 
Mr. Feilding had accepted but not yet published. 

He heard and recognised. This third blow finished him. He 
sat down on the nearest chair, speechless. Mrs. Elstree watched 
him, wondering what was the matter with him. For he was in a 
speechless rage. Lucky for him that it was speechless, because for 
the moment he was beside himself, and might have said any- 
thing. 

' That is the first verse,' said Armorel. ' I have set it to an old 
French air which I found in a book. The words seem written for 
the music. There are two more verses.' 

She sang them through. Her voice was pleasing though not 
strong : she sang sweetly and with feeling, just as she had sung 
in the old days on the shores of Samson, to the accompaniment of 
the waves lapping along the white sands* and she watched the man 
whom she had been torturing the whole evening through. Would 
not even this rouse him to some word or deed Which might pro- 
claim him a pretender and an impostor discovered? She knew, 
you see, that the lines were actually in type ready to appear as 
another poem by the Editor. She finished and rose. ' Do you 
like the song, Philippa ? ' she said. ' I have even had it printed 
and set to music. Anybody that pleases may carry away a copy. 
I hope everybody will, and keep it in remembrance of this evening. 
For the words are written by Miss Eflie Wilmot, who has recited 
so beautifully her brother's play. We will share the honours of 
the evening between them. Archie, will you give me your arm ? 
Roland' — in her exoitement she called him by his Christian name, 
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which caused a little surprise—' will you take Effie ? Do you like 
the words, Mr. Feilding ? ' 

' Very much indeed. I had seen them before you, I think.' 

' Yes 1 Then you recognised them. You have seen other 
poems by the same hand, I believe 1 ' 

' Good-night, Miss Rosevean. I have had a delightful evening.' 
He retired without any supper. On his way out, he passed Effie. 
4 You should have trusted me,' he whispered hoarsely. ' I 
expected, at least, common confidence. You will find that I 
have kept my promise— and you have broken yours.' He 
passed on, and disappeared. Then they trooped in to the dining- 
room, where they found spread that kind of midnight refection 
which is dear to the hearts of those who are yet young enough to 
love champagne and chicken. And after supper they went back to 
the drawing-room and danced. Mrs. Elstree played to them— 
nobody could play a waltz better. Roland danced with Armorel. 
4 You make me believe,' he said, at the end of the waltz, ' that I 
am really back again.' 

1 Of course you are back again.' 

Then Armorel danced with the critics, and talked about the 
play ; and they ali promised to go to great actors and speak about, 
this wonderful drama. And so all went away at last, and all to 
bed, well content. 

* But,' said Zoe, when the last was gone, 4 what was the matter 
with Alec 1 Why did he look so glum 1 What made him in such 
an awful rage? He can get into a blind rage, Armorel — blind and 
speechless. As for that, I would not give a button for a man who 
could not. But what was the matter with him 1 ' 

' Was he in a rage 1 Perhaps he wished that he had written 
the play himself. Such a clever man as that would be sorry, 
perhaps, that anything good was written, except by himself.' 

Mr. Alec Feilding rushed down the stairs and into the street. 
He hailed a cab, and jumped into it. 

4 Fleet Street! Quick!' 

His printers, he knew, had work which kept them at work oa 
Thursday nights till long past midnight. It was not too late to 
make a correction. His paper would be printed in the morning, 
and ready for issue by five o'clock in the afternoon. In fact, Effie 
received a note from him on Saturday morning : — - 

4 My dear Effie,' he wrote, ' I send you a copy of my new 
number. You will find, on looking into the editorial columns, 
that I have performed what 1 pronased. Not only have I accepted 
and published your very charming verses, but I have added a brief 
note introducing the writer as a de'butante of promise. So much 
I am very pleased to have been able to do for you. Now, as one 
writer introducing another, I leave you with your public. Give 
them of your best. Let your first set of published verses prov* 
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your worst. Aim at the best and highest ; write in a spirit of 
trutn ; let your Art be sincere and self-respectful. 

•1 am sorry that this note, written on Tuesday, could not 
contain what I should much have wished to add, had I known it : 
that your verses have been adapted to an old air by Miss Armorel 
Koseyean. You did not, however, think fit to take me into your 
confidence. 

' I cannot hope to give you more than an occasional appearance 
in my columns. I should advise you, with this introduction of 
mine and the credentials of being published in my paper, to send 
verses to the magazines. I think you will have little difficulty 
with the help of my name in gaining admission. 

• Allow me to add my congratulations on your brother's un- 
doubted success. His play is admirable as a chamber play. It 
may also succeed on the stage, but of this it is impossible to be 
certain. Meantime, it is very cheering to find that he listens to 
the advice of those who have a right to speak, and that he follows 
that advice. It is both cheering to his friends and promising as 
regards his own future. I do not regret the time that I spent in 
advising upon that play. 

' I remain, my dear Effie, very sincerely yours, 

'Alec Fbilding.' 

The paper which contained the verses contained also the 
following paragraph : — 

' In place of the usual editorial verses — my editorial duties do 
not always give me leisure for the service of the Muse — I have 
great pleasure in inserting a set of verses from the pen of a young 
lady whose name is new to my readers. She makes her bow to my 
readers in this column. I venture, however, to prophesy that she 
will not long remain unknown. Wherever the English language 
is spoken, before many years the name of Effie Wilmot shall be 
known and loved. This is the prophecy of one who at least can 
recognise good work when he sees it.' 

Effie read both letter and paragraph to her brother, who raged 
and stormed about the alleged advice and assistance. She also 
read them both to Armorel, who only laughed a little. 

'But,' said Effie, 'he never helped Archie at all! He gave 
him no advice ! ' 

' My dear, if he chooses to say that he did, what does it matter 1 
Time goes on, and every day will make your brother rise higher 
and Mr. Feilding sink lower. And as to the verses, Effie, and 
your — your first appearance ' — Effie turned away her shamefaced 
cheek — ' why, we will take his advice and try other editors. Mr. 
Feilding is, indeed, the cleverest man in London ) ' 
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CHAPTER XVII 

THE NATIONAL GAXLEKT 

Contrast to all reasonable expectation, Alec Feilding called ai 
Armorel's rooms the very next morning — and quite early in the 
morning, when it was not yet eleven. Armorel, however, had 
already gone out. He was received by Mrs. Elstree, who was, aa 
usual, sitting, apparently asleep, by the fire. 

' You have come in the hope of seeing Armorel alone, I sup- 
pose ? ' she said. 

' Yes. You remember, Zoe,' he replied quickly — she observed 
that he was pale, and that he fidgeted nervously, and that his eyes, 
restless and scared, looked as if somebody was hunting him — 'that 
we had a talk about it. You said you wouldn't make a row. You 
know you did. You consented.' 

' Oh, yes ! I remember. I am to play another part, and quite 
a new one. You too are about to play a new part — one not gene- 
rally desired — quite the stage villain.' He made a gesture of im- 
patience. 'Consider, however,' she went on quickly, before he 
could speak. ' Do you think this morning — the day after yesterday 
— quite propitious for your purpose ? ' 

' What do you mean ? ' he asked quickly. ' Why not the day 
after yesterday?' 

' Nothing. Still, if I might advise ' 

' Zoe, you know nothing at all. And time presses. If there 
was reason, a week ago, for me to be the reputed and accepted 
lover of this girl, there is tenfold more reason now. You don't 
know, I say. For Heaven's sake don't spoil things now by any 
interference.' 

He was at least in earnest. Mrs. Elstree contemplated him 
with curiosity. It seemed as if she had never seen him really in 
earnest before. But now she understood. He knew by this time 
that Armorel had discovered the source, the origins, of his great- 
ness. She might destroy him by a word. This knowledge would 
pierce the hide of the most pachydermatous : his strength, you see, 
was like that of Samson — it depended on a secret : it also now 
resembled that of Samson in that it lay at the mercy of a woman. 

' Alec,' said Mrs. Elstree, softly, * you were greatly moved last 
r:ight by several things — by the play, by the picture, by the song. 
1 watched you. While the rest were listening to the play, I 
watched you. The room was dark, and you thought no one could 
see you. But I could make out your features. Armorel watched 
you, too, but for other motives. 1 was wondering. She was trium- 
phant. You know why 1 ' 

' What do you know ? ' 

'Your face, which is generally so well under cowunand, ex. 
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pressed surprise, rage, disgust, and terror— all these passions, deal 
Alec. On the stage we study how to express them. We represent 
an exaggeration so that the gallery shall understand, and we call 
it Art. But I know the symptoms.' 
' What else do you know, I ask 1 ' 

1 This morning you are nervous and agitated. Yon are afraid 
of something. Alec, you know what I think of the cruelty and 
hardheartedness of this project of yours — to sustain your credit 
on an engagement which will certainly not last a month— I could 
not possibly suffer the girl to be entangled longer than that — now 
give it over.' 

' I cannot give it over : it is my only chance. Zoe, you don't 
know the mischief she has done me, and will do me again. It is 
ruin — ruin ! ' 

' Well then, Alec, don't go after her to-day. Indeed, I advise 
you not. You are not in a condition to approach the subject, and 
she is not in a condition to be approached. I do not ask your 
reasons, or the kind of mischief you mean. I sit here and watch. 
In the course of time I find out all things.' 

' How much do you know, Zoe ? What have you found out ? ' 
' Knowledge, Alec, is power. Should I part in a moment, and 
for nothing, with what I have acquired at the expense of a great 
deal of contriving and putting together ? Certainly not. You can 
go and find Armorel, if you persist in choosing such a day for such 
a purpose. She has gone, I believe, to the National Gallery.' 

'I must find her to-day. I must bring things to a head. 
Good Heavens J I don't know what new mischief they may be 
designing.' 

' Go home and wait, Alec. No one will do anything to you to- 
day. You are nervous and excited.' 

' You don't understand, I say. Tell me, did the men talk last 
night — about me — in your hearing 1 ' 

' Not in my hearing, certainly. Go home and rest, Alec' 
' I cannot rest. I must find the girl.' 

' Well, if you want her— go and find her. Alec, remember, if 
you stood the faintest chance of success with her, I think I should 
have to get up and warn her. Even for your sake I do not think 
I could suffer this wickedness to be done. But you have no chance 
— none — not on any day, particularly on this day — and after last 
night. Go, however— go.' 

When things have gone so far that assignations and appoint- 
ments are made and places of secret meeting agreed upon, there is 
hardly any place in the whole of London more central, more con- 
venient, or safer than the National Gallery. Here the young lady 
of society may be perfectly certain of remaining undiscovered. At 
the South Kensington no one is quite safe, because in the modern 
onthusiasm for art all kinds of people — even people in society— 
sometimes go there to see embroideries and hangings', and liandi' 
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rork of every sort. The India Museum is perhaps safer even than 
the National Gallery — safer, for such a purpose, than any other 
spot in the world. But there is a loneliness in its galleries which 
strikes a chill to the most ardent heart, and damps the spirit of the 
most resolute lover. 

In the National Gallery there are plenty of people : but thoy 
are all country visitors, or Americans, or copyists : never any 
people of the young lady^s own set : and there is never any crowd. 
One can sit and talk undisturbed and quiet : the copyists chatter 
or go on with their work regardless of anything : the attendants 
slumber : the visitors pass round room after room, looking for 
pictures which have a story to tell — and a story which they can 
read. That, you see, is the only kind of picture— unless it be 
a picture of a pretty face — which the ordinary visitor commonly 
understands. Not many young people know of this place, and those 
who do keep the knowledge to themselves. The upper rooms of 
the British Museum are also commended by some for the same 
reason, but the approaches are difficult. 

This use of the National Gallery once understood, the thing 
which happened here the day after the reading of the play will not 
seem incredible, though it certainly was not intended by the 
architect when he designed the building. Otherwise there might 
have been convenient arbours. 

Armorel went often to the Gallery : the English girl reserves, 
as a rule, her study of pictures, and art generally, till she gets to 
Florence. Armorel, who had also studied art in Florence, found 
much to learn in our own neglected Gallery. Sometimes she went 
alone : sometimes she went with Effie, and then, being quite a 
learned person in the matter of pictures and their makers, she 
would discourse from room to room, till the day was all too short. 
The country visitors streamed past her in languid procession : the 
lovers met by appointment at her very elbow : the copyists flirted, 
talked scandal, wasted time, and sighed for commissions : but 
Armorel had not learned to watch people : she came to see the 
pictures : she had not begun to detach an individual from the 
ero»wd as a representative : in other words, she was not a novelist. 

This morning she was alone. She carried a notebook and 
pencil, and was standing before a picture making notes. It was a 
wet morning : the rooms were nearly empty, and the galleries were 
very quiet. 

She heard a manly step striding across the floor. She half 
turned as it approached her. Mr. Alec Feilding took off his hat. 

* Mrs. Elstree told me you were here,' he said. ' I ventured to 
follow.' 

'Yes?' 

' You— you— come often, I believe ? ' He looked pale, and, for 
the first time in Armorel's recollection of him, he was nervtma 
' Thard is, I belieVef, a good deal to be learned here.' 
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"There is, especially by those who want to paint— of course, I 
mean-who want to do their own paintings by themselves. Mr 
* eliding frankly, what do you want? Why do you come here in 
search of me?' Her face hardened: her eyes were cold and 
resolved. But the man was full of himself ; he noted not thesa 
symptoms. 

' I came because I have something to say.' 
'Of importance?' 
' Of great importance.' 

' Not, 1 hope, connected with Art. Do not talk to me about 
Art, if you please, Mr. Feilding— not about any kind of Art.' 

He bowed gravely. ' One cannot always listen to conversation 
involving canons and first principles,' he said, with much condescen- 
sion. ' Let me, however, congratulate you on the promise of your 
protege's, Archie and Effie Wilmot.' 
' They are clever.' 

• They are distinctly clever,' he repeated, recovering his usual 
self-possession. ' Effie, as perhaps she has told you, has been my 
pupil for a long time.' 

' She has told me, in fact, something about her relations to 
you.' 

'Yes.' The man was preoccupied and rather dense by nature. 
Therefore he caught only imperfectly these side meanings in 
Armorel's replies. ' Yes — quite so — I have been able to be useful 
to her, and to her brother also — very useful, indeed, happily.' 

' And to — to others — as well — very useful, indeed, Armorel 
echoed. 

He understood that there was some kind of menace in these 
words. But the very air, this morning, was full of menace. He 
passed them by. 

' It is a curious coincidence that you should also have taken up 
this interesting pair. It ought to bring us closer.' 

' Quite the contrary, Mr. Feilding. It puts us far more widely 
apart.' 

' I do not understand that. We have a common interest. For 

instance, only the other day I accepted a poem of Effie's ' 

' Only the other day, Mr. Feilding ? ' 

' Yes, the day before yesterday. I had it set up, and I added 
a few words introducing the writer. That was the day before 
yesterday. Judge of my astonishment when, only yesterday, you 
sang that very song, and handed it round printed with the accom- 
paniment. I have made no alteration. The verses will appear 
to-night, with my laudatory introduction. Some men might com- 
plain that they had not been taken into confidence. But 1 do not. 
Effie is a little genius in he>- way. She is not practical : she does 
not understand that having disposed of her verses to one editor she 
is not free to give them to another. But I do not complain, if 
your action in her cause brings her into notice.' 
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Here was a turning of tables ! Now, some men overdo a thing. 
They smile too much : they rub their hands nervously : they show 
» nervous anxiety to be believed. Not so this man. He spoke 
naturally— he had now recovered his usual equanimity : he looked 
hlankly unconscious that any doubt could possibly be thrown upon 
his word. Since he said it, the thing must be so. Men of honour 
have always claimed and exacted thia concession. Therefore, the 
following syllogism : — 

Mr. Alec Feilding is a man of honour : 
Everybody mu-jt acknowledge so much. 

A man of honour cannot lie : 
Else— what becomes of his honour ? 
Therefore ; 
Any statement made by Mr. Alec Feilding ia 
literally true. 

Armorel showed no doubt in her face. Why g'iguM shol 
There was no doubt in her mind. The man was a Liar. 

' The Wilmots will get on,' she said coldly, ' without any help 
from anybody. Now, Mr. Feilding, you came to say something 
important to me. Shall we go on to that important communica- 
tion ? ' She took a seat on the divan in the middle of the room. 
He stood over her. ' There is no one here this morning,' she said. 
' You can speak as freely as in your own study.' 

' Among your many fine qualities, Miss Rosevean,' he began 
floridly, but with heightened colour, ' a certain artistic reserve ia 
reckoned by your friends, perhaps, the highest. It makes you 
queenly.' 

' Mr. Feilding, I cannot possibly discuss my own qualities witb 
any but my friends.' 

'Your friends ! Surely, I also ' 

'My friends, Mr. Feilding,' Armorel repeated, bristling like 
the fretful porcupine. But the man, preoccupied and thick of 
skin, and full of vainglory and conceit, actually did not perceive 
these quills erect. Armorel's pointed remarks did not prick his 
hide : her coldness he took for her customary reserve. Therefore 
he hurried to his doom. 

'Give me,' he said, ' the right to speak to you as your dearest 
friend. You cannot possibly mistake the attentions that I have 
paid to you for the last few weeks. They must have indicated in 
you — they were, indeed, deliberately designed to indicate—! 

preference — deepening into a passion ' 

' I think you had better stop at once, Mr. Feilding.' 
There are many men who honestly believe that they are irre- 
sistible. It seems incredible, but it is really true. It is the con- 
sciousness of masculine superiority carried to an extreme. They 
think that they have only to repeat the conventional words in tha 
conventional manner for the woman to be subjugated. They 
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come : they conquer. Now, this man, who plainly saw that he 
was to a certain extent — he did not know how far— detected, 
actually imagined that the woman who had detected him in a 
gigantic fraud one day would accept his proffered hand and heart the 
very next day ! There are no bounds, you see, to personal vanity. 
Besides, for this man, if it was necessary that he should appear as 
the accepted suitor of a rich girl, it was doubly necessary that the 
girl should be the one woman in the world who could do mischief. 
He was anxious to discover how much she knew. But of hi a 
wooing he had no anxiety at all. He should speak: she would 
yield : she could do nothing else. 

' Permit me,' he replied blandly, ' to go on. I am, as you know, 
a leader in the world of Art. I am known as a painter, a poet, 
and a writer of fiction. I have other ambitions still.' 

' Doubtless you will succeed in these as you have succeeded in 
those three Arts.' 

' Thank you.' He really did not see the meaning of her words. 
4 1 take your words as of happy augury. Armorel ' 

' No, Sir ! Not my Christian name, if you please.' 

• Give me the right to call you by your Christian name.' 

* You are asking me to marry you. Is that what you mean V 
' It is nothing less.' 

« Really ! When I tell you, Mr. Feilding, that I know you— 
that I know you— it will be plain to you that the thing is 
absolutely impossible. 

'To know me,' he replied, showing no outward emotion, 
' should make it more than possible. What could I wish better 
than to be known to you ? ' 

She looked him full in the face. He neither dropped his eyes 
nor changed colour. 

•What could be better for me?' he repeated. '« hat could 
I hope for better than to be known?' . T * n 

' Oh ! This man is truly wonderful ! ' she cried. Must 1 tell 
you what I know ? ' 

' It would be better, perhaps. You look as if you know 
something to my— actually— if I may say so— actually to my 

discredit 1 ' 

Armorel gasped. His impudence was colossal. 

4 To your discredit ! Oh ! Actually to your discredit ! bir, 
I know the whole of your disgraceful history— the history of the 
past three or four years. I know by what frauds you have passed 
yourself off as a painter and as a poet. I know by what pretences 
you thought to lay the foundation for a reputation as a dramatist. 
I know that your talk is borrowed— that you do not know art 
when you see it : that you could never write a single line of verse 
—and that of all the humbugs and quacks that ever imposed 
themselves upon the credulity of people you are the worst *d* 
biggest.' 
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He stared with a wonder which was, at least, admirably acted. 

■ Good Heavens ! ' he said. ' These words — these accusations 
—from you ? From Armorel Rosevean — cousin of my cousin — 
whom I had believed to be a friend ] Can this be possible ? Who 
has put this wonderful array of charges into your head \ ' 

' That matters nothing. They are true, and you know it.' 

'They are so true,' he replied sternly, ' that if anyone were to 
dare to repeat these things before a third person, I should instantly 
— instantly — instruct my solicitors to bring an action for libel. 
Remember : youth and sex would not avail to protect that libeller. 
If anyone — anyone — dares, I say ' 

4 Oh ! say no more. Go, and do not speak to me again ! What 
will be done with this knowledge, I cannot say. Perhaps it will 
be used for the exposure which will drive you from the houses of 
honest people. Go, I say ! ' 

She stamped her foot and raised her voice, insomuch that two 
drowsy attendants woke up and looked round, thinking they had 
dreamed something unusual. 

The injured man of Art and Letters obeyed. He strode away. 
He, who had come pale and hesitating, now, on learning the truth 
which he had suspected and on receiving this unmistakable 
rejection, walked away with head erect and lofty mien. He 
showed, at least by outward bearing, the courage which ia 
awakened by a declaration of war. 

CHAPTER XVIH 

CONGRATULATIONS 

In the afternoon of the same day Armorel received a visit from 
a certain Lady Frances, of whom mention has already been made. 
She was sitting in her own room, alone. The excitements of tho 
last night and of the morning were succeeded by a gentle melan- 
choly. These things had not been expected when she took her 
rooms and plunged into London life. Besides, after these 
excitements the afternoon wa3 flat. 

Lady Frances came in, dressed beautifully, gracious and cordial ; 
nho took both Armorel' s hands in her own, and looked as if she 
would have kissed her but for conscientious scruples : she was 
tive-and-forty, or perhaps fifty, fat, comfortable, and rosy-cheeked. 
And she began to talk volubly. Not in the common and breathless 
way of volubility which leaves out the stops ; but steadily and 
irresistibly, so that her companion should not be able to get in one 
single word. Well-bred persons do not leave out their commas 
and their full stops : but they do sometimes talk continuously, 
Like a cataract or a Westmoreland Force, at least. 

'My dear,' she said, 'I told your maid that I wanted to see 
you alone, and in yoar own room. She said Mrs. Elstree was out. 
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So I came in. It is a very pretty little room. They tell me yon 
play wonderfully. This is where you practise, I suppose.' She 

Eut up her glasses and looked round, as if to see what impression 
ad been produced on the walls by the music. ' And I hear also 
that you paint and draw. My dear, you are the very person for 
him.' Again she looked round. 'A very pretty room, really — 
wonderful to observe how the taste for decoration and domestio 
art has spread of late years ! ' A doubtful compliment, when you 
consider it. 'Well, my dear, as an old friend of his — at all events, 
a very useful friend of his — I am come to congratulate you.' 

' To congratulate me 1 ' 

' Yes. I thought I would be one of the first. I asked him 
two or three days ago if it was settled, and he confessed the truth, 
but begged me not to spread it abroad, because there were lawyers 
and people to see. Of course, his secrets are mine. And, except 
my own very intimate friends and one or two who can be perfectly 
trusted, I don't think I have mentioned the thing to a soul. I 
dare say r however, the news is all over the town by this time. 
Wonderful how things get carried— a bird of the air— the flying 
thistledown ' 

' I do not understand, Lady Frances.' 

' My dear, you need not pretend, because he confessed. And 
I think you are a very lucky girl to catch the cleverost man in all 
London, and he certainly is a lucky man to catch such a pretty 
girl as you. They say that he has got through all his money- 
men of genius are always bad men of business— but your own 
fortune will set him up again— a hundred thousand, I am told— 
mind you have it all settled on yourself. No one knows what may 
happen. I could tell you a heartrending story of a girl who 
trusted her lover with her money. But your lawyers will, of 
course, look after that.' 

' I assure you ' , . . . . 

« He tells me,' the lady went on, without taking any notice of 
the interruption, 'that the thing will not come off for some time 
yet. I wouldn't keep it waiting too long, if 1 were you. Engage- 
ments easily get stale. Like buns. Well, I suppose you have 
teamed all his secrets by this time : of course he is madly in love, 
and can keep nothing from you.' 

« Has^he^told you yet who writes his stories for him? EM 
Has he told you that ? ' The lady bent forward and lowered her 
voice, and spoke earnestly. ' Has he told you ? > 

' I assure you that he has told me nothing— and 

♦ That is in reality what I came about. Because, my dear, 
there must be a little plain speaking.' 

' Oh ! but let me speak — 1 ' 

'When I have said what I came to say'— Lady *rancea 
motioned with her hand gently but with authority— 'then you 
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shall have your turn. Men are so foolish that they tell their 
sweethearts everything. The chief reason why they fall in love, 
[ believe, is a burning desire to have somebody to whom they can 
tell everything. I know a man who drove his wife mad by con- 
stantly telling her all his difficulties. He was always swimming in 
difficulties. Well, Alec is bound to tell you before long, even if 
he has not told you yet, which I can hardly believe. Now, my 
dear child, it matters very little to him if all the world knew the 
truth. All the world, to be sure, credits him with those stories, 
though he has been very careful not to claim them. He knows 
better. I say to such a clever man as Alec a few stories, more or 
less, matter nothing. But it matters a great deal to me' — what 
was this person talking about 1 — ' because, you see, if it were to 
come out that I had been putting together old family scandals and 
forgotten stories, and sending them to the papers — there would be 
— there would be — Heaven knows what there would be ! Yes, my 
dear — you can tell Alec that you know — I am the person who has 
written those stories. I wrote them, every one. They are all 
family stories — every good old family has got thousands of stories, 
and I have been collecting them — some of my own people, some 
of my husband's, and some of other people — and writing them 
down, changing names, and scenes, and dates, so that they should 
not be identified except by the few who knew them.' 

Armorel made no further attempt to stem the tide of com- 
munication. 

'I have come to make you understand clearly, young lady, 
that it is not his secret alone, but mine. You would do him a 
little harm, perhaps — I don't know — by letting it out, but you 
would do me an infinity of harm. I write them down, you see, 
and I take them to Alec, and he alters them — puts the style right 
—or says he does — though I never see any difference in them when 
they come out in the paper. And everybody who knows the story 
asks how in the name of wonder he got it.' 

' Oh ! But I do assure you that I know nothing at all of this.' 

' Don't you? Well, never mind. Now you do know. And you 
know also that you can't talk about it, because it is his secret as 
well as mine. Why, you don't suppose that the man really doos 
all he says he does, do you ? Nobody could. It isn't in nature. 
Everybody who knows anything at all agrees that there must be a 
ghost — perhaps more than one. I'm the story ghost. I dare say 
there's a picture ghost, and a poetry ghost. He's a wonderful 
clever man, no doubt — it's the cleverest thing in the world to make 
other people work for you ; but don't imagine, pray, that he can 
write stories of society. Bourgeois stories— about the middle class 
— his own class — perhaps ; but not stories about Us. My stories 
belong to quite another level. Well, my dear, that is off my mind. 
Remember that this secret would do a great deal of harm to him as 
well as to me if it were to get about.' 
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' Oh ! You are altogether — wholly— wrong * 

' My dear, I really do not care if 1 am wrong. You will not, 
however, damage his reputation by letting out his secrets ? A wife 
can help her husband in a thousand ways, and especially in keeping 
up the little deceptions. Thousands of wives, I am told, pass their 
whole lives in the pretence that they and their husbands are gentle- 
folk. Alec has been received into a few good houses ; and though 
it is, of course, more difficult to get a woman in than a man, I will 
really do what I can for you. With a good face, good eyes, a good 
figure, and a little addition of style, you ought to get on very well 
by degrees. Or you might take the town by storm, and become • 
professional beauty.' 

' Thank you— but ' 

* And there's another thing. As an old friend of Alec's, I feel 
that I can give advice to you. Let me advise you earnestly, my 
dear, to make all the haste you can to get rid of your com- 
panion. I know all about it. She was sent to your lawyer's 
by Alec himself. Why ? Well, it is an old story, and I suppose 
he wanted to place her comfortably — or he had some other reason. 
He's always been a crafty man. You can see that in his eyes.' 

' Oh ! But I cannot listen to this ! ' cried Armorel. 

' Nonsense, my dear. You do not expect your husband to be an 
angel, I suppose. Only silly middle-class girls who read novels do 
that. It will do you no harm to know that the man is no better 
than his neighbours. And I am sure he is no worse. I am speak- 
ing, in fact, for your own good. My dear child, Alec ran after the 
woman years ago. She was rich then, and used to go about. Cer- 
tain houses do not mind who enter within their gates. They lived 
in Palace Gardens, and Monsieur le Papa was rich — oh I rich A 
millions — and the daughter was sugar-sweet and as innocent as an 
angel — fluffy hair, all tangled and rebellious — you know the kind 
— and large blue, wondering eyes, generally lowered until the time 
came for lifting them in the faces of young men. It was deadly, 
my dear. I believe she might have married anybody she pleased. 
There was the young Earl of Silchester — he wanted her. What a 
fool she was not to take him ! No ; she was spoony on Aleo 
Feilding ' 

' Oh J I must not ! ' cried Armorel again. 

' My dear, I'm telling you. Her papa went smash — poor thing I 
— a grand, awful, impossible smash ; other people's money mixed up 
In it. A dozen workhouses were filled with the victims, I believe. 
That kind of smash out of which it is impossible to pull yourself 
anyhow. Killed himself, therefore. Went out of the world with- 
out invitation by means of a coarse, vulgar, common piece of two- 
penny rope, tied round his great fat neck. I remember him. 
What did the girl do ? Ran away from society : went on the stage 
as one of a travelling company. Why, I saw her myself three 
years ago at Leamington. I knew her instantly. " Aha ! " I atJd, 
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" there's Miss Fluffy, with the appealing, wondering eyes. Poo* 
thing I Here is a come down in the world ! " Now I find her 
here — your companion — a widow — widow of one Jerome Elstree 
deceased— artist, I am told. I never heard of the gentleman, and 
I confess I have my doubts as to his existence at all.' 

Armorel ceased to offer any further opposition to the 
stream. 

' The innocent, appealing blue eyes : the childish face : oh ! I 
remember. My dear, I hope you will not have any reason to be 
jealous of Mrs. Elstree. But take care. There were other girls, 
too, now I come to think about it. There was his cousin, Philippa 
Rosevean. Everybody knows that he went as far with her as a 
man can go, short of an actual engagement. Canon Langley, of 
St. Paul's, wants to marry her. She's an admirable person for an 
ecclesiastical dignitary's wife — beautiful, cold, and dignified. But, 
as yet, she has not accepted him. They say he will be a bishop. 
And they say she loves her cousin Alec still. Women are gene- 
rally dreadful fools about men. But I don't know. I don't think, 
if I were you, I should be jealous of Philippa. There's another 
Little girl, too, I have seen coming out of his studio. But she's 
only a model, or something. If you begin to be jealous about the 
models, there will be no end. Then, there are hundreds of girls 
about town — especially those who can draw and paint a little, or 
write a silly little song — who think they are greatly endowed with 
genius, and would give their heads to get your chance. You are 
a lucky girl, Miss Armorel Rosevean ; but I would advise you, in 
Drder to make the most of your good fortune, to change your 
companion quickly. Persuade her to try the climate of Australia. 
Else, there may be family jars.' 

Here she stopped. She had said what was in her mind. 
Whether she came to say this out of the goodness of her heart ; or 
whether she intended to make a little mischief between the girl 
and her lover ; or whether she supposed Armorel to be a young 
lady who accepts a lover with no illusions as to imaginary perfec- 
tions, so that a new weakness discovered here and there would not 
lower him in her opinion, I cannot say. Lady Frances was gene- 
rally considered a good-natured kind of person, and certainly she 
had no illusions about perfection in any man. 

' May I speak now? ' asked Armorel. 

' Certainly, my dear. It was very good of you to hear me 
patiently. And I've said all I wanted to. Keep my secret, and 
get rid of your companion, and I'll take you in hand.' 

' Thank you. But you would not suffer me to explain that you 
are entirely mistaken. I am not engaged to Mr. Feeding at all.' 

' But he told me that you were.' 

' Yes ; but he also tells the world, or allows the world to 
believe, that he writes your stories. I am not engaged to Mr, 

Q2 
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Feilding Lady Frances, and, what is more. I never shall be 
engaged to that man— never ! ' 

'Have you quarrelled already V 

' We have not quarrelled, because before people quarrel they 
must be on terms of some intimacy. We have never been more 
than acquaintances.' 

' Well— but— child— he has been seen with you constantly. 
At theatres, at concerts, in the park, in galleries— everywhere, he 
has been walking with you as if he had the right.' 

' I could not help that. Besides, I never thought ' 

* Never thought ? Why, where were you brought up 1 Never 
thought 1 Good gracious 1 what do young ladies go into society 
for?' 

' I am not a young lady of society, I am afraid.' 

* Well — but — what was your companion about, to allow Oh I ' 

— Lady Frances nodded her head — ' oh ! now I understand. Now 
one can understand why he got her placed here. Now one under- 
stands her business. My dear, you have been placed in a very 
dangerous position — most dangerous. Your guardians or lawyers 
are very much to blame. And you really never suspected any- 
thing?' 

' How should I suspect ? I was always told that Mr. Feilding 
was not the man to begin that kind of thing.' 

' Were you ? Your companion told you that, I supnose ? 

* Oh ! I suppose so. There seems a horrid network of decep- 
tion all about me, Lady Frances.' Armorel rose, and her visitor 
followed her example. ' You have put a secret into my hands. 
I shall respect it. Henceforth, I desire but one more interview 
with this man. Oh ! he is all lies — through and through. There 
is no part of him that is true.' 

' Nonsense, my dear ; you take things too seriously. We 

all have our little reservations, and some deceptions are necessary. 

When you get to my age you will understand. Why won't y<m 

marry the man ? He is young : his manners are pretty good : he 

is a man of the world : he is really clever : he is quite sure to get 

on, particularly if his wife help him. He means to get on. He is 

the kind of man to get on. You see he is clever enough to take 

the credit of other people's work : to make others work for you 

is the first rule in the art of getting on. Oh ! he will do. I shall 

live to see him made a baronet, and in the next generation his son 

will marry money, and go up into the Lords. That is the way. 

My dear, you had better take him. You will never get a more 

promising offer. You seem to me rather an unworldly kind 

of girl. You should really take advice of those who know the 

world.' 

' I could never — never — marry Mr. Feilding. 
' Wealth, position, society, rank, consideration — these are the 
only things in life worth having, and you are going to throw them 
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away ! My dear, is there actually nothing between you at all 1 
Was it all a fib?' 

' Actually nothing at all, except that he offered himself to me 
this very morning, and he received an answer which was, I hope, 
plain enough.' 

'Ah ! now I see.' Lady Frances laughed. 'Now I under- 
stand, my dear, the vanity of the man ! The creature, when he 
told me that fib, thought it was the truth because he had made up 
his mind to ask you, and, of course, he concluded that no one 
could say " No " to him. Now I understand. You need not fall 
into a rage about it, my dear. It was only his vanity. Poor dear 
Alec ! Well, he'll get another pretty girl, I dare say ; but, my 

dear, I doubt whether Rising men are scarce, you know. 

Good-bye, child 1 Keep that little secret, and don't bear malice. 
The vanity — the vanity of the men 1 Wonderful ! wonderful ! ' 

'And now,' cried Armorel, alone — 'now there is nothing left. 
Everything has been torn from him. He can do nothing — 
nothing. The cleverest man — the very cleverest man in aD 
London 1 ' 

CHAPTER XIX 

WHAT KBXT? 

Roland had moved into his new studio before Armorel became, as 
she had promised, his model in the new picture. She began to go 
there nearly every morning, accompanied by Effie, and faithfully 
sat for two or three hours while the painting went on. It was the 
picture which he had begun under the old conditions, her own figure 
being substituted for that of the girl which the artist originally 
designed. The studio was one of a nest of such offices crowded 
together under a great roof and lying on many floors. The others 
were, I dare say, prettily furnished and decorated with the customary 
furniture of a studio, with pictures, sketches, screens, and pretty 
things of all kinds. This studio was nothing but a great gaunt 
room, with a big window, and no furniture in it except an easel, a 
table, and two or three chairs. There was simply nothing else. 
Under the pressure of want and failure the unfortunate artist had 
long ago parted with all the pretty things with which he had begun 
his career, and the present was no time to replace them. 

' I have got the studio,' he said, 'for the remainder of a lease, 
pretty cheap. Unfortunately, I cannot furnish it yet. Wait until 
the tide turns. I am full of hope. Then this arid wall and this 
great staring Sahara of a floor shall blossom with all manner of 
lovely things — armour and weapons, bits of carving and tapestry, 
drawings. You shall see how jolly it will be.' 

Next to the studio there were two rooms. In one of these, his 
bedroom, he had placed the barest necessaries ; the other was empty 
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and unfurnished, so that he had no place to sit in during the even- 
ing but his gaunt and ghostly studio. However, the tide had turned 
in one respect. He was now full of hope. 

There is no better time for conversation than when one is sitting 
for a portrait or standing for a model. The subject has to remain 
motionless. This would be irksome if silence were imposed as well 
as inaction. Happily, the painter finds that his sitter only exhibits 
a natural expression when he or she is talking and thinking about 
something else. And, which is certainly a Providential arrange- 
ment, the painter alone among mortals, if we except the cobbler, 
can talk and work at the Bame time. I do not mean that he can 
talk about the Differential Calculus, or about the relations of Capital 
and Labour, or about a hot comer in politics but he can talk of 
things light, pleasant, and on the surface. 

' I feel myself back in Scilly,' said Armorel. • Whenever I come 
here and think of what you are painting, I am in the boat, watching 
the race of the tide through the channel. The puffins are swarming 
on Camber Rock, and swimming in the smooth water outside : there 
is the head of a seal, black above the water, shining in the sunlight 
— how he flounders in the current ! The seagulls are flying and 
crying overhead : the shags stand in rows upon the farthest rocks : 
the sea-breeze blows upon my cheek. I suppose I have changed so 
much that when I go back I shall have lost the old feeling. But 
it was joy enough in those days only to sit in the boat and watch 
it all. Do you remember, Roland ? ' 

' I remember very well. You are not changed a bit, Armorel : 

you have only grown larger and ' ' More beautiful,' he would 

have added, but refrained. 'You will find that the old joy will 
return again — la joie de vivre — only to breathe and feel and look 
around. But it will be then ten times as joyous. If you loved 
Scilly when you were a child and had seen nothing else, how much 
more will you love the place now that you have travelled and seen 
strange lands and other coasts and the islands of the Mediter- 
ranean ! ' 

' I fear that I shall find the place small : the house will have 
sJuxink-pchildren's houses always shrink. I hope that Holy Farm 
will not have become mean.' 

'Mean? with the verbena-trees, the fuchsias, the tall pampas- 
grass, and the palms ! Mean ? with the old ship's lanthorn and the 
gilded figure-head ? Mean, Armorel ? with the old orchard behind 
and the twisted trees with their fringe of grey moss ? You talk 
rank blasphemy ! Something dreadful will happen to you. 

' Perhaps it will be I myself, then, that will have grown mean 
enough to think the old house mean. But Samson is a very little 
place, isn't it 1 One cannot make out Samson to be a big place. 
I could no longer live there always. We will go there for three or 
four months every year ; just for refreshment of the soul, and then 
return here among men and women or travel abroad together, Efiio. 
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We oould be happy for a time there : we could sail and row about 
the rocks in calm weather : and in stormy weather we should watch 
the waves breaking over the headlands, and in the evening I would 
play " The Chirping of the Lark." ' 

' I am ready to go to-morrow, if you will take me with you,' 
said Erne. 

Then they were silent again. Roland walked backwards and 
forwards, brush and palette in hand, looking at his model and at 
his canvas. Eflie stood beside the picture, watching it grow. To 
one who cannot paint, the growth of a portrait on the canvas is a 
kind of magic. The bare outline and shape of head and face, the 
colour of the eyes, the curve of the neck, the lines of the lips — 
anyone might draw these. But to transfer to the canvas the very 
soul that lies beneath the features — that, if you please, is different. 
Oh ! How does the painter catch the soul of the man and show it 
in his face ? One must be oneself an artist of some kind even to 
appreciate the greatness of the portrait painter. 

' When this picture is finished,' said Armorel, ' there will be 
nothing to keep me in London ; and we will go then.' 

' At the very beginning of the season ? ' 

' The season is nothing to me. My companion, Mrs. Elstree, 
who was to have launched me so beautifully into the very best 
society, turns out not to have any friends ; so that there i3 no 
society for me, after all. Perhaps it is as well.' 

' Will Mrs. Elstree go to Scilly with you ? ' asked Roland. 

'No,' said Armorel, with decision. ' On Samson, at least, one 
needs no companion.' 

Again they relapsed into silence for a space. Conversation in 
the studio is fitful. 

' I have a thing to talk over with you two,' she said. ' First, 
I thought it would be best to talk about it to you singly ; but now 
I think that you should both hear the whole story, and so we can 
»11 three take counsel as to what is best.' 

' Your head a little more — so.' Roland indicated the movement 
with bis forefinger. ' That will do. Now pray go on, Armorel.' 

' Once there was a man,' she began, as if she was telling a story 
to children — and, indeed, there is no better way ever found out of 
beginning a story — 'a man who was, in no sense at all, and could 
never become, try as much as he could, an artist. He was, in fact, 
entirely devoid of the artistic faculty : he had no ear for music or 
for poetry, no eye for beauty of form or for colour, no hand for 
drawing, no brain to conceive : he was quite a prosaic person. 
Whether he was clever in tilings that do not require the artistic 
faculty, I do not know. I should hardly think he could be clever 
in anything. Perhaps he might be good at buying cheap and sellino 
dear. CT 

' Won't you take five minutes' rest ? ' asked the painter ; hardly 
listening at all to the beginning, which, as you see, promised verj 
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K^vw^ 01 ^™ ane ? t - Th*™ ar *> however, many way. 
by which the story-teller gets a grip of his hearer, and a dull be- 
ginning is not always the least effective. He put down his palette. 
You must be tired,' he said. < Come and tell me what you think ' 
Me looked thoughtfully at his picture. Armorel's poor little berin- 
rung of a story was slighted. s 

' You are satisfied, so far ? ' she asked. 

' I will tell you when it is finished. Is the water quite right 1 ' 

' We are in shoal, close behind us are the broad Black Rock 
Ledges. The water might be even more transparent still. It is 
the dark water racing through the narrow ravine that I think of 
most. It will be a great picture, Roland. Now I will take my 
place again.' She did so. ' And, with your permission, I will go 
on with my story : you heard the beginning, Roland ? ' 

' Oh ! Yes ! Unfortunate man with no eyes and no ears,' he 
replied, unsuspecting. ' Worse than a one-eyed Calender.' 

' This preposterous person, then, with neither eye, nor ear, nor 
hand, nor understanding, had the absurd ambition to succeed. 
This you will hardly believe. But he did. And, what is more, he 
had no patience, but wanted to succeed all at once. I am told 
that lots of young men, nowadays, are consumed with that yearn- 
ing to succeed all at once. It seems such a pity, when they should 
be happily dancing and singing and playing at the time when they 
were not working. I think they would succeed so very much better 
afterwards. Well, this person very soon found that in the law — 
did I say he was a barrister ? — he had no chance of success except 
after long years. Then he looked round the fields of art and 
literature. Mind, he could neither write nor practise any art. 
What was he to do ? Every day the ambition to seem great filled 
his soul more and more, and every day the thing appeared to him 
more hopeless : because, you see, he had no imagination, and there- 
fore could not send his soul to sleep with illusions. I wonder he 
did not go mad. Perhaps he did, for he resolved to pretend. 
First, he thought he would pretend to be a painter ' — here Roland, 
who had been listening languidly, started, and became attentive. 
' He could neither paint nor draw, remember. He began, I think, 
by learning the language of Art. He frequented studios, heard the 
talk and read the books. It must have been weary work for him. 
But, of course, he was no nearer his object than before ; and then 
a great chance came to him. He found a young artist full of pro- 
mise — a real artist — one filled with the whole spirit of Art : but he 
was starving. He was actually penniless, and he had no friends 
who could help him, because he was an Australian by birth. This 
young man was not only penniless, but in despair. He was ready 
to do anything. I suppose, when one is actually starving and 
sees no prospect of success or any hope, ambition dies away and 
even self-respect may seem a foolish thing.' Roland listened now, 
his picture forgotten. What was Armorel intending? 'It must 



WHAT NEXT? t}l 

be a most dreadful kind of temptation. There can be nothing like 
it in the world. That is why we pray for our daily bread. Oh ! 
a terrible temptation. I never understood before how great and 
terrible a temptation it is. Then the man without eye, or hand, 
or brain saw a chance for himself. He would profit by his brother's 
weakness. He proposed to buy the work of this painter and to call 
it his own.' 

' Armorel, must you tell this story ? ' 

4 Patience, Roland. In his despair the artist gave way. He 
consented. For three years and more he received the wages of — 
of sin. But his food was like ashes in his mouth, and his front 
was stamped — yes, stamped — by the curse of those who sin against 
then- own soul.' 

' Armorel ' But she went on, ruthless. 

4 The pictures were very good : they were exhibited, praised, 
and sold. And the man grew quickly in reputation. But he wasn't 
satisfied. He thought that as it was so easy to be a painter, it 
would be equally easy to become a poet. All the Arts are allied : 
many painters have been also poets. He had never written a 
single line of poetry. I do not know that he had ever read any 
He found a girl who was struggling, working, and hoping.' Efne 
started and turned roseate red. ' He took her poems — bought 
them — and, on the pretence of having improved them and so made 
them his own, he published them in his own name. They were 
pretty, bright verses, and presently people began to look for them 
and to like them. So he got a double reputation. But the poor 
girl remained unknown. At first she was so pleased at seeing her 
verses in print — it looked so much like success — that she hardly 
minded seeing his name at the end. But presently he brought out 
a little volume of them with his name on the title-page, and then 
a second volume — also with his name ' 

' The scoundrel ! ' cried Roland. ' He cribbed his poetry too ? ' 

Efne bowed her face, ashamed. 

'And then the girl grew unhappy. For she perceived that 
she was in a bondage from which there was no escape except by 
sacrificing the money which he gave her, and that was necessary 
for her brother's sake. So she became very unhappy.' 

' Very unhappy,' echoed Effie. Both painter and poet stood 
confused and ashamed. 

' Then this clever man— the cleverest man in London— began 
to go about in society a good deal, because he was so great a 
genius. There he met a lady who was full of stories.' 

' Oh ! ' said Roland. ' Is there nothing in him at all? ' 

'Nothing at all. There is really nothing at all. This man 
persuaded the lady to write down these stories, which were all 
based on old family scandals and episodes unknown or forgotten 
by the world. They form a most charming series of stories. I 
believe they are written in a most sparkling style— full of wit and 
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life. Well, he did not put his name to them, but he allowed the 
whole world to believe that they were his own.' 
' Good Heavens ! ' cried Roland. 

' And still he was not satisfied. He found a young dramatist 
who had written a most charming play. He tried to persuade the 
poor lad that his play was worthless, and he offered to take it 
himself, alter it— but there needed no alteration— and convert it 
into a play that could be acted. He would give fifty pounds for 
the play, but it was to be his own.' 

'Yes,' said Effie, savagely. ' He made that offer, but he will 
not get the play.' 

' You have heard, now, what manner of man he was. Very 
well. I tell you two the story because I want to consult you. 
The other day I arranged a little play of my own. That is, I in- 
vited people to hear the reciting of that drama : I invited the 
pretender himself among the rest, but he did not know or guess 
what the play was going to be. And at the same time I invited 
the painter and the poet. The former brought his unfinished 
picture — the latter brought her latest poem, which the pretender 
was going that very week to bring out in his own name. I had set 
it to music, and I sang it. I meant that he should learn in this 
way, without being told, that everything was discovered. I watched 
his face during the recital of the play, and I saw the dismay of 
the discovery creeping gradually over him as he realised that he 
had lost his painter, his poet, and his dramatist. There remained 
nothing more but to discover the author of the stories — and that, 
too, I have found out. And I think he will lose his story-teller as 
well. He will be deprived of all his borrowed plumes. At one 
blow he saw himself ruined.' 

Neither of the two made answer for a space. Then spoke 
Roland : ' Dux femina facti ! A woman hath done this.' 

' He is ruined unless he can find others to take your places. 
The question I want you to consider is — What shall be done next ? 
Roland, it is your name and fame that he has stolen — your pictures 
that he has called his own. Effie, they are your poems that he 
has published under his name. What will you do? Will you 
demand your own again ? Think.' 

'He must exhibit no more pictures of mine,' said Roland. 
' He has one in his studio that he has already sold. That one must 
not go to any gallery. That is all I have to say.' 

' He cannot publish any more poems of mine,' said Effie, ' be- 
cause he hasn't got any, and I shall give him no more.' 

' What about the past ? ' 

' Are we so proud of the past and of the part we have played ia 
It' — asked Roland — 'that we should desire its story published to all 
ihe world ? ' 

Effie shook her head, approvingly. 

* As for me,' he continued, « I wish never to hear of It again. 
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It makes me sick and ashamed even to think of it. Let it be for- 
Kotten. I was an unknown artist-I had few fnends-I had 
Exhibited one picture only-so that my work was unknown-1 
had painted for him six or seven pictures which are mostly bought 
by an American. As for the resemblance of style, that may make 
a few men talk for a season. Then it will be forgotten. I shall 
remain— he will have disappeared. I am content to take my 
chance with future work, even if at first I may appear to be a mere 
copyist of Mr. Alec Feilding.' 

'And you, Effiel' ., > „ 

' I acrree with Mr. Lee,' she replied briefly. Let tlm past 
alone. °I shall write more verses, and, perhaps, better verses. 

' Then I will go to him and tell him that he need fear nothing. 
We shall hold our tongues. But he is not to exhibit the picture 
that is in his studio. I will tell him that.' 

' You will not actually go to him yourself, Ar morel— alone- 
after what has passed 1 ' asked Effie. 

' Why not ? He can do me no harm. He knows that he has 
been found out, and he is tormented by the fear of what we shall 
do next. I bring him relief. His reputation is secured— that is to 
say, it will be the reputation of a man who stopped at thirty, in 
the fulness of his first promise and his best powers, and did no 
more work.' 

' Oh ! ' cried Effie. ' I thought he was so clever ! I thought 
that his desire to be thought a poet was only a little infirmity of 

temper, which would pass. And, after all, to think that ' 

Here the poet looked at the painter, and the painter looked at the 
poet— but neither spoke the thought : ' How could you— you, with 
your pencil : how could you — you, with your pen — consent to the 
Iniquity of so great a fraud 1 ' 

CHAPTER XX 

A B.ECOVE&Y AND A FLIGHT 

Amip all these excitements Armorel became aware that something 
— something of a painful and disagreeable character, was going on 
with her companion. They were at this time very little together. 
Mrs. Elstree took her breakfast in bed ; at luncheon she was, just 
now, nearly always out ; at dinner she sat silent, pale, and anxious ; 
in the evening she lay back in her chair as if she was asleep. One 
night Armorel heard her weeping and sobbing in her room. She 
knocked at the door with intent to offer her help if she was ill. 
' No, no,' cried Mrs. Elstree ; ' you need not come in. I have 
nothing but a headache.' 

This thing as well disquieted her. She remembered what Lady 
Frances had suggested — it is always the suggestion rather than the 
baro fact which sticks and pricks like a thorn, and will not come 
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out or suffer itself to be removed. Armorel thought nothing of the 
allegation concerning the stage — why should not a girl go upon the 
Btage if she wished 1 The suggestion which pricked was that Mrs. 
Elstree had been sent to her by the man whom she now knew to be 
fraudulent through and through, in order to carry out some under- 
hand and secret design. There is nothing more horrid than the 
suspicion that the people about one are treacherous. It reduces 
one to the condition of primitive man, for whom every grassy 
glade concealed a snake and every bush a wild beast. She tried to 
shake off the suspicion, yet a hundred things confirmed it. Her 
constant praise of this child of genius, his persistence in meeting 
them wherever they went, the attempt to make her find money 
for his schemes. The girl, thus irritated, began to have uneasy 
dreams ; she was as one caught in the meshes ; she was lured into a 
garden whence there was no escape ; she was hunted by a cunning 
and relentless creature ; she was in a prison, and could not get out. 
Always in her dreams Zoe stood on one side of her, crying, ' Oh, the 
great and glorious creature ! — oh, the cleverness of the man ! — oh, 
the wonder and the marvel of him ! ' And on the other side stood 
Lady Frances, saying, ' Why don't you take him 1 He is a liar, it 
is true, but he is no worse than his neighbours — all men are liars ! 
You can't get a man made on purpose for you. What is your 
business in life at all but to find a husband 1 Why are girls in 
Society at all except to catch husbands ? And they are scarce, I 
assure you. Why don't you take the man 1 You will never again 
have such a chance — a rising man — a man who can make other 
people work for him— a clever man. Besides, you are as good as 
engaged to him : you have made people talk : you have been seen 
with him everywhere. If you are not engaged to him you ought 
to be.' 

It was about a week after the reading of the play when this 
condition of suspicion and unquiet was brought to an end in a veiy 
unexpected manner. 

Mr. Jagenal called at the rooms in the morning about ten 
o'clock. Mrs. Elstree was taking breakfast in bed, as usual. 
Armorel was alone, painting. 

'My dear young lady,' said her kindly adviser, 'I would not 
have disturbed you at this early hour but for a very important 
matter. You are well and happy, I trust ? No, you are not well 
and happy. You look pale.' 

'I have been a little worried lately,' Armorel replied. But 
never mind now.' 

• Are you quite alone here ? Your companion, Mrs. Elstree I 

' She has not yet left her room. We are quite alone.' 

' Very well, then.' The lawyer sat down and began nursing his 
right knee. ' Very well. You remember, I dare say, making a 
certain communication to me touching a collection of precious stincs 
in your possession ? You made that communication to me five 
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years ago, when first you came from Scilly. You returned to it 
again when you arrived at your twenty-first birthday, and I handed 
over to your own keeping all your portable property.' 

' Of course I remember perfectly well.' 

' Then does your purpose still hold ? ' 

4 It is still, and always, my duty to hand over those rubies to 
their rightful owner — the heir of Robert Fletcher, as soon as he 
can be found.' 

' It is also my duty to warn you again, as I have done already, 
that there is no reason at all why you should do so. You are the 
sole heiress of your great-great-grandmother's estate. She died 
worth a great sum of money in gold, besides treasures in plate, 
works of art, lace, and jewels cut and uncut. The rambling story 
of an aged woman cannot be received as evidence on the strength 
of which you should hand over valuable property to persons un- 
known, who do not even claim it, and know nothing about it.' 

' I must hand over those rubies,' Armorel repeated, ' to the 
person to whom they belong.' 

' It is a very valuable property. If the estimate which was 
made for me was correct — I see no reason to doubt it — those jewels 
could be sold, separately, or in small parcels, for nearly thirty-five 
thousand pounds — a fortune larger than all the rest of your property 
put together — thirty-five thousand pounds ! ' 

' That has nothing to do with the question, has it ? I have got 
to restore those jewels, you see, to their rightful owner, as soon as 
he can be discovered.' 

' Well — but — consider again. What have you got to go upon ? 
The story about Robert Fletcher may or may not be true. No one 
can tell after this lapse of time. The things were found by you 
lying in the old sea-chest with other things — all your own. Who 
was this Robert Fletcher 1 Where are his heirs ? If they claim 
the property, and can prove their claim, give it up at once. If not, 
keep your own. The jewels are undoubtedly your own as much as 
the lace and the silks and the silver cups, which were all, I take it, 
recovered from wrecks.' 

' Do you disbelieve my great-great-grandmother's story, then ? ' 

' I have neither to believe nor to disbelieve. I say it isn't 
evidence. Your report of what she said, being then in her dotage, 
amounts to just nothing, considered as evidence.' 

' I am perfectly certain that the story is true. The leathern 
thong by which the case hung round the man's neck has been 
cut by a knife, just as granny described it in her story. And 
there is the writing in the case itself. Nothing will persuade me 
that the story is anything but true in every particular.' 

' It may be true. I cannot say. At the same time, the 

Eroperty is your own, and you would be perfectly justified in 
eeping it.' 
' Mr. Jagenal '- -Armorel turned upon him sharply—' you hav« 
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found out Robert Fletcher's heir ! I am certain you have. That It 
the reason why you are here this morning.' 

Mr. Jagenal laid upon the table a pocket-book full of papers 
' I will tell you what I have discovered. That ia why I came 
here. There has been, unfortunately, a good deal of trouble in 
discovering this Robert Fletcher and in identifying one of the 
Robert Fletchers we did discover with your man. We discovered 
in fact, ten Robert Fletchers before we came to the man who may 

reasonably be supposed But you shall see.' 

He opened the pocket-book, and found a paper of memoranda 
from which he read his narrative : — 

' There was one Robert Fletcher, the eleventh whom we un- 
earthed. This man promised nothing at first. He became a broker 
in the City in the year 1810. In the same year he married a cousin, 
daughter of another broker, with whom he entered into partnership. 
He did so well that when he died, in the year 1846, then aged 
Bixty-nine, his will was proved under 80,00W. He left three 
daughters, among whom the estate was divided, in equal shares. 
The eldest of the daughters, Eleanor, remained unmarried, and 
died two years ago, at the age of seventy-seven, leaving the whole 
of her fortune — greatly increased by accumulations — to hospitals 
and charities. I believe she was, in early life, alienated from her 
family, on account of some real or fancied slight. However, she 
died ; and her papers came into the hands of my friends Denham, 
Mansfield, Westbury, and Co., of New Square, Lincoln's Inn, 
solicitors. Her second sister, Frances, born in the year 1813, 
married in 1834, had one son, Francis Alexander, who was born in 
1835, and married in 1 857. Both Frances and her son are now 
dead ; but one son remained, Frederick Alexander, born in the 
year 1859. The third daughter, Catharine, born in the year 1815, 
married in 1835, and emigrated to Australia with her husband, a 
man named Temple. I have no knowledge of this branch of the 
family.' 

' Then,' said Armorel, ' I suppose the eldest son or grandson of 
the second sister must have the rubies ? ' 

' You are really in a mighty hurry to get rid of your property. 
The next question — it should have come earlier — is— How do I 
connect this Robert Fletcher with your Robert Fletcher ? How 
do we know that Robert Fletcher the broker was Robert Fletcher 
the shipwrecked passenger ? Well ; Eleanor, the eldest, left a 
bundle of family papers and letters behind her. Among them is * 
packet endorsed "From my son Robert in India." Those letters, 
signed " Robert Fletcher," are partly dated from Burmah, whither 
the writer had gone on business. He gives his observations on the 
manners and customs of the country, then little known or visited. 
He says that he is doing very well, indeed : so well, he say* 
presently, that, thanks to a gift made to him by the King, he 
is able to think about returning home with the means of stay- 



A RECOVERY AND A FLIGHT 339 

lug at home and doing no more work for the end of hfs natural 
days.' 

' Of course, he had those jewels.' 

'Thon he writes from Calcutta. He has returned in safety 
from Burmah and the King, whose capricious temper had made 
him tremble for his life. He is putting his affairs in order : he 
has brought his property from Burmah in a portable form which 
he can best realise in London : lastly, he is going to sail in a few 
weeks. This is in the year 1808. According to your story it was 
somewhere about that date that the wreck took place on the Scilly 
isles, and he was washed ashore, saved ' 

' And robbed,' said Armorel. 

' As we have no evidence of the fact,' answered the man of law, 
' I prefer to say that the real story ends with the last of the letters. 
It remained, however, to compare the handwriting of the letters 
with that of the fragment of writing in your leather case. I took 
the liberty to have a photograph made of that fragment while it 
was in my possession, and I now ask you to compare the hand- 
writing.' He drew out of his pocket-book a letter — one of the 
good old kind, on large paper, brown with age, and unprovided 
with any envelope — and the photograph of which he was speaking. 
' There,' he said, 'judge for yourself.' 

' Why ! ' cried Armorel. ' The writing corresponds exactly ! ' 

4 It certainly does, letter for letter. Well ; the conclusion of 
the whole matter is that I believe the story of the old lady to be 
correct in the main. On the other hand, there is nothing in the 
papers to show the existence in the family of any recollection of so 
great a loss. One would imagine that a man who had dropped — or 
thought he had dropped — a bag, full of rubies, worth thirty-five 
thousand pounds, into the sea would have told his children about 
it, and bemoaned the loss all his life. Perhaps, however, he was 
so philosophic as to grieve no more after what was hopelessly gone. 
He was still in the years of hope when the misfortune befell'liim. 
Possibly his children knew in general terms that the shipwreck had 
caused a destruction of property. Again, a man of the City, with 
the instincts of the City, would not like it to be known that he had 
returned to his native country a pauper, while it would help him in 
his business to be considered somewhat of a Nabob. Of this I 
cannot speak from any knowledge I have, or from any discovery 
that I have made.' 

' Oh I ' cried Armorel, * I cannot tell you what a weight haa 
been lifted from me. I have never ceased to long for the restora- 
tion of those jewels ever since I found them in the sea-chest.' 

4 There is — as I said — only one descendant of the second sister 

a man — a man still young. You will give me your instructions in 
writing. I am to hand over to this young man— this fortunata 
young man— already trebly fortunate in another sense — this pre- 
cious packet of jewels. It is still, I suppose, in the bank 1 ' 
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' It is where you placed it for me when I came of age.' 
' Very well. I have brought you an order for its delivery tc 
me. Will you sign it 1 ' 

Armorel heaved a great sigh. ' With what relief ! ' she said. 
' Have you got it here ? ' 

Mr. Jagenal gave her the order on the bank for the delivery of 
sealed packet, numbered III., to himself. She signed it. 

' To think,' she said, ' that by a simple stroke of the pen I can 

remove the curse of those ill-gotten rubies ! It is like getting rid 

of all your sins at once. It is like Christian dropping his bundle.' 

' I hope the rubies will not carry on this supposed curse of 

yours.' 

' Oh ! ' cried Armorel, with a profound sigh, « I feel as if the 
poor old lady was present listening. Since I could understand any- 
thing, I have understood that the possession of those rubies 
brought disaster upon my people. From generation to generation 
they have been drowned one after the other — my father — my 
grandfather— my great-grandfather — my mother — my brothers— all 
— all drowned. Can you wonder if I rejoice that the things will 
threaten me no longer ? ' 

' This is sheer superstition.' 

' Oh ! yes : I know, and yet I cannot choose but to believe it, 
I have heard the story so often, and always with the same ending. 
Now, they are gone.' 

' Not quite gone. Nearly. As good as gone, however. Dis- 
miss this superstitious dread from your mind, my dear young 
lady.' 

' The rubies are gone. There will be no more of us swallowed 
up in the cruel sea.' 

' No more of you,' repeated Mr. Jagenal, with the incredulous 
smile of one who has never had in his family a ghost, or a legend, 
or a curse, or a doom, or a banshee, or anything at all distinguished. 
' And now you will be happy. You don't ask me the name of the 
lortunate young man.' 

' No ; I do not want to know anything more about the horrid 
things.' 

4 What am I to say to him ? ' 
' Tell him the truth.' 

' I shall tell him that you discovered the rubies in an old sea- 
chest with other property accumulated during a great many years : 
that a scrap of paper with writing on it gave a clue to the owner : 
and that, by means of other investigation, he has been discovered : 
that it was next to impossible for your great-grandfather, Captain 
Rosevean, to have purchased these jewels : and that the presump- 
tion is that he recovered them from the wreck, and laid them in 
the chest, saying nothing, and that the chest was never opened 
until your succession to the property. That, my dear young lady, 
b all the story that I have to tell. And now I will go away, with 
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congratulations to Donna Quixote in getting rid of thirty-lire 
thousand pounds.' 

An hour or two afterwards, Mrs. Elstree appeared. She glided 
into the room and threw herself into her chair, as if she desired to 
sleep again. She looked harassed and anxious. 

' Zoe,' cried Armorel, ' you are surely ill. What is it ? Can I 
do nothing for you ? ' 

' Nothing. I only wish it was all over, or that I could go to 
sleep for fifty years, and wake up an old woman — in an almshouse 
or somewhere— all the troubles over. What a beautiful thing it 
must be to be old and past work, with fifteen shillings a week, say, 
and nothing to think about all day except to try and forget the 
black box ! If it wasn't for the black box— I know I should see 
them always coming along the road with it — it must be the love- 
liest time.' 

' Well — but — what makes you look so ill ? ' 

* Nothing. I am not ill. I am never ill. I would rather be 
ill than — what I am. A tearing, rending neuralgia would be a 
welcome change. Don't ask me any more questions, Armorel. 
You look radiant, for your part. Has anything happened to you ? 
— anything good ? You are one of those happy girls to whom only 
good things come.' 

' Do you remember the story I told you — about the rubies ? ' 

'Yea.' She turned her face to the fire. 'I remember very 
well.' 

'I have at last — congratulate me, Zoe — I have got rid of 
them.' 

' You have got rid of them ? ' Mrs. Elstree started up. ' Where 
are they, then f ' 

' Mr. Jagenal has been here. He has found a great-grandson 
of Robert Fletcher, who is entitled to have them. I have never 
been so relieved ! The dreadful things are out of my hands now, 
and in Mr. Jagenal's. He will give them to this grandson Zoe, 
what is the matter ? ' 

Mrs. Elstree rose to her feet, and stood facing Armorel, with 
eyes in which wild terror was the only passion visible, and white 
cheeks. And, as Armorel was still speaking, she staggered, 
reeled, and fell forwards in a faint. Armorel caught her, and bore 
her to the sofa, when she presently came to herself again. But the 
fainting fit was followed by hysterical weeping and laughing. She 
knew not what she said. She raved about somebody who had 
bought something. Armorel paid no heed to what she said. She 
lamented the hour of her birth : she had been pursued by evil all 
her life : she lamented the hour when she met a certain man, un- 
named, who had dragged her down to his own level : and so on. 

When she had calmed a little, Armorel persuaded her to lie 
down. It is a woman's chief medicine. It is better than all the 
drugs in the museum of the College of Physicians. Mrs. Elstree, 
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pale and trembling, tearful and agitated, lay down. Armorel 
covered her with a warm wrapper, and left her. 

A little while afterwards she looked in. The patient was quite 
calm now, apparently asleep, and breathing gently. Armorel, 
satisfied with the result of her medicine, left her in charge of hor 
maid, and went out for an hour. She went out, in fact, to tell 
Effie Wilmot the joyful news concerning those abominable rubies. 
When she came back, in time for luncheon, she was met by her 
maid, who gave her a letter, and told her a strange thing. Mrs. 
Elstree had gone away ! The sick woman, who had been raving in 
hysterics, hardly able to support herself to her bed, had got up the 
moment after Armorel left the house, packed all her boxes hur- 
riedly, sent her for a cab, and had driven away. But she had left 
this note for Armorel. It was brief. 

'I am obliged to go away unexpectedly. In order to avoid 
explanations and questions and farewells, 1 have thought it best to 
go away quietly. I could not choose but go. For certain reasona 
1 must leave you. For the same reasons 1 hope that we may never 
meet again. I ought never to have come here. Forgive me and 
forget me. I will write to Mr. Jagenal to-day. 

'Zok.' 

There was no reason given. She had gone. Nor, if one may 
anticipate, has Armorel yet discovered the reasons for this sudden 
flight. Nor, as you will presently discover, will Armorel ever be 
able to discover those reasons. 

CHAPTER XXI 

ALL LOST BUT 

Mr. Alec Feildino paced the thick carpet of his studio with a 
restless step and an unquiet mind. Never before had he faced a 
more gloomy outlook. Black clouds, storm and rain, everywheie. 
Bad, indeed, is it for the honest tradesman when there is no money 
left, and no credit. But a man can always begin the world again 
if he has a trade. The devil of it is when a man has no trade at all, 
except that of lying and cheating in the abstract. Many men, it i* 
true, combine cheatery and falsehood with their trade. Few are so 
unfortunate as to have no trade on which to base their frauds and 
adulterations. 

Everything threatened, and all at once. Nay, it seemed as if 
everything was actually taken from him and all at once. Not 
something here, which might be repaired, and something there, a 
little later on, but all at once— everything. Nothing at all loft. 
Even his furniture and his books might be seized. He would be 
stripped of his house, his journal, his name, his credit, his position 
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—even his genius ! Therefore his face — that face which Armorel 
found so wooden — was now full of expression, but of the terror- 
Btricken, hunted kind : that of the man who has been found out 
and is going to be exposed. 

On the table lay three or four letters. They had arrived that 
morning. He took them up and read them one after the other. 
It was line upon line, blow upon blow. 

The first was from Roland Lee. 

' I see no object,' he said, ' in granting you the interview which 
you propose. There is not really anything that requires discussion. 
A-S to our interests being identical, as you say — if they have been 
so hitherto they will remain so no longer. As to the market price 
of the pictures, which you claim to have raised by your judicious 
management, I am satisfied to see my work rise to its own level by 
its own worth. As to your threat that the influence which has 
been exerted for an artist may be also exerted against him — you 
will do what you please. Your last demand, for gratitude, needs no 
reply. I start again, exactly where I was when you found me. 1 
am still as poor and as little known. The half-dozen pictures 
which you have sold as your own will not help me in any way. 
Your assertion that I am about to reap the harvest of your labours 
is absurd. I begin the world over again. The last picture — the 
one now in your studio — you will be good enough not to exhibit ' 
— ' Won't I, though 1 ' asked the owner — ' at the penalty of certain 
inconveniences which you will learn immediately. I have torn up 
and burned your cheque.' — ' So much the better for me,' said the 
purchaser. — ' You say that you will not let me go without a per- 
sonal interview. If you insist upon one, you must have it. You 
will find me here any morning. But, as you can only want an 
interview in the hope of renewing the old arrangement, I am bound 
to warn you that it i3 hopeless and impossible, and to beg that you 
will not trouble yourself to come here at all. Understand that no 
earthly consideration will induce me to bear any further share in 
the deception in which I have been too long a confederate. The 
guilty knowledge of the past should separate us as wide apart a3 
the poles. To see you will be to revive a guilty memory. Since 
we must meet, perhaps, from time to time, let us meet as a pair of 
criminals who avoid each other's conversation for fear of stirring 
up the noisome past. What has been resolved upon, so far as I — 
and another— are concerned, Miss Armorel Rosevean ha3 under- 
taken to inform you. — R. L.' 

4 Deception ! Criminals ! ' I suppose there is no depth c* 
wickedness into which men may not descend, step by step, getting 
daily deeper in the mire of falsehood and crime, yet walking always 
v. ith head erect, and meeting the world with the front of rectitude. 
Mad anyone told Mr. Alec Feilding, years before, what he would 
do in the future, he would have kicked that foul and obsceno 
prophet. Well : he had done these things, and deliberately : he 

B 8 
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had posed before the world as painter, poet, and writer of fiction. 
As time went on, and the world accepted his pretensions, they 
became a part of himself. Nay : he even excused himself. Every- 
body does the same thing : or, just the same, everybody would do 
it, given the chance : it is a world of pretension, make-believe, and 
seeming. Besides, he was no highwayman, he bought the things : 
he paid for them : they were his property. And yet — ' Deception ! 
Criminals ! ' The words astonished and pained him. 

And the base ingratitude of the man. He was starving : no one 
would buy his things : nobody knew his work, when he stepped in. 
Then, by dexterity in the art of Puff, which the moderns call 
reclame — he actually believed this, being so ignorant of Art — ha 
had forced these pictures into notice : he had run up their price, 
until for that picture on the easel he had been offered, and had 
taken, 450/. ! Ungrateful ! 

' Deception ! Criminals ! ' 

Why, the man had actually received a cheque for 3001. for that 
very picture. What more could he want or expect 1 True, he had 
refused to cash the cheque. More fool he ! 

And now he was going absolutely to withdraw from the partner- 
ship, and work for himself. Well — poor devil ! He would starve ! 

He stood in front of the picture and looked at it mournfully. 
The beautiful thing — far more beautiful than any he had exhibited 
before. It cut him to the heart to think— not that he had been 
such a fraud, but — that he could have no more from the same source. 
His career was cut short at the outset, his ambitions blasted, by 
this unlucky accident. Yet a year or two and the Academy would 
have made him an Associate : a few more years and he would have 
become R.A. Perhaps, in the end, President. And now it was 
all over. No Royal Academy for him, unless — a thing almost de- 
sperate — he could find some other Roland Lee — some genius as poor, 
as reckless of himself. And it might be years— years — before he 
could find such a one. Meantime, what was he to show ? What 
was he to say ? ' Deception ! Criminals ! ' Confound the fellow ! 
The words banged about his head and boxed his ears. 

The second letter was from Eme— the girl to whom he had paid 
Buch vast sums of money, whom he had surrounded with luxuries 
— on whom he had bestowed the precious gift of his personal friend- 
Bhip. This girl also wrote without the least sense of gratitude. 
She said, in fact, writing straight to the point, ' I beg to inform 
you that I shall not, in future, be able to continue those contribu- 
tions to your paper which you have thought fit to publish in two 
volumes with your own name attached. 1 have submitted my 
original manuscript of those verses to a friend, who has compared 
them with your published volume, and has ascertained that there 
is not the alteration of a single word. So that your pretence of 
having altered and improved them, until they became your own, i» 
nbsurcL My brother begs me to add that your statement mada 
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before all the people at the reading was false. You made no sug- 
gestions. You offered no advice. You said that the play was 
worthless. My brother has made no alterations. You offered to give 
him fifty pounds for the whole rights in the play, with the right of 
bringing it out under your own name. This offer he refuses absolutely. 
' I sincerely wish I could restore the money you have given me. 
I now understand that it was the price of my silence — the Wages 
of Sin. 'E. W* 

No more verses from that quarter. Poets, however, there aro 
In plenty, writers of glib and flowing rhymes. To be sure, they 
are as a race consumed by vanity, and want to have their absurd 
names stuck to everything they do. Very well, henceforth he would 
have anonymous verses, and engage a small army of poets. The 
letter moved him little, except that it came by the same post as the 
other. It proved, taken with the evening of the play, concerted 
action. As for comparing the girl's manuscript verses with the 
volume, how was she to prove that the manuscript verses were not 
copied out of the volume ? 

Then there was a third letter, a very angry letter, from Lady 
Frances, his story-teller. 

' I learn,' she said, ' that you have chosen me as the fittest per- 
son upon whom to practise your deceptions. You assured me that 
you were engaged to Miss Armorel Rosevean. I learn from the 
young lady herself that this is entirely false : you did offer yourself, 
it is true, a week after you had assured me of the engagement. 
You were promptly and decidedly refused. And you had no reason 
whatever for believing that you would be accepted. 

' I should like you to consider that you owe your introduction 
into society to me. You also owe to me whatever name you have 
acquired as a story-teller. Every one of the society stories told in 
your paper has been communicated to you by me. And this is the 
way in which you repay my kindness to you. 

' Under the circumstances, I think you cannot complain if I 
request that in future we cease to meet even as acquaintances. Of 
course, my contributions to your paper will be discontinued. And 
if you venture to state anywhere that they are your own work I 
will publicly contradict the statement. <f\ H."' 

He stood irresolute. What was to be done ? For the moment 
he could think of nothing. « It is that cursed girl ! ' he cried. 
' Why did she ever come here ? By what unlucky accident did sho 
meet these two— Roland Lee and Erne % Why was I such a fool aa 
to ask Lady Frances to call upon her 1 Why did I send Zoe to her? 
it is all folly together. If it had not been for her we should have 
been all going on as before. I am certain we should— and goin<* 
on comfortably. I should have made Roland's fortune as well ?s 
my own name— and his hand was getting stronger and better every 
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day. And I should have kept that girl in comfort, and made a very 
pretty little name for myself that way. She was improving, too — 
a bright and clever girl — a real treasure in proper hands. And I 
had the boy as well, or should have had. Good Heavens ! what 
losses ! What a splendid possession to have destroyed ! No man 
ever before had such a chance — to say nothing of Lady Frances ! ' 
It was maddening. We use the word lightly, and for small cause. 
But it really was maddening. * What will they say 1 What are 
they going to do 1 What can they say ? If it comes to a question 
of affirmation I can swear as well as anyone, I suppose. If Roland 
pretends that he painted my pictures — if Effie says she wrote my 
poems — how will they prove it 1 What can they do 1 

' But things stick. If it is whispered about that there will be 
no more pictures and no more poems — oh ! it is the hardest luck.' 

One more letter reached him by that morning's post : — 

' Dearest Alec, — I have left Armorel, and am no longer a Com- 
panion. The gilt could not disguise the pill. I have, however, a 
communication to make of a more comfortable character than this. 
It is true that I am like a housemaid out of a situation. But I 
think you will change the natural irritation caused by this announce- 
ment for a more joyful countenance when you see me. I shall 
arrive with my communication about noon to-morrow. Be at home, 
and be alone. — Your affectionate ' Zoe.' 

What had she got to say ? At the present crisis what could it 
matter what she had to say ? If she had only got that money out 
of Armorel, or succeeded in making the girl his servant. But she 
could not do the only really useful thing he ever asked of her. 

He laid down the letter on the table, beside one from hU 
printers — three days old. In this communication the printers 
pointed out that his account was very large ; that no satisfactory 
arrangement had been proposed ; that they were going to discon- 
tinue printing his paper unless something practical was effected ; 
and that they hoped to hear from him without delay. 

There was a knock at the door: the discreet man-servant 
brought a card, with the silence and confidential manner of one 
who announces a secret emissary — say a hired assassin. 

The visitor was Mr. Jagenal. He came in friendly and 
expansive. 

' My dear boy ! ' he said with a warm grasp. 4 Always at work 
— always at work ? ' 

Alec dexterously swept the letters into an open drawer. 
♦ Always at work,' he said. 'But I must be hard pressed when I 
cannot give you five minutes. What is it 1 ' 

' I will come to the point at once. You know Mrs. Elstree very 
well, I believe 1 ' 

'Very well indeed— I knew her before her father's failure. 
Before her marriage." 
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4 Quite bo. Then what do you make of this '( ' He handed over 
ft note, which the other man read : ' Dear Sir, — Unexpected cir- 
cumstances have made it necessary for me to give up my charge of 
Armorel Rosevean at once. I have not even been able to wait a 
single day. I have been compelled to leave her without even 
wishing her farewell. — Very truly yours, Zoe Elstree.' 

' It is very odd,' he said truthfully. ' I know nothing of these 
circumstances. I cannot tell you why she has resigned.' 

' Oh ! I thought I would ask you ! Well, she has actually gone : 
she has vanished : she has left the girl quite alone. This is all very 
irregular, isn't it ? Not quite what one expects of a lady, is it l ' 

' Very irregular indeed. Well, I am responsible for her intro- 
duction to you, and I will find out, if I can, what it means. She 
is coming here to-day, she writes : no doubt to give me her reasons. 
What will Miss Rosevean do 1 ' 

' Oh ! she is an independent girl. She tell3 me that she has 
found a young lady about her own age, and they are going to live 
together. Alec, I don't quite understand why you thought Mrs. 
Elstree so likely a person for companion. Philippa tells me that 
she has no friends, and we appointed her because we thought si lo 
had so many.' 

' Pleasing — attractive — accomplished — what more did you want I 
And as for friends, she must have had plenty.' 

' But it seems she had none. Nobody has ever called upon her. 
And she never went into any society. Are you sure that you were 
not misled about her, my dear boy ? I have heard, for instance, 
rumours about her and the provincial stage. ' 

' Oh ! rumours are nothing. I don't think I could have been 
mistaken in her. However, she has gone. I will find out why. 
As for Armorel Rosevean — — ' 

'Alec — what a splendid girl ! Was there no chance there for 
you ? Are you so critical that even Armorel is not good enough 
for you 1 ' 

4 Not my style,' he said shortly. ' Never mind the girl.' 

' Well— there is one more thing, Alec— and a more pleasant sub- 
ject—about yourself. I want to ask you one or two questions — 
family questions.' 

' I thought you knew all about my family.' 

' So I do, pretty well. However — this is really important — 
most important. I wouldn't waste your time if it was not important. 
Do you remember your great-aunt Eleanor Fletcher 1 ' 

' Very well. She left all her money to charities — Cat 1 ' 

' And your grandmother, Mrs. Needham t ' 

' Quite well. What is in the wind now 1 Has Aunt Eleanor 
been proved to have made a later will in my favour ? ' 

' You will find out in a day or two. Eh I Alec, you are a lucky 
dog. Painter -poet— nothing in which you do not command 
success. And now — now ' 
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'Now— what?' 

'That I will tell you, my dear boy, in two or three days. 
There's many a slip, we know, but this time the cup will reach 
your lips.' 

' What do you mean 1 ' cried the young man, startled. • Cup? 
Do you mean to tell me that you have something— something 
unexpected — coming to me ? Something considerable 1 ' 

' If it comes — oh ! yes, it is quite certain to come — very con- 
siderable. You are your mother's only son, and she was an 
only child, and her grandfather was one Robert Fletcher, wasn't 
he?' 

' I believe he was. There's a family Bible on the shelves that 
can tell us.' 

' Did you ever hear anything about the early life and adven- 
tures of this Robert Fletcher 1 ' 

' No : he was in the City, I believe, and he left a good large 
fortune. That is all.' 

' That is all. That is all. Well, my dear boy, the strangest 
things happen : we must never be surprised at anything. But be 
prepared to-morrow — or next day — or the day after — to be agree- 
ably — most agreeably — surprised.' 

' To the tune of — what i A thousand pounds, say ? ' 

' Perhaps. It may amount very nearly to as much — very 
nearly — Ha ! ha ! — to nearly as much as that, I dare say — Ho ! 
ho ! ' He chuckled, and wagged his white head. ' Very nearly a 
thousand pounds, I dare say.' He walked over to look at the 
picture. 

'Really, Alec,' he said, 'you deserve all the luck you get. 
Nobody can possibly grudge it to you. This picture is charming. 
I don't know when I have seen a sweeter thing. You have the 
finest feeling for rock and seashore and water. Well, my dear boy, 
I am very sorry that you haven't as fine a feeling for Armorel 
Rosevean — the sweetest girl and the best, I believe, in the world. 
Good-bye ! — good-bye ! till the day after to-morrow — the day after 
to-morrow ! It will certainly reach to a thousand — or very near. 
Ho I ho ! Lucky dog ! ' 

Mr. Jagenal went away nodding and smiling. There are 
moments when it is very good to be a solicitor : they are moments 
rich in blessing : they compensate, in some measure, for those 
other moments when the guilty are brought to bay and the thriftless 
are made to tremble : they are the moments when the solicitor 
announces a windfall — the return of the long-lost Nabob — the 
discovery of a will — the favourable decision of the Court. 

Alec sat down and seized a pen. He wrote hurriedly to his 
printers : ' Let the present arrangements,' ho said, continue un- 
changed. I shall be in a position in two or three days to make a 
very considerable payment, and, after that, we will start on a more 
regular understanding.' 
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Another knock, and again the discreet man-servant came in on 
tiptoe. ' Lady refused her card/ he whispered. 

The lady was none other than Annorel herself — in morning 
dress, wearing a hat. 

He bowed coldly. There was a light in her eyes, and a height- 
ened colour on her cheek, which hardly looked like a friendly call. 
But that, of course, one could not expect. 

'After our recent interview,' he said, 'and 'after the very 
remarkable string of accusations which fell from your lips, I could 
hardly expect to see you in my studio, Miss Rosevean.' 

' I came only to communicate a resolution arrived at by my 
friends Mr. Roland Lee and Miss Erne Wilmot.' 

' From your friends Mr. Roland Lee and Miss Effie Wilmot ? 
May I offer you a chair ? ' 

' Thank you. No. My message is only to tell you this. They 
have resolved to let the past remain unknown.' 

'To let the past remain unknown.' He tried to appear care- 
less, but the girl watched the sudden light of satisfaction in his 
eyes and the sudden expression of relief in his face. ' The past 
remain unknown,' he repeated. ' Yea — certainly. Am I — may I 
ask — interested in this decision ? ' 

' That you know best, Mr. Feilding. It seems hardly neces- 
sary to try to carry it off with me — I know everything. But — as 
you please. They agree that they have been themselves deeply to 
blame : they cannot acquit themselves. Certainly it is a pitiful 
thing for an artist to own that he has sold his name and fame in a 
moment of despair.' 

' It would be indeed a pitiful thing if it were ever done.' 

' Nothing more, therefore, will be said by either of them as to 
the pictures or poems.' 

'Indeed 1 From what you have already told me : from the 
gracious freedom of your utterances at the National Gallery, I 
seem to connect those two names with the charges you then 
brought. They refuse to bring forward, or to endorse, those 
charges, then ? Do you withdraw them ? ' 

' They do not refuse to bring forward the charges. They have 
never made those charges. I made them, and I, Mr. Feilding ' — she 
raised her voice a little — ' I do not withdraw them.' 

' Oh ! you do not withdraw them t May I ask what your word 
in the matter is worth unsupported by their evidence — even if 
their evidence were worth anything ? ' 

' You shall hear what my word is worth. This picture '—she 
placed herself before it—' is painted by Mr. Roland Lee. Perhaps 
he will not say so. Oh ! It is a beautiful picture— it is quite the 
best he has ever painted— yet. It is a true picture : you cannot 
understand either its beauty or its truth. You have never been to 
the place : you do not even know where it is : why, Sir, it is my 
birthplace. I lived there until I was sixteen years of age : the 
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scene, like all the scenes in those pictures you call your own, wai 
taken in the Scilly archipelago.' He started. * You do not even 
know the girl who stands in the foreground — your own model. 
"Why— it is my portrait— mine— look at me, Sir— it is my portrait. 
Now you know what my word is worth. I have only to stand 
before this picture and tell the world that this is my portrait.' 

He started and changed colour. This was unexpected. If the 
girl was to go on talking in this way outside, it would be difficult 
to reply. What was he to say if the words were reported to him J 
Because, you see, once pointed out, there could be no doubt at all 
about the portrait. 

' A portrait of myself,' she repeated. 

'Permit me to observe,' he said, with some assumption of 
dignity, * that you will find it very difficult to prove these state- 
ments — most difficult — and at the same time highly dangerous, 
because libellous.' 

' No, not dangerous, Mr. Feilding. Would you dare to go into 
a Court of Justice and swear that these pictures are yours 1 When 
did you go to Scilly 1 Where did you stay 1 Under what circum- 
stances did you have me for a model ? On what island did you 
find this view 1 ' 

He was silent. 

' Will you dare to paint anything — the merest sketch — to show 
that this picture is in your own style ? You cannot.' 

'Anyone,' he said, 'may bring charges — the most reckless 
charges. But I think you would hardly dare ' 

' I will do this, then. If you dare to exhibit this picture as 
your own, I will, most assuredly, take all my friends and stand in 
front of it, and tell them when and where it waB painted, and by 
whom, and show them my own portrait. 1 

The resolution of this threat quelled him. ' I have no inten- 
tion,' he said, ' of exhibiting this picture. It is sold to an Ameri- 
can, and will go to New York immediately. Next year, perhaps, 
I may take up your challenge.' 

She laughed scornfully. 'I promised Roland,' she said, 'that 
you should not show this picture. That is settled, then. You 
shall not, you dare not.' 

She left the picture reluctantly. It was dreadful to her to think 
that it must go, with his name upon it. 

On a side-table lay, among a pile of books, the dainty white- 
and-gold volume of poems bearing the name of this great genius, 
ohe took it up, and laughed. 

' Oh ! ' she said. ' Was there ever greater impudence ? Every 
line in this volume was written by Effie Wilmot — every line ! ' 

' Indeed % Who says so 1 ' 

' I say so. I have compared the manuscript with the volume. 
There is not the difference of a word.' 

' If Miss Effie Wilmot, for purposes of her own, and for base 
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purposes of deception, has copied out my verses in her own hand- 
writing, probably a wonderful agreement may be found.' 

' Shame ! ' cried Armorel. 

' You see the force of that remark. It is a great shame. Some 
girls take to lying naturally. Others acquire proficiency in the 
art. Effie, I suppose, took to it naturally. I am sorry for Effie. 
I used to think better of her.' 

' Oh ! He tries, even now ! How can you pretend — you — to 
have written this sweet and dainty verse 1 Oh ! You dare to put 
your signature to these poems ! ' 

4 Of course,' said the divine Maker, with brazen front and 
calmly dignified speech, ' if these things are said in public or out- 
side the studio, I shall be compelled to bring an action for libel. 
I have warned you already. Before repeating what you have said 
here you had better make quite sure that you can prove your 
words. Ask Miss Effie Wilmot what proofs she has of her asser- 
tion, if it is hers, and not an invention of your own • ' 

Armorel threw down the volume. ' Poor Effie ! ' she said. 
' She has been robbed of the first-fruits of her genius. How dare 
you talk of proofs ? ' She took up the current number of the 
journal. ' That is not all,' she said. ' Look here ! This is one 
of your stories, is it not? I read in a paper yesterday that no 
Frenchman ever had so light a touch : that there are no modem 
stories anywhere so artistic in treatment and in construction as 
your own — your own — your very own, Mr. Feilding. Yet they 
are written for you, every one of them : they are written by Lady 
Frances Hollington. You are a Triple Impostor. I believe that 
you really are the very greatest Pretender — the most gigantic Pre- 
tender in the whole world.' 

' Of course,' he went on, a little abashed by her impetuosity. 
' I cannot stop your tongue. You may say what you please.' 

' We shall say nothing more. That is what I came to say on 
behalf of my friends. I wished to spare them the pain of f urtlier 
eommunication with you.' 

4 Kind and thoughtful I ' 

' I have one more question to ask you, Mr. Feilding. Pray, 
why did you tell people that I was engaged to you ? ' 

4 Probably,' he replied, unabashed, ' because I wished it to be 
believed.' 

* Why did you wish it to be believed ? ' 

* Probably for private reasons. ' 

4 It was a vile and horrible falsehood ! ' 

4 Come, Miss Rosevean, we will not call each other names. 
Otherwise I might ask you what the world calls a girl who encou- 
rages a man to dangle after her for weeks, till everybody talks 
about her, and then throws him over.' 

4 Oh ! You cannot mean ' Before those flashing eyes hia 

own dropped. 
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' I mean that this is exactly what you have done,' he laid, but 
without looking up. 

' Is it possible that a man oan be so base 1 What enoourage- 
ment did I ever give you ? ' 

' You surely are not going to deny the thing, after all. Why, 
it has been patent for all the world to see you. I have been 
with you everywhere, in all public places. What hint did you 
ever give me that my addresses were disagreeable to you ? ' 

' How can one reply to such insinuations ? ' asked Armorel, 
with flaming face. 'And so you followed me about in order to 
be able to say that I encouraged you ! What a man ! What a 
man ! You have taught me to understand, now, why one m»n 
may sometimes take a stick and beat another. If I were a man, 
at this moment, I would beat you with a stick. No other treat- 
ment is fit for such a man. I to encourage you I — when for a 
month and more I have known what an Impostor and Pretender 
you are I You dare to say that I have encouraged you ! — you — 
the robber of other men's name and fame ! ' 

' Well, if you come to that, I do dare to say as much. Gome, 
Miss Armorel Rosevean. I certainly do dare to say as much.' 

She turned with a gesture of impatience. 

' I have said what I came to say. I will go.' 

' Stop a moment ! ' said Alec Feilding. ' Is it not rather a bold 
proceeding for a beautiful girl like you, a day or two after you have 
refused a man, to visit him alone at his studio ? Is it altogether 
the way to let the world distinctly understand that there never has 
been anything between us, and that it is all over 1 ' 

' I am less afraid of the world than you think. My world is ray 
very little circle of friends. I am very much afraid r( what they 
think. But it is on their account, and with their knowledge, that 
I am here.' 

' Alone and unprotected 1 ' 

' Alone, it is true. I can always protect myself.' 

' Indeed ! ' He turned an ugly — a villanous — face towards her. 
• We shall see ! You come here with your charges and your fine 
phrases. We shall see 1 ' 

He had been standing all this time before his study table. He 
now stepped quickly to the door. The key was in the lock. He 
turned it, drew it out, and dropped it in his pocket. 

' Now, my lovely lady,' he said, grinning, ' you have had your 
innings, and I am going to have mine. You have come to this 
studio in order to have a row with me. You have had that row. 
You can use your tongue in a manner that does credit to your 
early education. As for your nonsense about Roland Lee and Effie 
and Lady Frances, no one is going to believe that stuff, you know. 
As for your question, I did tell Lady Frances that you were 
engaged to me. And I told others. Because, of course, you 
were — or ought to have been. It was only by some kind of 
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accident that I did net speak before. As I intended to speak th* 
next day, I anticipated the thing by twelve hours or bo. What of 
that ? Well, I shall now have to explain that you seem not to 
know your own mind. It will be awkward for you— not for me. 
You have thrown me over. And all you have got to say in 
explanation is a long rigmarole of abuse. This not my own paint- 
ing 1 These not my own poems 1 These, again, not my own 
Btoriess ? Really, Miss Armorel Eosevean, you know so very little 
of the world— you are so inexperienced— you are so easily impose.! 
upon— that I am inclined to pity rather than to blame you. Of 
course, you have tried to do me harm, and I ought to be angry 
with you. But I cannot. You are much too beautiful. To a 
lovely woman everything, even mischief, is forgiven.' 

' Will you open the door and let raego?' 

' All in good time. When I please. It will do you no harm to 
be caught alone in my studio— alone with me. It will look so like 
returning to the lover whom, in a moment of temper, you threw 
over. 1 will take care that it shall bear that interpretation, if ne- 
cessary. You have changed your mind, sweet Armorel, have you 
not ? You have repented of that cruel decision ? ' 

He advanced a little nearer. I really believe that he was still 
confident in his own power of subjugating the sex feminine — 
Heaven knows why some men always retain this confidence. 

Armorel looked round the room : the window was high, too high 
for her to reach : there was no way of escape except through the 
door. Then she saw something hanging on the wall within her 
reach, and she took courage. 

He drew still nearer : he held out his hands, and laughed. 

' You are a really lovely girl,' he said. ' I believe there is not a 
more beautiful girl in the whole world. Before you go let us make 
friends and forgive. It is not too late to change your mind. 1 
will forget all you have said and all the mischief you have done me. 
My man is very discreet. He will say nothing about your visit 
here, unless I give him permission to speak. This 1 will never 
allow unless I am compelled. Come, Armorel, once more lot me be 
your lover — once more. Give me your hands.' 

He bowed suppliant. He looked in her face with baleful eyes. 
Ho tried to take her hands. Armorel sprang from him and darted 
to the other end of the room. 

The thing she had observed was hanging up among the weapons 
and armour and tapestry which decorated this wall of the studio. 
It was an axe from foreign parts, I think, from Indian parts, with 
a stout wooden handle and a boss of steel at the upper part. 
Armorel seized this lethal weapon. It was so heavy that no ordi- 
nary girl could have lifted it. But her arm, strengthened by a 
thousand days upon the water, tugging at the oar, wielded it easily. 

' Open the door ! ' she cried. ' Open the door this moment ! ' 

Her wooer made no reply. He shrank back before the girl wh« 
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handled this heavy axe as lightly as a paper-knife. But he did not 
open the door. 

4 Open it, I say ! ' 

He only shrank back farther. He was cowed before the wrath 
In her face. He did not know what she would do next. I think 
he even forgot that the key was in his pocket. The door a dainty 
piece of furniture, was not one of the common machine-made things 
w hich the competitive German — or is it the thrifty Swede ? — is so 
good as to send over to us. It was a planned and fitted door, the 
panels painted with reeds and grasses, the gift of some admirer of 
genius. Armorel raised the axe — and looked at him. He did not 
move. 

Crash ! It went through the panel. Crash ! again and again. 
The upper part of the door was a gaping wreck of splinters. Out- 
side, the discreet man-servant waited in silence and expectation. 
Often ladies had held interviews alone with his master. But this 
was the first time that an interview had ended with such a 
crash. 

' Will you open the door ? ' she asked again. 

The man replied by a curse. 

The lock — a piece of imitation medievalism in iron — was fitted 
on to the inner part of the door, a very pretty ornament. Armorel 
raised her axe again, and brought the square boss at the top of it 
down upon the dainty fragile lock, breaking it and tearing it from 
the wood. There was no more difficulty in opening the door. She 
did so. She threw the hatchet on the carpet and walked away, the 
discreet man-servant opening the door for her with unchanged 
countenance, as if the deplorable incident had not happened 
at all. 

CHAPTER XXn 

THE END OF WORLDLY TEOUBLE3 

Not more than five minutes afterwards, Mrs. Elstree arrived upon 
this scene of wreck. The splintered panels, the broken lock, the 
axe lying on the floor, proclaimed aloud that there had been an 
Incident of some gravity — certainly what we have called a Deplor- 
able Incident. 

Such a thing as a Deplorable Incident in such a place and with 
such a man was, indeed, remarkable. Mrs. Elstree gazed upon 
the wreck with astonishment unfeigned : she turned to the tenant 
of the studio, who stood exactly where Armorel had left him. Aa 
the sea when the storm has ceased continues to heave in sullen 
anger, so that majestic spirit still heaved with wrath aa yet un- 
appeased. 

In answer to the mute question of her eyes, he growled, and 
threw himself into his study-chair. When she picked up the axe 
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Mid bore it back to its place, he growled. When she pointed to 
the door, he growled again. 

She looked at his angry face, and she laughed gently. The 
last time we saw her she was pale and hysterical. She was now 
smiling, apparently in perfect health of body and ease of mind. 
Perhaps she was a very good actress — off the stage : perhaps she 
shook off things easily. Otherwise one does not always step from 
a highly nervous and hysterical condition to one of happiness and 
cheerfulness. 

' There appears to have been a little unpleasantness,' she said 
softly. * Something, apparently an axe — something hard and sharp 
— has been brought into contact with the door. It has been 
awkward for the door. There has been, I suppose, an earthquake.' 

He said nothing, but drummed the table with his fingers — a 
sign of impatient and enforced listening. 

4 Earthquakes are dangerous things, sometimes. Meanwhile, 
Alec, if I were you I would have the broken bits taken away.' 
She touched the bell on the table. ' Ford' — this was the name of 
the discreet man-servant — 'will you kindly take the door, which 
you see is broken, off its hinges and send it away to be mended. 
We will manage with the curtain.' 

4 What do you want, Zoe 1 ' — when this operation had been 
effected — ' what is the important news you have to bring me 1 
And why have you given up your berth 1 I suppose you think I 
am able to find you a place just by lifting up my little finger 1 And 
I hear you have gone without a moment's notice, just as if you 
had run away ? ' 

' I did run away, Alec,' she replied. 4 After what has — been 
done ' — she caught her breath — ' I was obliged to run away. I 
could no longer stay.' 

4 What has been done, then? Did Armorel tell you? No — 
she couldn't.' 

' She has told me nothing. I have hardly seen her at all during 
the last few days. Of course, I know that you proposed to her — 
because you went off with that purpose ; and that she refused you 
—because that was certain. And, now, don't begin scolding and 
questioning, because we have got something much more important 
to discuss. I have given up my charge of Armorel, and I have 
come here. If you possibly can, Alec, clear up your face a little, 
forget the earthquako, and behave with some attempt at politeness. 
1 insist,' she added sharply, 4 upon being treated with some pre- 
tence at politeness.' 

' Mind, I am in no mood to listen to a pack of complaints and 
squabbles and jealousies.' 

' Whatever mind you are in, my dear Alec, it wants the sweet- 
ening. You shall have no squabbles or jealousies. I will not 
even ask who brought along the earthquake— though, of course, 
it was an Angel in the House. They are generally the cause of all 
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the earthquakes. Fortunately for you, I am not jealous. Tin 
Important thing about which I want to talk to you is money, Alee 
— money.' 

Something in her manner seemed to hold out promise. A 
drowning man catches at a straw. Alec lifted his gloomy face. 

' What's the use 1 ' he said. ' You have failed to get money in 
the way I suggested. I haven't got any left at all. And we are 
now at the very end. All is over and done, Zoe. The game ia 
ended. We must throw up the sponge.' 

' Not just yet, dear Alec,' she said softly. 

' Look here, Zoe ' — he softened a little. ' I have thought over 
things. I shall have to disappear for a while, I believe, till things 
blow over. Now, here's just a gleam of luck. Jagenal the lawyer has 
been here to-day. He came to tell me that he has discovered, some- 
how, something belonging to me. He says it will run up to nearly a 
thousand pounds. It isn't much, but it is something. Now, Zoe, 
I mean to convert that thousand into cash — notes — portable pro- 
perty — and I shall keep it in my pocket. Don't think I am going 
to let the creditors have much of that ! If the smash has to come 
off, I will then give you half, and keep the other half myself. 
Meantime, the possession of the money may stave off the smash. 
But if it comes, we will go away — different ways, you know — and 
own each other no more.' 

* Not exactly, my dear Alec. You may go away, if you please, 
but I shall go with you. For the future, I mean to go the same 
way as you — with you — beside you.' 

' Oh ! ' His face did not betray immoderate joy at this pro- 
spect. ' I suppose you have got something else to say. If that wae 
all, I should ask how you propose to pay for your railway tickel 
and your hotel bill.' 

' Of course, I have got something else to say.' 

' It must be something substantial, then. Look here, Zoe 
this is really no time for fooling. Everything, I tell you, hae 
gone, and all at once. I can't explain. Credit — everything ! ' 

' I have read,' said Zoe, taking the most comfortable chair and 
lying well back in it, ' that the wise man once discovered thai 
everybody must be either a hammer or an anvil. I think it was 
Voltaire. He resolved on becoming the hammer. You, Alee, 
made the same useful discovery. You, also, became a hammer. 
So far, you have done pretty well, considering. But now there ii 
a sudden check, and you are thrown out altogether.' 

•Well?' 

1 That seems to show that your plans were incomplete. Youi 
ideas were sound, but they were not fully developed.' 

* I don't know you this morning, Zoe. I have never heard y<w 
talk like this before.' 

'You have never known me, Alec,' she replied, perhaps a littl« 
«adly, • You have never tried to know me, Well — I know all 
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Mr. Roland Lee, the painter, was one anvil — you played upon him 
very harmoniously. Effie Wilmot was another. Now, Alec, don't' 
— she knew the premonitory symptoms — ' don't begin to deny, 
either with the "D " or without, because, I assure you, I know 
everything. You are like the ostrich, who buries his head in the 
sand and thinks himself invisible. Don't deny things, because it 
is quite useless. Before we go a step farther I am going to make 
you understand exactly. I know the whole story. I have sus- 
pected things for a long time, and now I have learned the truth. I 
learned it bit by bit through the fortunate accident of living with 
Armorel, who has been the real discoverer. First I saw the man's 
work, and I saw at once where you got your pictures from, and 
what was the meaning of certain words that had passed from 
Armorel. Why, Armorel was the model — your model, and you 
didn't know it. And the coast scenery is her scenery — the Scilly 
Isles, where you have never been. I won't tell you how I pieced 
things together till I had made a connected story and had no 
longer any doubt. But remember the night of the Reading. Why 
did Armorel hold that Reading ? Why did she show the unfinished 
picture ? Why did she sing that song ? It was for you, Alec. It 
was to tell you a great deal more than it told the people. It was 
to let you know that everything was discovered. Do you deny it 
now ? ' 

' I suppose that infernal girl — she is capable of everything ' 

'Even of earthquakes? No, Alec, she has told me nothing- 
They've got into the habit of talking— she and Effie and the painter 
man— as if I was asleep. You see I lie about a good deal by the 
fireside, and I don't want to talk, and so I lie with my eyes shut 
and listen. Then Armorel leaves everything about — manuscript 
poems, sketches, letters— everything, and I read them. A com- 
panion, of course, must see that her ward is not getting into 
mischief. It is her duty to read private letters. When they talk 
in the evening, Effie, who worships Armorel, tells her everything, 
including your magnificent attempt to become a dramatic poet, my 
dear boy— wrong— wrong— you should not get more than one ghost 
from one family. You should not put all your ghosts into one 
basket. When the painter comes— Armorel is in love with him, 
and he is in love with her ; but he has been a naughty boy, and 
has to show true repentance before Oh ! It's very pretty 

and sentimental : they play the fiddle and talk about Scilly and 
tuo old times, and Effie sighs with sympathy. It is really very 
pretty, especially as it all helped me to understand their ghost li- 
nesses and to unravel the whole story. Fortunately, my dear 
Alec, you have had to do with a girl who is not of the ordinary 
Bociety stamp, otherwise your story would have been given to th'o 
society papers long ago, and then even I could have done nothing 
lor you. Armor- 1 is a girl of quite extinct virtues -forbear!;* " 
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unrevengeful, honourable, unselfish. You, my dear Alec, could 
never appreciate or understand such a girl.' 

4 The girl is — a girl. What is there to understand in one girl 
more than in another 1 ' 

'Nothing — nothing. great Poet and greater Painter! — 
Nothing. man of fine insight, and delicate fancy, and subtle 
intellect! — Nothing. Only a girl.' 

' I know already that they are not going to say anything more 
about it. They are going to let the whole business be forgotten. 
If anything comes out through you ' 

4 Nothing will come out. I told you because it is well that we 
Bhould perfectly understand each other. You will never again be 
able to parade before me in the disguise of genius. This is a great 
pity, because you have always enjoyed playing the part. Never 
again, Alec, because I have found you out. Should you ever find 
me out, I shall not be able to walk with you in the disguise of . . . 
but you must find out first.' 

4 What do you mean 1 ' 

4 On ! you must find out first. When you do find out, you will 
be able to hold out your arms and cry, " We are alike at last. You 
have come down to my level : we are now in the same depths. 
•Oome to my arms, sister in pretence ! Come, my bride ! " ' She 
spread out her arms with an exaggerated gesture and laughed, but 
not mirthfully. 

4 What on earth do you mean, Zoe 1 I never saw you like this 
before.' 

4 No, we change sometimes, quite suddenly. It is very un- 
accountable. And now I shall never be anything else than what I 
am now — what you have made me.' 

* What have you done, then ? ' 

4 Done ? Nothing. To do something is polite for committing 
a crime. Could I have done something, do you think 1 Could I 
actually commit a crime ? O Alec ! — my dear Alec ! — a crime 1 
Well, the really important thing is that your troubles are over.' 

' By Jove ! They are only just beginning.' 

4 It is only money that troubles you. If it was conscience, or 

the sense of honour, I could not help you. As it is only money 

how much, actually, will put a period to the trouble ? ' 

4 If I were to use Jagenal's promised thousand, I could really 
manage with two thousand more.' 

' Oh ! Then, my dear Alec, what do you think of this ? ' 

She drew out of her pocket a new clean white bank-book, and 
handed it to him. 

He opened it. * Heavens, Zoe I What is the meaning of 
this?' 

' You can read, Alec : it means what it says. Four thousand 
two hundred and twenty-five pounds standing to my credit. Ob- 
serve the name -Mih, Alexander Feilding— Mr<i. Alexander Feild- 
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Ing— wife, that is, of Alec t Mrs. Elstree has vanished. She has 
gone to join the limbo of ghosts who never existed. Her adored 
Jerome is there, too.' 

' What does it mean ? ' 

' It means, again, that I have four thousand two hundred and 
twenty-five pounds of my own, who, the day before yesterday, had 
nothing. Where I got that money from is my own business. 
Perhaps Armorel relented and has advanced this money — perhaps 
some old friends of my father's — he had friends, though he was 
reputed so rich and died so miserably — have quietly subscribed this 
amount — perhaps my cousins, whom you forced mo to abandon, 
have found me out and endowed me with this sum — a late but still 
acceptable act of generosity — perhaps my mother's sister, who swore 
she would never forgive me for going on the stage, has given way 
at last ! In short, my dear Alec ' 

' Four thousand pounds ! Where could you raise that money ? ' 

'Make any conjecture you please. I shall not tell you. The 
main point is that the money is here — safely deposited in my name 
and to my credit. It is mine, you see, my dear Alec ; and it can 
only be used for your purposes with my consent — under my 
conditions.' 

' How on earth,' he repeated slowly, ' did you get four thousand 
pounds ? ' 

' It is difficult for you to find an answer to that question,' she 
replied, * isn't it ? Especially as I shall not answer it. About my 
conditions now.' 

'What conditions?' 

' The possession of this capital — I have thought it all out — will 
enable us, first of all, to pay off your creditors in full if you .nust— 
or at least to satisfy them. Next, it will restore your credit. 
Thirdly, it will enable you to live while I am laying the foundations 
of a new and more stable business.' 

'You?' 

' I, my dear boy. I mean in future to be the active working 
and contriving partner in the firm. I have the plans and method 
worked out already in my head. You struck out, I must siy, a 
line of audacity. There is something novel about it. But your 
plan wanted elasticity. You kept a ghost. Well, I suppose 
other people have done this before. You kept three or four 
ghosts, each in his own line. Nobody thought of setting up as 
the Universal Genius before— at least, not to my knowledge. 
I'ut, then, you placed your whole dependence upon your one 
s.ngle family of ghosts. Once deprived of him— whether your 
painter, your poet, your story-teller— and where were you ? Lost ! 
You are stranded. This has happened to you now. Your paper is 
U. come out as usual, and you have got nothing to put into it. 
Your patruns will be flocking to your studio, and you have got 

s 2 
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nothing to show. You have made a grievous blunder. Now, Alec 
I am going to remedy all this.' 

'You?' 

'Yon shall see what I am capable of doing. You shall no 
longer waste your time and money in going about to great houses. 
Your wife shall have her salon, which shall be a centre of action 
far more useful and effective. You shall become, through her 
help, a far greater leader, with a far greater name, than you have 
ever dreamed of. And your paper shall be a bigger thing.' 

' You, Zoe ? You to talk like this ? ' 

' You thought I was a helpless creature because I never 
succeeded on the stage, and could not even carry out your poor 
little schemes upon Armorel's purse, I suppose, and because 
I Well, you shall be undeceived.' 

' If I could only believe this ! ' 

' You will find, Alec, that my stage experiences will not go for 
nothing. Why, even if I was a poor actress, I did learn the whole 
business of stage management. I am going to transfer that busi- 
ness from the stage to the drawing-room, which shall be, at drst, 
this room. We shall play our little comedy together, you and I.' 
She sprang to her feet, and began to act as if she was on the 
stage — ' It will be a duologue. Your rdlt will still be that of the 
Universal Genius ; mine will be that of the supposed extinct 
Lady — the Lady of the Salon — I shall be at home one evening 
a week — say on Sunday. And it shall be an evening remembered 
and expected. We shall both take Art seriously : you as the 
Master, I as the sympathetic and intelligent worshipper of Art. 
We shall attract to our rooms artists of every kind and those who 
hang about artistic circles : our furniture shall show the latest 
artistic craze : foreigners shall come here as to the art centre 
of London — we will cultivate the foreign element : young people 
shall come for advice, for encouragement, for introduction : reputa- 
tions shall be made and marred in this room : you shall be the 
Leader and Chief of the World of Art. If there is here and there 
one who knows that you are a humbug, what matters % Alec ' — she 
struck a most effective at >itude — ' rise to the prospect ! Have 
a little imagination ! 1 see before me the most splendid future— 
oh ! the most splendid future ! ' 

' All very well. But there's the pres«nt staring us in the face. 
How and where are we to find the — the successors to Lady Frances 
and Effie and ' 

' Where to find ghosts ? Leave that to me. I know where 
there are plenty only too glad to be employed. They can be had 
very cheap, my dear Alec, I can assure you. Oh ! I have not been 
so low down in the social levels for nothing. You paid a ridicu- 
lous price for your ghosts — quite ridiculous. I will find you 
ghosts enough, never fear." 

' Where are they 1 ' 
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When one goes about the country with a travelling company 
one hears strange things. I have heard of painters— good 
painters— who once promised to become Royal Academicians, and 
anything you please, but took to ways— downward ways, you 
know— and now sit in public-houses and sell their work for fifteen 
shillings a picture. I will find you such a genius, and will make 
him take pains and produce a picture worthy of his better days, 
and you shall have it for a guinea and a pint of champagne. ' 

Alec Feilding gasped. The vista before him was too splendid. 

' Or, if you want verses, I know of a poet who used to write 
little dainty pieees — levers de rideau, libretti for little operettas, 
and so forth. He carries the boards about the streets when he is 
very hard up. I can catch that creature and lock him up without 
drink till he has written a poem far better — more manly — than 
anything that girl of yours could ever produce, for half-a-crown. 
And he will never ask what becomes of it. If you want stories, 
I know a man — quite a young fellow — who gets about fifteen 
shillings a week in his travelling company. This fellow is wonder- 
ful at stories. For ten shillings a column he will reel you out 
as many as you want — good stuff, mind — and the papers have 
never found him out : and he will never ask what has become 
of them, because he is never sober for more than an hour or two 
rtt a time in the middle of the day, and he will forget his own 
handiwork. Alec, I declare that I can find you as many ghosts 
as you like, and better — more popular — more interesting than your 
old lot.' 

' If I could only believe ' he repeated. 

' You say that because you have never even begun to believe 
that a woman can do anything. Well, I do not ask you to believe. 
I say that you shall see. I owe to you the idea. All the working 
out shall be my own. All the assistance you can give me will 
be your own big and important presence and your manner of 
authority. Yes ; some men get rich by the labours of others : you, 
Alec, shall become famous — perhaps immortal — by the genius — the 
collected genius, of others.' 

His imagination was not strong enough to understand the vision 
that she spread out before him. In a wooden way, he saw that 
she intended something big. He only half believed it : he only 
half understood it : but he did understand that ghosts were to be 
had. 

' There's next week's paper, Zoe,' he said helplessly. ' Nothing 
for it yet ! We mustn't have a breakdown — it would be fatal ! ' 

' Breakdown ! Of course not, even if I write it all myself. 
You don't believe that I can write even, I suppose 1 ' 

' Well, you shall do as you like.' He got up and stood over the 
fire again, sighing his relief. 'At all events, we have got this 
money. Good Heavens ! What a chance ! And what a day ! I 
stood here this morning, Zoe, thinking all was lost. Then old 
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Jagenal oomes in and tells me of a thousand pounds — said it would 
run to nearly a thousand. And then you come in with a bank- 
book of four thousand ! Oh ! it's Providential ! It's enough to 
make a man humble. Zoe, 1 confess ' — he took her hands in his, 
stooped, and kissed her tenderly — ' I don't deserve such treatment 
from you. I do not, indeed. Are you sure about those ghosts ? 
As for me, of course you are right. I can't paint a stroke. I can't 
make a rhyme. I can't write stories. I can do nothing— but live 
upon those who can do everything. You are quite sure about 
those ghosts ? ' 

' Oh, yes t Quite sure. Of course I knew all along. But you 
must keep it up more religiously than ever, because the business 
is going to be so much — so very much — bigger. Now for my 
conditions.' 

' Any conditions — any ! ' 

' You will insert this advertisement for six days, beginning 
to-morrow, in the Times.' 

' He read it aloud. He read it without the least change of 
countenance, so wooden was his face, so hard his heart. 

' On Wednesday, April 21, 1887, at St. Leonard's, Worthinc:, 
Alexander Feilding, of the Grove Studio, Marlborough Road, to 
Zoe, only daughter of the late Peter Evelyn, formerly of Ken- 
sington Palace Gardens.' 

' I believe,' he said, folding the paper, ' that was the date. It 
was three years ago, wasn't it 1 I say, Zoe, won't it be awkward 
having to explain things — long interval, you know — engagement 
as companion — wrong name ? ' 

'I have thought of that. But it would be more awkward 
pretending that we were married to-day and being found out. No. 
There are not half-a-dozen people who will ever know that I was 
Armorel's companion. Then, a circumstance, which there is no 
need ever to explain, forbade the announcement of our marriage — 
hint at a near relation's will — I was compelled to assume another 
name. Cruel necessity ! ' 

'You are a mighty clever woman, Zoe.' 

' I am. If you are wise, now, you will assume a joyful air. 
You will go about rejoicing that the bar to this public announce- 
ment has been at length removed. Family reasons — you will say 
• — no fault of yours or of mine. It is your business, of course, 
how you will look — but I recommend this line. Be the exultant 
bridegroom, not the downcast husband. Will you walk so 1 ' — 
she assumed a buoyant dancing step with a smiling face — ' or so ? ' 
she hung a dejected head and crawled sadly. 

' By gad, it's wonderful t ' he cried, looking at her with 
astonishment. And, indeed, who would recognise the quiet, 
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sleepy, indolent woman of yesterday in the quick, restless, and 

alert woman of to-day \ 

' Henceforth I must work, Alec, I cannot sit down and go to 
Bleep any longer. That time has gone. I think I have murdered 

8 6e<P Work away, my girl. Nobody wants to prevent you. Are 
there any other conditions V . 

'You will sell your riding-horses and buy a Victoria. lour 
wife must have something to drive about in. And you will lead, 
in many respects, an altered life. I must have, for the complete 
working out of my plans, an ideal domestic life. Turtle-doves we 
must be for affection, and angels incarnate for propriety. The 
highest Art in the home is the highest standard of manners that 
can be set up.' 

' Very good. Any more conditions V 

' Only one more condition. J'y mis. J'y rede. You will call 
your servant and inform him that I am your wife, and the mistress 
of this establishment. I think there will be no more earthquakes 
and broken panels. Alec'— she laid her hand upon his arm— 
' you should have done this three years ago. I should have saved 
you. I should have saved myself. Now, whatever happens, we 
are on the same level — we cannot reproach each other. We shall 
walk hand in hand. It was done for you, Alec. And I would 
do it again. Yes— yes— yes. Again ! ' She repeated the words 
with flashing eyes. ' Fraud — sham — pretence — these are our 
servants. We command them. By them we live, and by them 
we climb. What matter — so we reach the top — by what ladders 
we have climbed ? ' She looked around with a gesture of de- 
fiance, fine and free. 'The world is all alike,' she said. ' There 
is no truth or honour anywhere. We are all in the same swim.' 

The man dropped into his vacant chair. * We are saved ! ' he 
cried. 

' Saved ! ' she echoed. ' Saved ! Did you ever see a Court 
of Justice, Alec? I have. Once, when our company was playing 
at Winchester, I went to see the Assizes. I remember then won- 
dering how it would feel to be a prisoner. Henceforth I shall 
understand his sensations. There they stand, two prisoners, side 
by side — a man and a woman — a pair of them. Found out at last, 
and arrested and brought up for trial. There sits the Judge, stern 
and cold: there are the twelve men of the jury, grave and cold: 
there are the policemen, stony-hearted: there are the lawyers, 
laughing and talking : there are the people behind, all grave and 
cold. No pity in any single face — not a gleam of pity— for the 
poor prisoners. Some people go stealing and cheating because 
they are driven by poverty. These people did not : they were 
driven by vanity and greed. Look at them in the box : they are 
well dressed. See ! they are curiously like you and me, Alec ' — ■ 
she was acting now better than she ever acted on the stage — 
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* The man is like you, and the woman — oh ! you poor, unlucky 
wretch ! — is like me — curiously, comically like me. They will be 
found guilty. What punishment will they get ? As for her, it 
was for her husband's sake that she did it. But, I suppose, that 
will not help her. What will they get, Alec ? ' 

He sat up in the chair and heaved a great sigh of relief. 

' What are you talking about, my dear ? I was not listening. 
Well ; we are saved. It has been a mighty close shave. Anothc r 
day, and I must have thrown up the sponge. We have a world of 
work before us ; but if you are only half or quarter as clever ns 
you think yourself, we shall do splendidly.' He laid his arm 
round her waist, and drew her gently and kissed her again. ' So 
— now you are sensible — what were you talking about prisoners 
for ? No more separations now. Let me kiss away these tears. 
And now, Zoe — now — time presses. I am anxious to repair my 
losses. Where are we to find these ghosta? Sit down. To 
work 1 To work ! ' 



CHAPTER XXIH 

THE HOUR OF TEIUMPH 

A man may do a great many things without receiving from the 
world the least sign of regard or interest. He may write the most 
lovely verses— and no one will read them. He may design and 
invent the most beautiful play — which no one will act : he may 
advocate a measure certain to bring about universal happiness — 
but no one will so much as read it. There is one thing, however, 
by which he may awaken a spirit of earnest curiosity and interest 
concerning himself : he may get married. Everybody will read the 
xnnouncement of his marriage in the paper : everybody will imme- 
diately begin to talk about him. The bridegroom's present position 
and future prospects, his actual income and the style in which ho 
will live : the question whether he has done well for himself, or 
whether he has thrown himself away : the bride's family, her age, 
her beauty, her dot, if she has got any : the question whether she 
had not a right to expect a better marriage — all these points aro 
raised and debated when a man is married. Also, which is eve - ) 
more remarkable, whatever a man does shall be forgotten by thi 
world, but the story of his marriage shall never be forgotten. A. 
man may live down calumny ; he may hold up his head though ha 
has been the defendant in a disgraceful cause ; he may survive tho 
scandal of follies and profligacies ; he may ride triumphant over 
misfortune: but he can never live down his own marriage. All 
those who have married ' beneath ' them — whether beneath them 
in social rank, in manners, in morals, character, in spiritual or in 
mental elevation, will bear unwilling and grievous testimony to 
this great truth. 
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When, therefore, the Times announced the marriage of Mr. 
Alexander Feilding, together with the fact that the announcement 
was no less than three years late, great amazement fell upon all 
men and all women — yea, and dismay upon all those girls who 
knew this Universal Genius — and upon all who knew or remem- 
bered the lady, daughter of the financial City person who let in 
everybody to so frightful a tune, and then, like another treacherous 
person, went away and hanged himself. And as many questions 
were asked at the breakfast-tables of London as there were riddles 
asked at the famous dinner-party at the town of Mansoul. To theso 
riddles there were answers, but to those none. For instance, why 
had Alec Feilding concealed his marriage 1 Where had he hidden 
his wife ? And (among a very few) how could he permit her to go 
about the country in a provincial troupe ? To these replies there 
have never been any answers. The lady herself, who certainly 
ought to know, sometimes among her intimate friends alludes to 
the cruelty of relations, and the power which one's own people 
have of making mischief. She also speaks of the hard necessity, 
owing to these cruelties, of concealing her marriage. This throws 
the glamour and magic of romance — the romance of money — over 
the story. But there are some who remain unconvinced. 

The bridegroom wrote one letter, and only one, of explanation. 
It was to Mr. Jagenal, the family solicitor. 

' To so old a friend,' he wrote, ' the fullest explanations are 
due concerning things which may appear strange. Until the day 
before yesterday there were still existing certain family reasons 
which rendered it absolutely necessary for us to conceal our 
marriage and to act with so much prudence that no one should 
fo much as suspect the fact. This will explain to you why we 
lent ourselves to the little harmless— perfectly harmless— pretence 
by which my wife appeared in the character of a widow. It 
also explains why she was unwilling— while under false colours 
—to go into general society. The unexpected disappearance of 
these family reasons caused her to abandon her charge hurriedly 
I had not learned the fact when you called yesterday. Now I 
hope that we may receive, though late, the congratulations ' of 
our friends. — A. F.' 

•This,' said Mr. Jagenal, « is an explanation which explains 
no lung. Well it is all very irregular; and there is something 
behind ; and it is no concern of mine. Most things in the world 
are irregular The little windfall of which I told him yesterday 
will be doubly welcome now that he has a wife to spend his 
money for him And now we understand why he was always 
dangling after Armorel-because his wife was with her-andwhy 
he did not fall in love with that most beautiful creature ' * 

He folded up the note ; put it, with a few words of his own 
Into an envelope, and sent it to Philippa. Then he went on 
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with the cases in his hands. Among these were the materials 
for many other studies into the workings of the feminine heart 
and the masculine brain. The solicitor's tin boxes : the doctor's 
notebook : the priest's memory : should furnish full materials 
for that exhaustive psychological research which science will some 
day insist upon conducting. 

In the afternoon of the same day was the Private View of the 
Grosvenor Gallery. There was the usual Private View crowd — 
so private now that everybody goes there. It would have been 
incomplete without the presence of Mr. Alec Feilding. 

Now, at the very thickest and most crowded time, when the 
rooms were at their fullest, and when the talk was at its noisiest, 
he appeared, bearing on his arm a young, beautiful, and beautifully 
dressed woman. He calmly entered the room where half the 
people were talking of himself and of his marriage, concealed for 
three years, with as much coolness as if he had been about in 
public with his wife all that time : he spoke to his friends as if 
nothing had happened : and he introduced them to his wife as 
if it was by the merest accident that they had not already met. 
Nothing could exceed the unconsciousness of his manner, unless 
it was the simple and natural ease of his wife. No one could 
possibly guess that there was, or could be, the least awkwardness 
in the situation. 

The thing itself, and the manner of carrying it through, con- 
stituted a coup of the most brilliant kind. This public appearance 
deprived the situation, in fact, of all its awkwardness. No one 
could ask them at the Grosvenor Gallery what it meant. There 
were one or two to whom the bridegroom whispered that it was a 
long and romantic story : that there had been a bar to the com- 
pletion of his happiness, by a public avowal : that this bar— a 
purely private and family matter — had only yesterday been re- 
moved : nothing was really explained : but it was generally felt 
that the mystery added another to the eccentricities of genius. 
There was a something, they seemed to remember dimly, about 
the marriages and love-passages of Shelley, Coleridge, and 
Lord Byron. 

Mrs. Feilding, clearly, was a woman born to be an artist's 
wife : herself, artistic in her dress, her manner, and her appear- 
ance : sympathetic in her caressing voice : gracious in her man- 
ners : and openly proud of a husband so richly endowed. 

Alec presented a great many men to her. She had, it Beemed, 
already made acquaintance with their works, which she knew by 
name : she betrayed involuntarily, by her gracious smile, and the 
interested, curious gaze of her large and limpid eyes, the genuine 
admiration which she felt for these works, and the very great 
pleasure with which she made the acquaintance of this very 
distinguished author. If any of them were on the walls, she 
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bestowed upon them the flattery of measured and appreciative 
praise : she knew something of the technique. _ _ 

' Alec is not exhibiting this year,' she said. ' I think he is 
right. He had but one picture : and that was in his old style. 
People will think he can do nothing but sea-coast, rock, and 
spray. So he is going to send his one picture away— if you want 
to see it you must make haste to the studio— and he is going — 
this is a profound secret— to break out in a new line— quite a new 
line. But you must not know anything about it.' 

A paragraph in a column of personal news published the fact, 
the very next day, which shows how difficult it is to keep a secret. 

Before Mrs. Feilding left the gallery she had made twenty 
friends for life, and had laid a solid foundation for her Sunday 
evenings. 

In the evening there was a First Night. No First Nights are 
possible without the appearance of certain people, of whom Mr. 
Alec Feilding was one. He attended, bringing with him his wife. 
Some of the men who had been at the private view were also 
present at the performance, but not many, because the followers 
of one art do not — as they should — rally round any other. But 
all the dramatic critics were there, and all the regular first-nighters, 
including the wreckers — who go to pit and gallery — and the 
friends of the author and those of the actors. Between the acts 
there was a good deal of circulation and talking. Alec presented 
a good many more gentlemen to his wife. Before they went home 
Mrs. Feilding had made a dozen more friends for life, and placed 
her Sunday evenings on a firm and solid basis. Her social 
success — at least among the men — was assured from this first 
day. 

CHAPTER XXIV 

THE CUP AND THE LIP 

Two days after the Private View Alec Feilding repaired, by 
special invitation, to Mr. Jagenal's office. 

' I have sent for you, Alec,' said the solicitor, ami defamille, 
' in continuance of our conversation of the other day — about that 
little windfall, you know.' 

' I am not likely to forget it. Little windfalls of a thousand 
pounds do not come too often.' 

' They do not. Meantime another very important event has 
happened. I saw the announcement in the paper, and I received 
your note ' 

' You are the only person — believe me — to whom I have 
thought it right to explain the circumstances ' 

'Yes? The explanation, at all events, is one that may be 
given in the same words — to all the world. 1 have no knowledge 
of Mrs. Feilding's friends, or of any obstacles that have been 
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raised to her marriage ! But I am rather sorry, Alec, that you 
sent her to me under a false name, because these things, if they 
get about, are apt to make mischief.' 

' I assure you that this plan was only adopted in order the 
more effectually to divert suspicion. It was with the greatest 
reluctance that we consented to enter upon a path of deception. 
I knew, however, in whose hands I was. At any moment I was in 
readiness to confess the truth to you. In the case of a stranger 
the thing would have been impossible. You, however, I knew, 
would appreciate the motive of our action, and sympathise with the 
necessity.' 

Mr. Jagenal laughed gently — behind the specious words he 
discerned — something — the shapeless spectre which suspicion calls 
up or creates. But he only laughed. ' Well, Alec,' he said, 
' marriage is a perfectly personal matter. You are a married man. 
You had reasons of your own for concealing the fact. You are 
now enabled to proclaim the fact. That is all anybody need 
know. We condone the little pretence of the widowhood. Ar- 
morel Rosevean has lost her companion ; whether she has also lost 
her friend I do not know. The rest concerns yourself alone. 
Very good. You are a married man. All the more reason that 
this little windfall should be acceptable.' 

' It will be extremely acceptable, I assure yon.' 

' Whether it is money or money's worth 1 ' 

1 To save trouble I should prefer money.' 

' You must take it as it comes, my dear boy.' 

' Well, what is it ? ' 

' It is,' replied Mr. Jagenal solemnly, ' nothing short of the sea 
giving up its treasures, the dead giving up her secrets, and the 
restoration of what was never known to be lost.' 

' You a maker of conundrums ? ' 

'You shall hear. Before we come to the thing itself — the 
treasure, the windfall, the thing picked up on the beach — let me 
again recall to you two or three points in your own family history. 
Your mother's maiden name was Isabel Needham. She was the 
daughter of Henry Needham and Frances his wife. Frances was 
the daughter of Robert Fletcher. ' 

' Very good. I believe that is the case.' 

' Your money came to you from this Robert Fletcher, your 
maternal great-grandfather. You should, therefore, remember 
him.' 

' I recognise,' said Alec, sententiously, ' the respect that should 
be paid to the memory of every man who makes money for his 
children.' 

' Very good. Now, this Robert Fletcher as a young man, went 
out to India in search of fortune. He was apparently an adven- 
turous young man, not disposed to sit down at the desk after the 
usual fashion of young men who go out to India. We find him in 
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Burmah, for instance — then a country little known by Englishmen, 
While there he managed to attract the notice and the favour < if 
the King, who employed him in some capacity — traded with him, 
perhaps ; and, at all events, advanced his interests — so that, 
■while still a young man, he found himself in the possession of a 
fortune ample enough for his wants ' 

' Which he left to his daughters.' 

'Don't be in a hurry. That was quite another fortune.' 

' Oh ! Another fortune 1 What became of the first ? ' 

' Having enough, he resolved to return to his native country. 
But in Burmah there were then no banks, merchants, drafts, or 
cheques. He therefore converted his fortune into portable 
property, which he carried about his person, no one, I take it, 
knowing anything at all about it. Thus, carrying his treasure 
with him, he sailed for England. Have you heard anything of 
this 1 ' 

' Nothing at all. The beginning of the story, however, is 
interesting.' 

' You will enjoy the end still better. The ship in which he 
Bailed met with disaster. She was wrecked on the Isles of Seilly. 
It is said — but this I do not know — that the only man saved from 
the wreck was your great-grandfather : he was saved by one 
Emanuel Rosevean, great-great-grandfather to Armorel, the girl 
whose charge your own wife undertook.' 

' Always that cursed girl ! ' murmured Alec. 

' Robert Fletcher was clinging to a spar when he was pic/std up 
and dragged ashore. He recovered consciousness after a long ill- 
ness, and then found that the leather case in which all his fortune 
lay had slipped from his neck and was lost. Therefore, he had to 
begin the world again. He went away, therefore. He went away 

' Mr. Jagenal paused at this point, rattled his keys, and looked 

about him. He was not a story-teller by profession, but he knew 
instinctively that every story, in order to be dramatic — and he 
wished this to be a very dramatic history — should be cut up into 
paragraphs, illustrated by dialogue, and divided into sections. 
Dialogue being impossible, he stopped and rattled his keys. This 
meant the end of one chapter and the beginning of another. 

' Do pray get along,' cried his client, now growing interested 
and impatient. 

' He went away,' the narrator repeated, * his treasure lost, to 
begin the world again. He came here, became a stockbroker, 
made money — and the rest you know. He appears never to have 
told his daughters of his loss. I have been in communication 
with the solicitors of the late Eleanor Fletcher, your great-aunt, 
and I cannot learn from them that she ever spoke of this calamity. 
Yet had she known of it she must have remembered it. To bring 
all your fortune — a considerable fortune — home in a bag tie<$ 
5*»und your neck, and to lose it in a p.hipwr^k i? a disu^r .vhioV 
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would, one thinks, be remembered to the third and fourth gene- 
rations.' 

'I should think bo. But you said something about the sea 

giving up its treasure.' 

' That we come to next. Five years ago, by the death of a 
very aged lady, her great-great-grandmother, Armorel Rosevean 
succeeded to an inheritance which turned out to be nothing less 
than the accumulated savings of many generations. Among other 
possessions she found in this old lady's room a sea-chest containing 
things apparently recovered from wrecks, or drowned men, or 
washed ashore by the sea — a very curious and interesting collec- 
tion : there were snuff-boxes, watches, chains, rings, all kinds of 
things. Among these treasures she turned out, at the bottom of 
the chest, a case of shagreen with a leather thong. On opening 
this Armorel found it to contain a quantity of precious stones, 
and a scrap of paper which seemed to show that they had formerly 
been the property of one Robert Fletcher. We may suppose, 
if we please, that the case containing the jewels was cast up on 
the beach after the storm, and tossed into the chest without much 
knowledge of its contents or their value. We may suppose that 
Emanuel Rosevean found the case. We may suppose what we 
please, because we can prove nothing. For my own part, I think 
there is no reasonable doubt that the case actually contained the 
fortune of Robert Fletcher. The dates of the story seem to cor- 
respond : the handwriting appears to be his : we have letters of 
his speaking of his intention to return, and of his property being 
in convenient portable shape.' 

' Well — then — this portable fortune belongs to Robert 
Fletcher's heirs.' 

' Not so quick. How are you going to prove your claim t 
You have nothing to go by but a fragment of writing with part 
of his name on it. You cannot prove that he was shipwrecked, 
and if you could do that you could not prove that these jewels 
belonged to him.' 

' If there is no doubt, she ought to give them up. She ia 
bound in honour.' 

' I said that in my mind there is no reasonable doubt. That ia 
because I have heard a great deal more than could bo admitted in 
evidence. But now— listen again without interrupting. When, 
five years ago, the young lady placed the management of her 
affairs in my hands through the Vicar of her parish, I had every 
part of her very miscellaneous fortune valued and a part of it 
Bold. I had these rubies examined by a merchant in jewels.' 

' And how much were they worth / ' 

'One with another — some being large and very valuable indeed, 
and others small — they were said, by my expert, to be worth 
thirty live thousand pounds. They might, under favourable cir- 
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cumstances and if judiciously placed in the market realise much 
more. Thirty-five thousand pounds ! ' 

' What \ ' He literally opened his mouth. 4 How much do 
you say ? ' 

' Thirty-five thousand pounds.' 

' Oh ! But the stones are not hers — they belong — they belong 
—to us — to the descendants of Robert Fletcher.' No one would 
have called that face wooden, now. It was full of excitement — 
the excitement of a newly awakened hope. ' Does she propo.se to 
buy me off with a thousand pounds? Does she think I am to be 
bought off at any price? The jewels are mine — mine — that is, I 
have a share in them.' 

' Gently — gently — gently ! What proof have you got of this 
story ? Nothing. You never heard of it : your great-grandfather 
never spoke of it. Nothing would have been heard of it at all but 
for this old lady from whom Armorel inherited. The property is 
hers as much as anything else. If she gives up anything it is by 
her own free and uncompelled will. She need give nothing. 
Remember that.' 

' Then she offers me a miserable thousand pounds for my share 
— which ought to be at least a third. Jagenal ' — he turned purple 
and the veins stood out on his forehead — ' That infernal girl hates 
me ! She has done me — I cannot tell you how much mischief. 
She persecutes me. Now she offers to buy me out of my share of 
thirty-five thousand pounds — a third share — nay — a half, because 
my great-aunt left no children — for a thousand pounds down 1 ' 

' I did not say so.' 

' You told me that the windfall would amount to a thousand 
pounds.' 

' That was in joke, my boy. You are perfectly wrong about 
Armorel hating you. How can she hate you 1 You are so far 
wrong in this instance that she has instructed me to give you the 
whole of this fortune— actually to make you a free gift of the 
whole property — the whole, mind — thirty-five thousand pounds ! ' 

' To me ! Armorel gives me — me — the whole of this fortune V 
Blank astonishment fell upon him. He stood staring — open- 
mouthed. ' To ME 1 ' he repeated. 

' To you. She does not, to be sure, know to whom she gives it. 
She is only desirous of restoring the jewels which she insists in 
believing to belong to Robert Fletcher's family. Therefore, as it 
would be obviously impossible to find out and to divide this fortune 
among all the descendants of Robert Fletcher, who are scattered 
about the globe, she was resolved to give them to the eldest 
descendant of the second daughter.' 

' Oh ! ' Alec turned pale, and dropped into a chair, brokea 
op. ' To the eldest descendant of the second— the second dauyhltr. 
Then ■ ' 
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' Then to you, as the only grandson of the second daughter- 
Frances.' 

'The second daughter was ' He checked himself. Ha 

sighed. He sat up. His eyes, always small and too close together, 
grew smaller and closer together. 'The other branch of the 
family,' he said slowly, ' has vanished — as you say — it is scattered 
over the face of the globe. I do not know anything about my 
cousins — if I have any cousins. Perhaps when you have carried on 
the search a little further ' 

' But I am not going to carry it on any further at all. Why 
should I? We have nothing more to learn. I am instructed by 
Armorel to give the rubies to you. It is a gift — not a right. It 
is not an inheritance, remember — it is a free gift. She says, 
" These rubies used to belong to Robert Fletcher. I will restore 
them to someone of his kin." You are that someone. Why should 
I inquire further ? ' 

' Oh ! ' Alec sank back in his chair and closed his eyes as one 
who recovers from a sharp pang, and sighed deeply. ' If you are 
satisfied, then But if other cousins should turn up ' 

' They will have nothing, because nobody is entitled to any- 
thing. Come Alec, my boy, you look a little overcome. It is 
natural. Pull yourself together, and look at the facts. You will 
have thirty-five thousand pounds— perhaps a little more. At four 
per cent. — I think I can put you in the way of getting so much 
with safety — you will have fourteen hundred a year. You will 
have that, apart from your literary and artistic income. It is not 
a gigantic fortune, it is true ; but let me tell you that it is a very 
handsome addition indeed to any man's income. You will not be 
able to live in Kensington Palace Gardens, where your wife lived 
as a girl ; but you can take a good house and see your friends, 
and have anything in reason. Well, that is all I have to say, 
except to congratulate you, which I do, my Alec'- — he seized the 
fortunate young man's hand and shook it warmly — ' most heartily. 
I do, indeed. You deserve your good luck — every bit of the good 
luck that has befallen you. Everybody who knows you will 
rejoice. And it comes just at the right moment — just when 
you have acknowledged your marriage and taken your wife 
home.' 

' Really,' said Alec, now completely recovered, ' I am over- 
whelmed with this stroke of luck. It is the most unexpected thing 
in the world. I could never have dreamed of such a thing. To 
find out, on the same day, that one's great-grandfather once made 
a fortune and lost it, and that it has been recovered, and that it is 
all given to me — it naturally takes one's breath away at first.' 

' You would like to gaze upon this fortune from the Ruby 
Mines of Burmah, would you not 1 ' Mr. Jagenal threw open tin- 
door of a safe, and took out a parcel in brown paper. ' It is here.' 
He opened the parcel, and «li:«losed the shagreen case which we 
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have already seen in the sea-chest. He laid it on the table, and 
unrolled the silk in which the stones were rolled. 'There they 
are — look common enough, don't they ? One seeins to have picked 
up stones twice as pretty on the sea-shore : here are two or three 
cut and polished — -bits of red glass would look as pretty.' 

' Thirty-five thousand pounds ! ' Alec cried, laying a hand, as if 
in episcopal benediction, upon the treasure. ' Is it possible that 
this little bundle of stones should be worth so much ? ' 

' Quite possible. Now — they are yours — what will you do with 
them ? ' 

' First, I will ask you to put them back in the safe.' 

' I will send them to your bank if you please.' 

'No — keep them here — I will consult you immediately about 

their disposition. Thirty-five thousand pounds ! Thirty-five 

perhaps we may get more for them. What am I to say to this 
girl ? Perhaps when she learns who has got the rubies she will 
refuse to let them go. I am sure she would never consent.' 

' Nonsense — about persecution and annoyance ! Armorel hate 
you ? Why should she hate you ? The sweetest girl in the world. 
You men of genius are too ready to take offence. The things are 
yours. I have given them to you by her instructions. I have 
written you a letter, formally conveying the jewels to you. Here 
it is. And now go home, my dear fellow, and when you feel like 
taking a holiday, do it with a tranquil mind, remembering that 
you've got fourteen hundred pounds a year given you for nothing 
at all by this young lady, who wasn't obliged to give you a penny. 
Why, in surrendering these jewels, she h?,s surrendered a good 
half of her whole fortune. Find me another girl, anywhere, who 
would give up half her fortune for a scruple. And now go away, 
and tell your wife. Let her rejoice. Tell her it is Armorel'a 
wedding present.' 

Alec Feilding walked home. He was worth thirty-five thou- 
sand pounds — fourteen hundred pounds a year. When one cornea 
to think of it, though we call ourselves such a very wealthy 
country, there are comparatively few, indeed, among us who can 
boast that they enjoy an income of fourteen hundred pounds a 
year, with no duties, responsibilities, or cares about their income — 
and with nothing to do for it. Fourteen hundred pounds a year 
is not great wealth ; but it will enable a man to keep up a very 
respectable style of living : many people in society have got to live 
on a great deal less. He and his wife were going to live on nothing 
a year, except what they could get by their wits. Fourteen hun- 
dred a year ! They could still exercise their wits : that is to say, 
he should expect his wife, now the thinking partner, to exercisa 
her wits with zeal. But what a happiness for a man to feel that 
he does not live by his wits alone ! Alas ! It is a joy that is given 
to few indeed of us, 

Ab for his late literary and ajrtlstic successes, how poor and 

x 
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paltry did they appear to this man, who had no touch of the artist 
nature, beside this solid lump of money, worth all the artistic or 
poetic fame that ever was achieved ! 

He went home dancing. He was at peace with all mankind. 
He found it in his heart to forgive everybody : Roland Lee, who 
had so basely deserted him : Effie, that snake in the grass : Lady 

Frances, the most treacherous of women : Armorel herself 

Oh 1 Heavens ! what could not be forgiven to the girl who had 
made him such a gift ? Even the revolt against his authority : 
even the broken panel, the shattered lock, and the earth- 
quake. 

In this mood he arrived home. His wife, the thinking partner, 
was hard at work in the interests of the new firm. In her hand 
was a manuscript volume of verse : on the table beside her lay an 
open portfolio of sketches and drawings. 

'You see, Alec,' she looked up, smiling. 'Already the ghosts 
have begun to appear at my call. If you ask me where I found 
them, I reply, as before, that when one travels about with a 
country company one has opportunities. All kinds of queer people 
may be heard of. Your ghosts, in future, my dear boy, must be 
of the tribe which has broken down and given in, not of those 
who are still young and hopeful. I have found a man who can 
draw — here is a portfolio full of his things : in black and white : 
they can be reproduced by some photographic process : he is in 
an advanced stage of misery, and will never know or ask what 
becomes of his things. He ought to have made his fortune long 
ago. He hasn't, because he is always drunk and disreputable. 
It will do you good to illustrate the paper with your own drawings. 
There's a painter I have heard of. He drinks every afternoon 
and all the evening at a certain place, where you must go and find 
him. He has long since been turned out of every civilised kind 
of society, and you can get his pictures for anything you like ; he 
can't draw much, I believe, but his colouring is wonderful. There 
is an elderly lady, too, of whom I have heard. She can draw, 
too, and she's got no friends, and can be got cheap. And this book 
is full of the verses of a poor wretch who was once a rising literary 
man, and now carries a banner at Drury-Lane Theatre whenever 
they want a super. As for your stories, I have got a broken-down 
actor — he writes better than he can act — to write stories of the 
boards. They will appear anonymously, and if people attribute them 
to you he will not be able to complain. Oh, I know what I am about, 
Alec ! Your paper shall double its circulation in a month, and shall 
multiply its circulation by ten in six months, and without the least 
fear of such complications as have happened lately. They must 
be avoided for the future — proposals as well as earthquakes — my 
dear Alec' 

Alec sp.t down on the table and laughed carelessly. 'Zoe,' he 
mid, ' you are the oleverest woman in the world. It wot a lucky 
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day for us both when you came here. I made a big mistake fur 
three years. Now I've got some news for you — good news. ' 

' That can only mean — money.' 

'It does mean — money, as you say. Money, my dear. Money 
that makes the mare to go.' 

' How much, Alec ? ' 

4 More than your four thousand. Twenty times as much as that 
little balance in your book.' 

' Oh, Alec ! is it possible ? Twenty times as much \ Eighty 
thousand pounds % ' 

'About that sum,' he replied, exaggerating with the instincts 
ol the City, inherited, no doubt, from Robert Fletcher. ' l'erhap3 
quite that sum if I manage certain sales cleverly.' 

' Is it a legacy ? — or an inheritance f — how did you get it 1 ' 

' It is not exactly a legacy : it is a kind of restoration to an 
unknown person : a gift not made to me personally, but to mo 
unknown.' 

' You talk to me in riddles, Alec' 

' I would talk in blank verse if I could. It is, indeed, literally 
true. I have received an — estate — in portable property worth 
nearly forty thousand pounds.' 

' Oh ! Then we shall be really rich, and not have to pretend 
quite so mucli ? A little pretence, Alec, I like. It makes me 
feel like returning to society : too much pretence reminds one of 
the policeman.' 

' Don't you want to know how I have come into this money ? ' 

' I am not curious, Alec. I like everything to be done for me. 
When I was a girl there were carriages and horses and everything 
that I wanted — all ready — all done for me, you know. Then I was 
stripped of all. I had nothing to do or to say in the matter. It 
was done for me. Now, you tell me you have got eighty thousand 
pounds. Oh ! Heavens ! It is done for me. The ways of fate 
are so wonderful. Things are given and things are taken away. 
Why should I inquire how things come ] Perhaps this will ba 
taken away in its turn.' 

'Not quite, Zoe. I have got my hand over it. You can trust 
your husband, I think, to keep what he has got.' Indeed, he 
looked at this moment cunning enough to be trusted with keeping 
the National Debt itself. 

' Eighty thousand pounds ! ' she said. ' Let me write it down. 
Eighty thousand pounds I Eight and one, two, three, four oughts.' 
fehe wrote them down, and clasped her hands, saying, ' Oh ! the 
beauty — the incomparable beauty— of the last ought ! ' 

' Perhaps not quite so much,' said her husband, thinking that 
the exaggeration was a little too much. 

' Don't take off one of my oughts— not my fourth : not my 
Napoleon of oughts ! ' 

'No— no. Keep your four ought*. Well, my dear, If It la 

x 2 
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only sixty thousand or so, there is two thousand a year for ua, 
Two thousand a year ! ' 

' Don't, Alec ; don't ! Not all at once. Break it gently.' 

' We will carry on the paper ; and perhaps do something or 
other — carefully, you know — in Art. There is no need to knock 
tilings off. And if you can make the paper succeed, as you think, 
there will be so much the more. Well, we can use it all. For my 
part, Zoe, my dear, I don't care how big the income is. I am 
equal to ten thousand.' 

' Of course, and you will still pronounce judgments and be a 
leader. Now iet us talk of what we will do — where we will live — 
and all. Two thousand is pretty big to begin with, after three 
years' tight fit ; but the paper will bring in another two thousand 
easily. I've been looking through the accounts — bills and returns 
— and I am sure it has been villanously managed. We will run it 
up : we will have ten thousand a year to spend. A vast deal may 
be done with ten thousand a year : we will have a big weekly 
dinner as well as an At Home. We will draw all the best people 
in London to the house : we will ' 

She enlarged with great freedom on what could be done with 
this income : she displayed all the powers of a rich imagination : 
not even the milkmaid of the fable more largely anticipated the 
joys of the future. 

' And, oh ! Alec,' she cried. ' To be rich again ! rich only to 
the limited extent of ten thousand a year, is too great happiness. 
When my father was ruined, I thought the world was ended. 
Well, it was ended for me, because you made me leave it and 
disappear. The last four years I should like to be clean forgotten 
and driven out of my mind — horrid years of failing and enduring 
and waiting ! And now we are rich again ! Oh ! we are rich 
again ! It is too much happiness ! ' 

The tears rose to her eyes ; her soft and murmuring voice 
broke. 

'My poor Zoe,' her husband laid his hand on hers, 'I am 
lejoiced,' he said, ' as much for your sake as for my own.' 

' How did you get this wonderful fortune, Alec ? ' 

' Through Mr. Jagenal, the lawyer. It's a long story. A 
great-grandfather of mine was wrecked, and lost his property. 
That was eighty years ago. Now, his property was found. Who 
do you think found it 1 Armorel Rosevean. And she has restored 
it — to me.' 

' What ? ' She sprang to her feet, her face suddenly turning 
white. 'What? Armorel?' 

' Yes, certainly. Curious coincidence, isn't it ? The very girl 
who has dono me so much mischief. The man was wrecked on the 
island where her people lived.' 

' Yes— ye»— yes. The property— what was it ? What was it I 
Quick ! ' 
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' It was a leather case filled with rubies — rubies worth at least 
thirty-five thousand peunds ■ What's the matter? ' 

'Rubies ! Her rubies ! Oil ! Armorel's rubies ! No — no— no — 
not that ! Anything — anything but that ! Armorel's rubies— - 
Armorel's rubies ! ' 

' What is the matter, Zoe ? What is it ? ' 

She gasped. Her eyes were wild : her cheek was whit<\ Sue 
was like one who is seized with some sudden horrible and unin- 
telligible pain. Or she was like one who has suddenly heard tho 
most dreadful and most terrible news possible. 

' What is it, Zoe V her husband asked again. 

'You? Oh! you have brought me this news — you! I thought, 
perhaps, someone — Armorel — or some other might find me out. 
But you ! — you ! ' 

' Again, Zoe ' — he tried to be calm, but a dreadful doubt sei-xd 
him — ' what does this mean ? ' 

'I remember,' she laughed wildly, 'what I said when I gavo 
you the bank-book. If you found me out, 1 said, we should be 
both on the same level. You would be able to hold out your 
arms, I said, and to cry, "You have come down to my level. 
Come to my heart, sister in wickedness." That is what I said. 
Oh ! I little thought — it was a prophecy — my words have com'; 
true.' 

She caught her head with her hand — it is a stagey gesture : 
she had learned it on the stage : yet at this moment of trouble it 
was simple and natural. 

' What the Devil do you mean ? ' he cried with exasperation. 

' They were your rubies all the time, and I did not know. 
Your rubies ! If I had only known I Oh ! what have I done ? 
What have I done ? 

'Tell me quick, what you have done.' He caught her by 
the arm roughly. He actually shook her. His own face now 
was almost as white as hers. ' Quick — tell me — tell me — tell 
me !' 

'You wanted money badly,' she gasped. Her words came 
with difficulty. ' You told me so every time I saw you. It was 
to get money that I went to live with Armorel. I could not 
get it in that way. But I found another way. She told me about 
the rubies. I knew where they were kept. In the bank. In 
a sealed packet. I had seen an inventory of the things in the 
bank. Armorel told me the story of the rubies, and I never 
believed it — I never thought that there would be any search for 
the man's heirs. I never thought the story was true. She told 
me, besides, all about her other things — her miniatures and snuff- 
boxes, and watches and rings. She showed me all her beautiful 
lace, worth thousands. And as for the gold things and the jewels, 
they were all in the bank, in separate sealed parcels, numbered. 
She showed me tho bank receipts. Opposite each number was 
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written the contents of each, and opposite Number Three wm 
written " The case containing the rubies." ' 

♦Well? Well?' 

' Hush ! What did I do ? Let me think. I am going mad, 
I believe. It was for your sake — all for your sake, Alec ! All for 
your sake that I have ruined you ! ' 

' Ruined me ? Quick ! What have you done ? ' 

' It was for your sake, Alec — all for your sake I Oh, for your 
own sake I have lost and ruined you ! ' 

' You will drive me mad, I think ! ' he gasped. 

' I wrote a letter, one day, to the manager of the bank. I 
wrote it in imitation of Armorel's hand. I signed her name at 
the end so that no one could have told it was a forgery. My 
letter told him to give the sealed packet numbered three to the 
bearer who was waiting. I sent the letter by a commissionaire. 
He returned bringing the packet with him.' 

' And then ? ' 

' Oh ! Then — then — Alec, you will kill me — you will surely kill 
me when you know ! You care for nothing in the world but for 
money — and I — I have stolen away your money ! It is gone — it is 
gone ! ' 

' You stole those rubies ? But I have seen them. They are in 
Jagenal's safe. What do you mean ? ' he cried hoarsely. 

' I have sold them. I stole them, and I sold them all — they 
were worth — how much did you say? Fifty — sixty — eighty 
thousand pounds 1 I sold them all, Alec, for four thousand two 
hundred and twenty-five pounds ! I sold them to a Dutchman in 
Hatton Garden.' 

' You are raving mad ! You dream ! I have seen them. I 
have handled them.' 

' What you have seen were the worthless imitation jewels that 
I substituted. I found out where to get sham rubies made of 
paste, or something — some cut and some uncut. I bought them, 
and I substituted them in the case. Then I returned the packet 
to the bank. I had the packet in my possession no more than one 
morning. The man who bought the stones swore they were worth 
no more. He said he should lose money by them : he was going 
away to America immediately, and wanted to settle at once, 
otherwise he would not give so much. That is what I have done, 
Alec.' ' 

' Oh ! ' he stood over her, his eyes glaring ; he roared like a 
wild beast ; he raised his hand as if to slay her with a single blow. 
But he could find no words. His hand remained raised — he was 
speechless — he was motionless — he was helpless with blind rage 
and madness. 

His wife looked up, and waited. Now that she had told her 
tale she was calm. 

' If you are going to kill roe,' »he aftid, 'you had better do H 
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it once. I think I do not care about living any longer. Kill me, 
if you like.' 

He dropped his arm : he straightened himself, and stood 
upright. 

' Yos are a Thief !' he said hoarsely. 'You are a wretched, 
miserable Thief ! ' 

She pointed to the picture on the easel. 

4 And you — my husband ? ' 

He threw himself into a chair. Then he got up and paced the 
room : he beat the air with his hands : his face was distorted : his 
eyes were wild : he abandoned himself to one of those magnificent 
rages of which we read in History. William the Conqueror — 
King Richard — King John — many mediaeval kings used to fall 
into these rages. They are less common of late. But then such 
provocation as this is rare in any age. 

When, at last, speech came to him, it was at first stuttering 
and broken : speech of the elementary kind : speech of primitive 
man in a rage : speech ejaculatory : speech interjectional : speech 
of railing and cursing. He walked — or, rather, tramped — about 
the room : he stamped with his foot : he banged the table with 
his fist : he roared : he threatened : he cleared the dictionary of 
its words of scorn, contempt, and loathing : he hurled all these 
words at his wife. As a tigress bereft of her young, so is such a 
man bereft of his money. 

His wife, meantime, sat watching, silent. She waited for the 
etorm to pass. As for what he said, it was no more than th6 
rolling of thunder. She made no answer to his reproaches ; but 
for her white face you would have thought she neither heard nor 
felt nor cared. 

Outside the discreet man-servant heard every word. Once, 
when his master threatened violence, he thought it might be his 
duty to interfere. As the storm continued, he began to feel that 
this was no place for a man-servant who respected himself. He 
remembered the earthquake. He had then been called upon to 
remove from its hinges a door fractured in a row. That was a 
blow. He was now compelled to listen while a master, unworthy 
of such a servant, brutally swore at his wife. He perceived that 
his personal character and his dignity no longer allowed him to 
remain with such a person. He resigned, therefore, that very 
day. 

When the bereaved sufferer could say no more — for there comes 
a time when even to shriek fails to bring relief — he threw himself 
into a chair and began to cry. Yes : he cried like a child : he 
wept and sobbed and lamented. The tears ran down his cheeks : 
his voice was choked with sobs. The discreet man-servant outside 
blushed with shame that such a thing should happen under his 
roof. The wife looked on without a sign or a word. We break 
down and ory when we have lost the thing which most we love— 
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it may be a wife ; it may be a child : in the case of this young man 
the thing which most he loved and desired was money, ft had 
been granted to him — in large and generous measure. And, lo ! 
it was torn from his hands before his fingers had even closed 
around it. Oh ! the pity — the pity of it ! 

This lit, too, passed away. 

Half an hour later, when he was quite quiet, exhausted with 
his rage, his wife laid her hand upon his shoulder. 

' Alec,' she said, ' I have always longed for one thing most of 
all. It was the only thing, I once thought, that made it worth the 
trouble to live. An hour ago it seemed that the thing had been 
granted to me. And I was happy even with this guilt upon my 
soul. I know you for what you are. Yet I desired your love. 
Henceforth, this dreadful thing stands between us. You can no 
longer love me — that is certain, because I have ruined you — any 
more than I can hold you in respect. Yet we will continue to 
walk together — hand in hand — I will work and you shall enjoy. 
If we do not love each other, we can continue in partnership, and 
show to the world faces full of affection. At least you cannot 
reproach me. I am a thief, it is true — most true ! And you — 
Alec ! you — oh ! my husband ! — what are you 1 ' 

CHAPTER XXV 

TO FORGET IT AIL 

When Philippa read the announcement in the Times, she held her 
breath for a space. It was at breakfast. Her father was reading 
the news ; she was looking through that column which interests us 
all more than any other. Her eye fell upon her cousin's name. 
She read, she changed colour, she read again. Her self-control 
returned. She laid down the paper. 'Here,' she said, 'is a very 
astonishing announcement ! ' A very astonishing announcement 
indeed ! 

An hour later she called upon Armorel at her rooms. 

' You are left quite alone in consequence of this — this amazing 
revelation ? ' 

' Quite. Not that I mind being alone. And Effie Wilmot is 
ooming.' 

'Nothing in the world,' said Philippa, 'could have astonished 
me more. It is not bo much the fact of the marriage — indeed, my 
cousin's name was mentioned at one time a good deal in connection 
with hers — but the dreadful duplicity. He sent her to you — she 
came to us — as a widow. And for three years they have been 
married ! Is it possible 1 ' 

' Indeed,' said Armorel, ' I know nothing. She left me without 
a cause, and now I huar of her marriage. That is all.' 
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4 My dear, the thing reflects upon us. It is my cousin who has 
brought this trouble upon you.' 

' Oh ! no, Philippa ! As if you could be held responsible for 
his actions ! And, indeed, you must not speak of trouble. I have 
had none. My companion was never my friend in any sense : we 
had nothing in common : we must have parted company very soon : 
she irritated me in many ways, especially in her blind praise of the 
man who now turns out to be her husband. I really feel much 
happier now that she has gone.' 

' But you have no companion — no chaperon.' 

4 I don't want any chaperon, I assure you.' 

'But you cannot go into society alone.' 

4 I never do go into society. You know that nobody ever called 
npon Mrs. Elstree — or Mrs. Feilding, as we must now call her. 
There are only two houses in the whole of this great London into 
which I have found an entrance — yours and Mr. Jagcnal's.' 

' Yes ; I know now. And most disgraceful it is that you should 
have been so sacrificed. That also is my cousin's doing. He repre- 
sented his wife — it seems difficult to believe that he has got a wife 
— as a person belonging to a wide and very desirable circle of friends. 
Not a soul called upon her ! The world cannot continue to know 
a woman who has disappeared bodily for three long years, during 
which she was reported to have been seen on the stage of a country 
theatre. What has she been doing ? Why has she been in hiding'? 
Jt was culpable negligence in Mr. Jagenal not to make inquiries. 
What it must be called in my cousin others may determine. As 
for you, Armorel, you have been most disgracefully and shamefully 
treated.' 

' I suppose I ought to have had a companion who was recognised 
by society. But it seems to matter very little. I have made one 
or two new friends, and I have found an old friend.' 

4 It is not too late, of course, even for this season. Now, my 
dear Armorel, I am charged with a mission. It is to bring you 
back with me — to get you to stay with us for the season and, at 
least, until the summer holidays. That is, if you would be satisfied 
with our friends.' 

' Thank you, Philippa, a thousand times. I do not think I can 
accept your kindness, however, because I feel as if I must go away 
somewhere. I have had a great deal of anxiety and worry. It h; a 
been wretched to feel — as I have been made to feel — that I was in 
the midst of intrigues and designs, the nature of which I hardly 
understood. I must go away out of the atmosphere. I will return 
to London when I have forgotten this time. I cannot tell you all 
that has been going on, except that I have discovered one deception 
fifter another ' 

' She is an abominable woman,' said Philippa. 

4 On the island of Samson, at least, there will be no wives who 
oall themselves widows, and no men who call themselves' — painters 
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and poets, she was going to say, but she checked herself — • call 
themselves,' she substituted ■, • single men, when they are already 
married.' 

' But, surely you will not go away now — just at the very begin- 
ning of the season ? ' 

' The season is nothing at all to me.' 

' Oh ! But, Armorel — think. You ought to belong to society. 
You are wealthy : you are a most beautiful girl : you are quite 
young : and you have so many gifts and accomplishments. My 
dear cousin, you might do so well, so very well. There is no posi- 
tion to which you could not aspire.' 

Armorel laughed. * Not in that way,' she said. ' I have already 
told you, dear Philippa, that I am not able to think of things in 
that way. 

1 Always that dream of girlhood, dear ? Well, then, come and 
show yourself, if only to make the men go mad with love and the 
women with envy. Stay with us. Or, if you prefer it, I will find 
you a companion who really does belong to the world.' 

' No, no ; for the present I have had enough of companions. 
I want nothing more than to go home and rest. I feel just a little 
battered. My first experience of London has not been, you seo, 
quite what I expected. Let me go away, and come back when 1 
feel more charitable towards my fellow-creatures.' 

' You have had a most horrid experience,' said Philippa. ' I 
trembled for you when I learned who your companion was. I was at 
school with her, and — well, I do not love her. But what could I 
do ? Mr. Jagenal said she had been most strongly recommended — 
I could not interfere : it was too late : and besides,^ after what had 
happened, years before, it would have looked vindictive. And then 
she has been rich and is now poor, and perhaps, I thought, she 
wanted money: and when one has quarrelled it is best to say 
nothing against your enemy. Besides, I knew nothing definite 
against her. She said she was a widow — my cousin Alec said that 
he had been an old friend of her husband : he spoke of having 
helped him. Oh ! he made up quite a long and touching story 
about his dead friend. So, you see, I refrained, and if I could say 
nothing good, I would say nothing bad. ' 

' I am sure that no one can possibly blame you in the matter, 
Philippa.' 

' Yet I blame myself. For if I had caused a few questions to 
be asked at first, all the lies about the widowhood might have been 
avoided.' 

' Others would have been invented.' 

' Perhaps. Well — she is married, and I don't suppose her stay 
here will have done you any real harm. As for her, to go mas- 
querading as a widow and to tell a thousand lies daily can hardly 
do any woman much good. Have you made up your mind how 
you will treat her if you should meet ? ' 
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* She has settled that question. She wrote me a letter saying 
that she has behaved so badly that she wishes never to see me 
again. And if we should meet she begs that it will be as perfect 
strangers.' 

' Really — after all that has been done — that is the very 
least 

' So we are to meet as strangers. I suppose that will be best. 
It would be impossible to ask for explanations. Poor Zoe ! One 
does not know all her history. She told me once that she had 
been very unhappy. I have heard her crying in her room at night. 
Perhaps, she is to be more pitied than blamed. It is her husband 
whom I find it difficult to forgive and to forget. He is like a 
nightmare : he cannot be put so easily out of my mind.' 

' Unfortunately, no. I, who have thought of him all my life, 
must continue to think of him.' 

' You will forgive him, Philippa. You must. Besides, you 
have less to forgive. He has never offered his hand and Ik art to 
you.' 

Philippa blushed a rosy red, and confusion gathered to her 
eyes, because there had, in fact, been many occasions when things 
were said which Armorel was sorry that she had said this. 

' You mean, Armorel, that ho actually — did this — to you ? ' 

' Yes. It was only the other day — the morning after we read 
the play. He came to the National Gal 1 cry, where I often go in 
the morning, and, in one of the rooms, he told me how much he 
loved me — words, however, go for nothing in such things — and 
kindly said that marriage with me would complete his happiness. ' 

' Oh ! He is a villain — a villain indeed ! ' Her voice rose and 
her cheeks flushed. ' Forgive him, Armorel 1 Never ! ' 

' Considering that it was only a day or two before he was going 
to announce in the paper the fact that he had been married for 
three years, it does seem pretty bad, doesn't it ? ' 

' And you, Armorel ? ' 

' Fortunately, I was able to dismiss him unmistakably.' 

' Oh ! ' Philippa cried in exasperation. ' My cousin has been 
guilty of many treacherous and base actions ; but this is quite the 
worst thing that I ha.ve heard of him — worse even than sending 
you his own wife, under a false name and disguised with a lying 
story on her lips. No, Armorel ; I will never forgive him. 
Never ! ' Her eyes gleamed and her lips trembled. She meant 
what she said. ' Never ! It is the worst, the most wicked thing 
he has ever done — because he might have succeeded.' 

' I suppose he meant to get something by the pretence.' 

' He wanted, I suppose, to have it reported that he was going 
fco marry a rich girl. I had heard that he was continually seen 
with you. And I had also heard that he had confessed to an en- 
gagement which was not to be announced. My father has found 
cyt that his affairs are in great confijssor,.* 
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* But what good would an engagement of twenty-four hours do 
for him 1 ' 

'Indeed, I do not understand. Perhaps, after all, he had 
allowed himself to fall in love — but I do not know. Men some- 
times seem to behave like mad creatures, with no reason or rule of 
self-control — as if there was no such thing as consequence and no 
such thing as the morrow. I do not understand anything about 
him. Why are his affairs in confusion ? He had, to begin with, 
a fortune of more than twelve thousand pounds from his mother ; 
his pictures latterly commanded a good price. And his paper is 
supposed to be doing well. To be sure he keeps horses and goes a 
great deal into society. And, perhaps, his wife has been a source 
of expense to him. But it is no use trying to explain or to find 
out things. Meantime, to you, his conduct has been simply out- 
rageous. A man who sends his own wife as companion to a girl, 
and then makes love to her, is — my dear, there is no other word- 
he is a Wretch. I will never forgive him.' Armorel felt that she 
would keep her word. This pale, calm, self-contained Philippa 
could be moved to anger. And again she heard her companion's 
soft voice murmuring, ' My dear, the woman shows that she loves 
him still.' 

' Fortunately for me,' said Armorel, 'my heart has remained 
untouched. I was never attracted by him ; and latterly, when I 
bad learned certain things, it became impossible for me to regard 
him with common kindliness. And, besides, his pretence and 
affectation of love were too transparent to deceive anybody. He 
was like the worst actor you ever saw on any stage — wooden, un- 
real—incapable of impressing anyone with the idea that he meant 
what he said.' 

' I wonder how far Zoe — his wife — knew of this ? ' 

' I would rather not consider the question, Philippa. But, 
indeed, one cannot help, just at first, thinking about it, and I am 
compelled to believe that she was his servant and his agent through- 
out. I believe she was instigated to get money from me if she could, 
and I believe she knew his intentions as regards me, and that she 
consented. She must have known, and she must have consented.' 

' She would excuse herself on the ground of being his wife. 
For their husbands some women will do anything. Perhaps she 
worships him. His genius, very likely, overshadows and awes her.' 
Armorel smiled, but made no objection to this conjecture. ' Some 
women worship the genius in a man as if it was the man himself. 
Some women worship the man quite apart from his genius. I used 
to worship Alec long before he was discovered to be a genius at all. 
When I was a school-girl, Alec was my knight— my Galahad— 
purest-hearted aid bravest of all the knights. There was no one 
in the world — no living man, and very few dead men — Bayard, 
Sidney, Charles the First, and two or three more only — who could 
stand beside him. He was so handsome, so brave, so great, and 
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bo good, that other men seemed small beside him. Well, my hero 
passed through Cambridge without the least distinction : I thought 
it was because he was too proud to show other men how easily he 
could beat them. Then ho was called to the Bar, but he did not 
immediately show his eloquence and his abilities : that was because 
ho wanted an opportunity. And then I went out into the world, 
and made the discovery that my hero was in reality quite an or- 
dinary young man — rather big and good-looking, perhaps — with, 
as we all thought then, no very great abilities. And he certainly 
was always — and he is still — heavy in conversation. But he \\ as 
still my cousin, though he ceased to be my hero. He was more 
than a cousin — he was almost my brother ; and brothers, as you do 
not know, perhaps, Armorel, sometimes do things which require 
vast quantities of patience and forgiveness. I am sure no girl's 
brother ever wanted forgiveness more than my cousin Alec.' 

Her face, cold and pale, had, in fact, the sisterly expression. 
Philippa's enemies always declared that in the composition and 
making of her the goddess Venus, who presumably takes a largo 
personal interest in the feminine department, had no lot or part at 
all. Yet certain words — the late companion's words — kept ringing 
in Armorel's ears : ' My dear, the woman loves him still. She h:.a 
never ceased to love him.' 

' There was nothing to forgive at first,' she went on : 'on the 
contrary, everything to admire. Yet his career has been through- 
out so unexpected as to puzzle and bewilder us. Consider, 
Armorel. Here was a young man who had never in boyhood, or 
later, shown the least love or leaning towards Art or the least tinge 
of poetical feeling, or the smallest power as a raconteur, or any 
charm of writing — suddenly becoming a fine painter — a really fine 
painter — a respectable poet, and an admirable story-teller. When 
he began with the first picture there grew up in my head a very 
imaginative and certain set of ideas connecting the painter's mind 
with his Art. I saw a grave mind dwelling gravely and earnestly 
on the interpretation of nature. It seemed impossible that one 
who should bo paint sea and shore should be otherwise than grave 
and serious.' 

'Impossible,' said Armorel. 

' What we had called, in our stupidity, dulness, now became 
only seriousness. He took his Art seriously. But then he began to 
write verses, and then I found that there was a new mind — not a part 
of the old mind, but a new mind altogether. It was a mind with 
a light vein of fancy and merriment : it was affectionate, sympa- 
thetic, and happy : and it seemed distinctly a feminine mind. I 
cannot tell you how difficult it was to fit that mind to my cousin 
Alec — it was like dressing him up in an ill-fitting woman's riding- 
habit. And then he began those stories of his — and, behold, 
another mind altogether ! — this time a worldly mind — cynical, 
sarcastic, distrustful, epigrammatic, and heartless — not at all a 
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pleasant mind. So that you see I had four different minds all going 
about in the same set of bones — the original Alec Feilding, hand- 
some and commonplace, but a man of honour : the serious student of 
Art : the light and gay-hearted poet, sparkling in his verses like a 
glass of champagne : and the cynical man of the world, who does 
not believe that there are any men of honour or any good women. 
Why, how can one man be at the same time four men ? It is im- 
possible. And now we have a fifth development of Alec. He has 
become — at the same time— a creature who marries a wife secretly 
— no one knows why : and hides her away for three years and then 
suddenly produces her — no one knows why. What does he hide 
her away for ? Why does she consent to be hidden away ? Then, 
the very day before he has got to produce his wife for all the world 
to see — I am perfectly certain that she herself forced him to take 
that step — he makes love to a young lady, and formally asks her to 
marry him. Reconcile, if you can, all these contradictions.' 

' They cannot possibly be reconciled.' 

' We have heard of seven devils entering into one man ; but 
never of angels and devils mixed, my dear. Such a man cannot 
be explained, any more than the Lady Melusina herself.' 

' Do not let us try. As for me, I am going to forget the 
existence of Mr. Alec Feilding if I can. In order to do this the 
quicker I mean to go home and stay there. Come and see me on 
the island of Samson, Philippa. But you must not bring your 
father, or he may be disappointed at the loss of his ancestral hall. 
To you I shall not mind showing the little house where your 
ancestors lived.' 

' I should like very much — above all things — to see the place.' 

' I will bribe you to come. I have got a great silver punch- 
bowl — old silver, such as you love — for you. You shall have a 
choice of rings, a choice of snuff-boxes. There is a roll of lace put 
away in the cupboard that would make you a lovely dress. It will 
be like the receiving of presents which we read of in the old books.' 

' I will try to come, Armorel, after the season.' 

Armorel laughed. 

' There is the difference between us, Philippa. You belong to 
the world, and I do not. Oh ! I will come back again some day 
and look at it again. But it will always be a strange land to me. 
You will leave London after the season ; I am leaving it before the 
season. Come, however, when you can. Scilly is never too hot 
in summer nor too cold in winter. Instead of a carriage you shall 
have a boat, and instead of a coachman you shall have my boy 
Peter. We will sail about and visit the Islands : we will carry our 
midday dinner with us : and in the evening we will play and sing. 
Nobody will call upon you there : there are no dinner-parties, and 
you need not bring an evening dress. The only audience to our 
music will be my old servants, Justinian and Dorcas his wife, and 
Chessun, and Peter the boy.' 
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There were no preparations to make : there was nothing to 
prevent Armorel from going away immediately. She asked Efiie 
to go with her. She opened the subject in the evening, when she 
and her brother and Roland were all sitting together in her 
drawing-room by the light of the fire alone, which she loved. They 
were thoughtful and rather silent, conscious of recent events. 

'While we were in Regent Street this afternoon, Eilir,' said 
Armorel, ' I was thinking of the many happy faces that we met. 
The street seemed filled with happiness. 1 was wondering if it was 
all real. Are they all as happy as they seem % Is there no falsehood 
in their lives? The streets are filled with happy people. The 
theatres are filled with happy faces : society shows none but happy 
faces. It ought to be the happiest of worlds. Have we, alone, 
fallen among pretenders and intriguers ? ' 

' They are gone from you, Armorel. Can you not forget them / * 
Eme murmured. 

' I seem to hear the murmuring voice of my companion always. 
She whispers in her caressing voice, " Oh ! my dear, he is so good 
and great ! He is so full of truth and honour. Will you lend hi in 
a thousand pounds? He thinks so highly of you. A thousand 
pounds — two thousand pounds. If I had it to lay at the feet of so 
much genius ! " And all the time she is his wife. And in my 
thoughts I am always hearing his voice, which I learned to hate, 
laying down a commonplace. And in my dreams I awake with a 
start, because he is making love to me while Zoe listens at the door.' 

' You must go away somewhere,' said Roland. 

' I shall go home — to my own place. Efiie, will you come with 
me?' 

' Go with you ? Oh ! To Scilly 1 ' 

' To the land of Lyonesse. I have arranged it all, dear. Archie 
shall have these rooms of mine to live in : you shall co;ne with me. 
It is two years since you have been out of London : your cheeks 
are pale : you want our sea-breezes and our upland downs. Will 
you come with me, Efiie ? ' 

She held out her hand. ' I will go with you,' said the girl, 
' round the whole world, if you order me.' 

' Then that is settled. Archie, you must stay because your 
future demands it. I met Mr. Stephenson yesterday. He told 
me that he is in great hopes about the play, and that, meantime, 
he will be able to put some work into your hands.' 

4 You are always thinking about me,' said Archie. 

' Come to us in the summer. Take your holiday on Samson. 
Oh ! Efiie, we will be perfectly happy. We will forget London, 
and everything that has happened. Thank Heaven, the rubies 
are gone ! I will send a piano there : we will carry with us loads of 
books and music. We will have a perfectly lovely time, with no 
one but ourselves. Roland will tell you how we will live. You will 
do nothing for a time, while you are drinking in the fresh air and 
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getting strong. Then— then — you shall have ideas — great and 
glorious ideas — and you shall write far, far better poetry than any 
you have attempted yet.' 

'And, meantime — we who have to remain behind?' asked 
Roland. ' What shall we do when you are gone ? ' 

It takes longer to get to Penzance than to Edinburgh, because 
the train ceases to run and begins to crawl as soon as it leaves 
Plymouth. The best way is to take the nine o'clock train and to 
travel all night. Then you will probably sleep from Reading to 
Bristol : from Bristol to Exeter : and from Exeter to Plymouth. 
After that you will keep awake. 

In this way and by this train Armorel and Erne travelled to 
Penzance. Effie fell asleep very soon, and remained asleep all 
night long, waking up somewhere between Lostwithiel and Mara- 
zion. Armorel sat up wakeful the whole night through, yet was 
not tired in the morning. Partly, she was thinking of her stay in 
London, the crowning of her apprenticeship five years long. 
Nothing had happened as she had expected. Nothing, in this life, 
ever does. She had found the hero of her dreams defeated and 
fallen, a pitiable object. But he stood erect again, better armed 
and in better heart, his face turned upwards. 

Partly, another thing filled her heart and made her wakeful. 

Roland and Archie came with them to the station. 

' Shall I ever be permitted to visit again the Land of Lyon- 
esse 1 ' whispered the former at the window just before the guard's 
whistle gave the signal for the train to start. 

She gave him her hand. ' Good-bye, Roland. You will come 
to Scilly — when you please — as soon as you can.' 

He held her hand. 

' I live only in that hope,' he replied. 

The train began to move. He bent and kissed her fingers. 

She leaned forward. ' Roland,' she said, ' I also live only In 
that hope.' 

CHAPTER XXVI 

NOT THE HEIR, AFTER ALL 

The storm expended itself. The gale cannot go on blowing : the 
injured man cannot go on raging, cursing, or weeping. Alec Feild- 
ing became calm. Yet a settled gloom rested like a dark cloud 
upon his front : he had lost something — a good part — of his pris- 
tine confidence. That enviable quality which so much impresses 
itself upon others — called swagger — had been knocked out of him. 
Indeed, he had sustained a blow from which he would never wholly 
recover : such a man could never get over the loss of such a for- 
tune : his great-grandfather, so far as could be learned, lost his 
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fortune and began again, with cheerful heart. Alec would begin 
again, because he must, but with rage and bitterness. It was like 
being struck down by an incurable disease : it might be alleviated, 
but it would never be driven out : from time to time, in spite of 
the physicians, the patient writhes and groans in the agony of thi* 
disease. So from time to time will this man, until the end of time, 
groan and lament over the wicked waste and loss of that superb 
inheritance. 

Of course he disguised from himself — this is one of the tilings 
men always do hide away — the fact that he himself was part and 
parcel of the deed : he had destroyed himself by his own craft and 
cunning. Had he not placed his wife with Armorel under instruc- 
tions to persuade and coax her into advancing money for his 
own purposes, the thing could never have happened. 

Henceforth, though the pair should have the desire of their 
hearts : though they should march on to wealth and success : 
though the wife should invent and contrive with the cleverness of 
ten for the good of the firm : though the husband should grow more 
and more in the estimation of the outer world into the position of 
a Master and an Authority : between the two will he the memory 
of fraua und crime, to divide them and keep them apart. 

On the day after the revelation, a thought came into the mind 
of the inheritor of the rubies. The thing that had happ ned 
unto him — could he cause it to happen unto another 1 Perhaps 
one remembers how, on learning that the rubies were to be given 
to the eldest grandson of the second daughter, he had dropped, 
limp and pale, into a chair. One may also remember how, on 
learning that no further investigation would be made, he recovered 
again. The fact was, you see, that Mr. Jagenal had made a 
little mistake. His searchers had altered the order of the three 
sisters. Frances, Alec Feilding's grandmother, was not the 
second, but the third daughter. When the rubies were actually 
waiting and ready for him, it would have been foolish to mention 
that fact, especially as no further search was to be made, and the 
elder branch, wherever it was, would never know anything of 
the matter at all. Therefore, he then held his tongue. 

Now, on the other hand, the jewels being worthless, he thought, 
first of all, that it would look extremely scrupulous to inform Mr. 
Jagenal of the discovery that his grandmother was really the third 
daughter : next, if the other branch should be discovered, the 
fortunate heir would, like himself, be raised to the heavens only to 
be dashed down again to earth. Let someone else, as well as him- 
Belf, experience the agonies of that fall. He chuckled grimly as 
he considered the torments in store for thi3 fortunate unknown 
cousin. As for danger to his wife, he considered rightly that 
there was none : the stones had been consigned to the bank by 
Armorel, and in her own name : she signed an order for theu 
delivery to Mr. Jagerjal ; be had kept them in his safe. They 

u 
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would certainly lie there some time before he found the new heir. 
Nay. They had been in his custody for five years before he gave 
them over formally to Armorel. Who could say when the robbery 
had been effected ? Who woujd think of asking the bank whether 
during the short time the parcel was held in the name of Armorel 
it had been taken out 1 Clearly the whole blame and responsibility 
lay with Mr. Jagenal himself. He would have a very curious 
problem to solve — namely, how the rubies had been changed in his 
own safe. 

'Well, Alec, come to take away your rubies?' asked Mr. 
Jagenal, cheerily. 'There they are in that safe.' 

'No,' he replied, sadly. 'I am grieved indeed to say that I 
have not come for the rubies. I shall never come for the rubies.' 

' Why not 1 ' 

' Because they are not for me. According to your instructions, 
I have no claim to them.' 

' No claim ? ' 

' I understand that Miss Rosevean intends to give these jewels 
to the first representative of the family of Robert Fletcher. That 
is to say, to the eldest grandchild of the first, second, or third 
daughter, as the case may be ? ' 

' That is so.' 

' Very well. The eldest daughter left no children. You there- 
fore sent for me as the eldest — and only — grandchild of the second 
daughter ? ' 

' I did.' 

' Then I have to tell you that you are wrong. My grandmother 
was the third daughter.' 

' Is it possible i ' 

' Quite possible. She was the third daughter. I was not very 
accurately acquainted with that part of my genealogy, and the 
other day I could not have told you whether I came from the second 
or the third daughter. I have since ascertained the facts. It was 
the second daughter who went away to Australia or New Zealand, 
or somewhere. I do not know anything at all about my cousins, 
but I think it very unlikely that there are none in existence.' 

' Very unlikely. What proof have you that your grandmother 
was the second daughter ? ' 

' I have an o'd family Bible — I can show it you, if you like. In 
this has been entered the date of the birth, the place and date <A 
baptism, the names of the sponsors of all three sisters. There is 
also a note on the second sister's marriage and on her emigration. 
1 assure you there can be no doubt on the subject at all.' 

' Oh ! This is very disastrous, my dear boy. How could my 
people have made such a mistake? Alec, I feel for you — I do, 
Indeed ! ' 

' It is most disastrous ! ' Alec echoed with a groan. 4 1 have 
been in the unfortunate position of a man who is suddenly put into 
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possession of a great fortune one day, and a3 suddenly deprived 
of it the next. Of course, as soon as I discovered the real facta, 
it became my duty to acquaint you with them.' 

' By George ! ' cried Mr. Jagenal. ' If you had kept the facta 
to yourself, no one would ever have been any wiser. No one, 
because the transfer of the property is a sheer gift made by my 
client to you without any compulsion at all. It is a private trans- 
action of which I should never have spoken to anyone. Well, 
Alec, I must not say that you are wrong. But many men — moat 
men perhaps — with a less keen sense of honour than you — well — 
I say no more. Yet the loss and disappointment must be a bitter 
pdl for you.' 

'It is a bitter pill,' he replied truthfully. 'More bitter than 
you would suspect.' 

' You will have the satisfaction of feeling that you have behaved 
in this matter as a man of the strictest honour.' 

' I am very glad, considering all things, that I have not bad the 
rubies in my own possession, even for a single hour.' 

' That is nothing : of course they would have been safe in your 
hands. Well, Alec, I am sorry for you. But you are young : you 
are clever : you are succeeding hand over hand : pay a little more 
attention to your daily expenses, put down your horses and live 
for a few years quietly, and you will make your own fortune— ay, 
a fortune greater far than was contained in this unlucky case of 
precious stones.' 

1 1 suppose you will renew your search, now, after the descen- 
dants of the second daughter 1 ' 

' I suppose we must. Do not forget that if there are no descen- 
dants — or, which is much the same thing, if we cannot find them 
in a reasonable time, I shall advise my client to transfer the jewels 
to the grandson of the third daughter. And I hope, my dear boy 
—I hope, I say, that we may never find those descendants.' 

Alec departed, a little cheered by the consolation that he had 
passed on the disappointment to another. 

He went home, and found his wife in the studio, apparently 
waiting for him. There were dark rings round her eyes. She 
had been weeping. Since the Storm they had not spoken to each 
other. 

He sat down at his table — it was perfectly bare of papers — no 
sign of any work at all upon it — and waited for her to begin. 

'Is it not time,' she asked, 'that this should cease 1 ? You have 
reproached me enough, I think. Remember, we are on the same 
level. But, whatever I have done, it was done for your sake. 
Whatever you have done, was done for your own sake. Now, is 
there going to be an end to this situation % ' 

He made a gesture of impatience. 

' Understand clearly — if I am to help you for the future : if I 
am gi±i£ to pull you through this crisis : if I am to direct and 
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invent and combine for you, I mean to be treated with the sem- 
blance of kindness — the show of politeness at least.' 

He sat up, moved by this appeal, which, indeed , was to his 
purse — that is, to his heart. 

'I say, my husband,' she repeated, 'you must understand me 
clearly. Again, what I have done was done for you — for you. 
Unless you agree to my conditions it shall have been done — for 
myself. I have four thousand pounds in the bank in my own 
name. You cannot touch it. I shall go away and live upon that 
money— apart from you. And you shall have nothing — nothing — 
unless ' 

' Unless what ? ' He shook off his wrath with a mighty effort, 
as a sulky boy shakes off his sulks when he perceives that he 
must, and that instantly. He threw off his wrath and sat up with 
ft wr*2 "semblance of a smile, a spectral smile, feebly painted on his 
lips. 'Unless what, Zoe? My dear child, can you not make 
allowance for a man tried in this terrible fashion ? I don't believe 
that any mam was ever so mocked by Fortune. I have been 
crushed. Yes, any terms, any condition you please. Let us for- 
get the past. Come, dear, let us forget what has happened.' He 
sprang to his feet and held out his arms. 

She hesitated a moment. 'There is no other place for me 
now,' she murmured. ' We are on the same level. I am all yours 
— now.' 

Then she drew herself away, and turned again to the table. 
'Come, Alec,' she said, 'to business. Time presses. Sit down, 
and give me all your attention.' 



CHAPTER XXVII 

THE DESERT ISLAND 

The train proceeded slowly along the head of Mount's-Bay, the 
waters of the high tide washing up almost to the sleepers on the 
line. Armorel let down the window and looked out across the 
bay — 

Where the great vision of the guarded Mount 
Looks towards Namancos and Bayona's hold. 

' See, Effie ! ' she cried. ' There is Mount's Bay. There is the 
Lizard. There is Penzance. And there — oh ! ibere is the Mount 
itself ! ' 

St. Michael's Mount, always weird and mystericras, rose out of 
the waters wrapped in a thin white cloud, which the early sun had 
not yet been able to dissipate. I am told there is a very fine modern 
house upon the Mount. I prefer not to believe that story. The 
place should always remain lonely, awful, full of mystery and 
wonder. There is also said to be a battery with guns upon it. 
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Perhaps. But there are much more wonderful things than theso 
to tell of the rock. Upon its highest point those g;i lknt miners 
— Captain Caractac and Captain Caerleon, both of Boadicea Wheal — 
were wont to stand gazing out upon the stretch of waters expecting 
the white sails and flashing oars of the Phoenician fleet, come to 
buy their white and precious tin, with strong wines from Syria and 
spices from the far East, and purple robes and bronze swords and 
spearheads, far better than those made by Flint Jack of the Ord- 
nance Department. Hither came white-robed priests with flowing 
beards and solemn faces — faces supernaturally solemn, till they 
were alone upon the rock. Then, perhaps, an eyelid trembled. 
What they did I know not, nor did the people, but it was something 
truly awful, with majestic rites and ineffable mysteries and mumbo- 
j umbo of the very noblest. Here St. Michael himself once, in the 
ages of Faith, condescended to appear. It was to a hermit. Such 
appearances were the prizes of the profession. Many went a- 
hermiting in hopes of getting a personal call from a Saint who 
would otherwise have fought and lived and died quite like the rest 
of the world. And, indeed, there were bo many Cornish Saints — 
such as St. Buryan, St. Levan, St. Ives, St. Just, St. Keverne, 
St. Anthony, not to speak of St. Erth, St. Gulval, St. Austell, 
St. Wenn — all kindly disposed saints, anxious to encourage her- 
mits, and pleased to extend their own sphere of usefulness, that 
few of these holy men were disappointed. 

In the bay the blue water danced lightly in the morning breeze : 
the low, level sunlight shone upon Penzance on the western side : 
the fishing-boats, back from the night's cruise, lay at their moor- 
ings, their brown sails lowered : the merchant-men and trading 
craft were crowded in the port : beyond, the white curves chased 
each other across the water, and showed that, outside, the breezo 
was fresh and the water lively. 

' We are almost at home,' said Armorel. ' There is our stearue* 
lying off the quay — she looks very little, doesn't she 1 Only a 
short voyage of forty miles — oh ! Effie, I do hope you are a good 
sailor — and we shall be at Hugh Town.' 

' Are we really arrived 1 I believe I have slept the whole 
night through,' said Effie, sitting up and pulling herself straight. 
' Oh ! how lovely ! ' — as she too looked out of window. ' Have 
you slept well, Armorel 1 ' 

' I don't think I have been asleep much. But I am quite 
happy, Effie, dear — quite as happy as if I had been sound asleep 
all night. There are dreams, you know, which come to people in 
the night when they are awake as well as when they are asleep. 
I have been dreaming all night long — one dream which lasted all 
the night — one voice in my ears — one hand in mine. Oh ! Effie, 
I have been quite happy ! ' She showed her happiness by kissing 
her companion. ' I am happier than I ever thought to be. Some 
day, perhaps, I shall be able to tell you why.' 
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And then the train rolled in to Penzance Station. 

It was only half -past seven in the morning. The steamer would 
not start till half-past ten. The girls sent their luggage on board, 
and then went to one of the hotels which stand all in a row facing 
the Esplanade. Here they repaired the ravages of the night, 
which makes even a beautiful girl like Armorel show like Beauty 
neglected, and then they took breakfast, and, in due time, went 
on board. 

Now behold ! They had left in London a pitiless nor'-easter 
and a black sky. They found at Penzance a clear blue overhead, 
light and sunshine, and a glorious north-westerly breeze. That is 
not, certainly, the quarter whose winds allay the angry waves and 
soothe the heaving surge. Not at all. It is when the wind is from 
the north-west that the waves rise highest and heaviest. Then the 
boat bound to Scilly tosses and rolls like a round cork, yet persis- 
tently forces her way westward, diving, ploughing, climbing, slip- 
ping, sliding, and rolling, shipping great seas and shaking them off 
again, always getting ahead somehow. Then those who come forth 
at the start with elastic step and lofty looks lie low and wish that 
some friend would prod Father Time with a bradawl and make him 
run : and those who enjoy the sea, Sir, and are never sick, are fain 
to put down the pipe with which they proudly started and sink into 
nothingness. For taking the conceit out of a young man there is 
nothing better than the voyage from Penzance to Scilly, especially 
if it be a tripper's voyage — that is, back again the same day. 

There is, on the Scilly boat, a cabin, or rather a roofed and 
walled apartment, within which is the companion to the saloon. 
Nobody ever goes into the saloon, though it is magnificent with red 
velvet, but round this roofed space there is a divan or sofa. And 
here he the weak and fearful, and all those who give in and oppose 
no further resistance to the soft influences of ocean. Effie lay 
here, white of cheek and motionless. She had never been on the 
sea before, and she had a rough and tumbling day to begin with, 
and the sea in glory and grandeur — but all was lost and thrown 
away so far as she was concerned. Armorel stood outside, holding 
to the ropes with both hands. She was dressed in a waterproof : 
the spray flew over her : her cheek was wet with it : her eyes were 
bright with it : the heavy seas dashed over her : she laughed and 
shook her waterproof : as for wet boots, what Scillonian regardeth 
them % And the wind — how it blew through and through her ! 
How friendly was its rough welcome ! How splendid to be onoe 
more on rough water, the boat fighting against a head wind and 
rolling waves ! How glorious to look out once more upon the wild 
ungoverned waves ! 

It was not until the boat had rounded the Point and was well 
out in the open that these things became really enjoyable. Away 
Eolith stood the Wolf with its tall lighthouse : you could see the 
white waves boiling and fighting around it and climbing half-way 
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ttp. Beyond the Wolf a great ocean steamer plunged through the 
water outward bound. Presently there came flying past them tlie 
most beautiful thing ever invented by the wit of man or made by 
his craft, a three-masted schooner under full sail — all sails spread — ■ 
not forging slowly along under poverty-stricken stays which pro- 
claim an insufficient crew, but flying over the water under all her 
canvas. She was a French boat, of Havre. 

' There is Scilly, Miss,' said the steward, pointing out to sea. 

Yes ; low down the land lay, west by north. It looked like a 
cloud at first. Every moment it grew clearer ; but always low- 
down. "What one sees at first are the eastern shores of St. Agnei 
and Gugh, St. Mary's, and the Eastern Islands. They are all 
massed together, so that the eye cannot distinguish one from the 
other, but all seem to form continuous land. By degrees they 
separated. Then one could discover the South Channel and the 
North Channel. When the tide is high and the weather fair the 
boat takes the former : at low tide, the latter. To-day the captain 
chose the South Channel. And now they were so near the land 
that Armorel could make out Porthellick Bay, and her heart bent, 
though she was going home to no kith or kin, and to not him; but 
her familia, her serving folk. Next she made out Giant's Castle, 
then the Old Town, then Peninnis Head, black and threatening. 
And now they were so near that every earn and every boulder upon 
it could be made out clearly : and one could see the water rising 
and falling at the foot of the rock, and hear it roaring as it was 
driven into the dark caves and the narrow places where the rocks 
opened out and made make-believe of a port or haven of refuge. 
And now Porthcressa Bay, and now the Garrison, and smooth water. 

Then Armorel brought out Effie, pale and languid. ' Now, dear, 
the voyage is over : we are in smooth water, and shall be in port in 
ten minutes. Look round — it is all over : we are in the Road. And 
over there — see ! — with his twin hills — is my dear old Samson.' 

There was a little crowd on the quay waiting to see the boat 
arrive. All of them — boatmen, fishermen, and flower-farmers' men, 
to say nothing of those representing the interests of commerce — 
pressed forward to welcome Armorel. Everybody remembered her, 
but now she was a grand young lady who had left them a simple 
child. They shook hands with her and stepped aside. And then 
Peter came forward, looking no older but certainly no younger, and 
Armorel shook hands with him too. He had the boat alongside, 
<uid in five minutes more the luggage was on board, the mast was 
up, the sail set, and Armorel was sitting in her old place, the strings 
in her hand, while Peter held the rope and looked out ahead, 
■hading his eyes with his right hand in the old familiar style. 

'It is as if I never left home at all,' said Armorel. 'I sailed 
like this with Peter yesterday — and the day before.' 

' You've growed,' said Peter, after an inquiring gaze, being 
for the moment satisfied that there was nothing ahead and that 
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there was no immediate danger of shipwreck on the Nut Rock 01 
Green Island. 

' I am five years older,' Armorel replied. 

' It's been a rare harvest this year,' he went on. ' I thought 
we should never come to the end of the daffodils.' 

' Now I am at home indeed,' said Armorel, 'when I hear the 
old, old talk about the flowers. To-morrow, Effie, I will show you 
our little fields where we grow all the lovely flowers — the anemone 
and jonquil — the narcissus and the daffodil. This afternoon, when 
we have had dinner and rested a little, I will take you all round 
Samson and show you the glories of the place : they are principally 
views of other islands : but there is a headland and two bays, and 
there are the Tombs of the Kings — the Ancient Kings of Lyonesse 
— in one of them Roland Lee ' — she blushed and turned away her 
head — henceforth, she understood, this was a name to be treated 
with more reverence — ' found a golden torque, which you have 
seen me wear. And oh ! my dear — you shall be so happy : the 
Seabreeze shall fill your soul with music : the seabirds shall sing to 
you : the very waves shall lap on the shore in rhyme and rhythm for 
you : and the sun of Scilly, which is so warm and glowing, but 
never too warm, shall colour that pale cheek of yours, and fill out 
that spare form. And oh, Effie ! I hope you will not get tired of 
Samson and of me ! We are two maidens living on a desert island : 
there is nobody to talk to except each other : we shall wander about 
together as we list. Oh, I am so happy, Effie ! — and oh, my dear, 
I am so hungry ! ' 

The boat ran up over the white sand of the beach. They 
jumped out, and Armorel, leaving Peter to bring along the trunks 
by the assistance of the donkey, led the way over the southern hill 
to Holy Farm. 

' Effie,' she said, 'I have been tormented this morning with the 
fear that everything would look small. I was afraid that my old 
memories — a child's memories — would seem distorted and ex- 
aggerated. Now I am not in the least afraid. Samson has got all 
his acres still : he looks quite as big and quite as homely as ever he 
did — the boulders are as huge, the rocks are as steep. I remember 
every boulder, Effie, and every bush, and every patch of brown 
fern, and almost every trailing branch of bramble. How glorious 
it is here ! How the Seabreeze sweeps across the hill — it comes all 
the way from America — across the Atlantic I Effie, I declare you 
are looking rosier already. I must sing— I must, indeed — I always 

used to sing ! ' She threw up her arms in the old gesture, and 

sang a loud and clear and joyous burst of song — sang like the lark 
springing from the ground, because it cannot choose but sing. ' I 
ased to jump, too ; but I do not want, somehow, to jump any 
more. Ah, Effie, I was quite certain there would be some falling- 
off, but I could not tell in what direction. I can no longer 
jump. That comes of getting old. To be sure, I did not jump 
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vhen I took Roland Lee about the islands. Sometimes I sang, 
but I was ashamed to jump. Here we are upon the top. It is 
not a mighty Alp, is it 1— but it serves. Look round— but only 
for a moment, because Chessun will have dinner waiting for us, 
and you are exhausted by your bad passage— you poor thing. 
This is our way, down the narrow lanes. Here our fields begin : 
they are each about as big as a dinner-table. See the tall hedges 
to keep off the north wind : there is a field of narcissus, but thero 
are no more flowers, and the leaves are dying away. This way ! 
Ah ! Here we are ! ' 

The house did not look in the least mean, or any smaller than 
Armorel expected. She became even prouder of it. Where elso 
could one find a row of palms, with great verbena-trees and prickly 
pear and aloes, not to speak of the creepers over the porch, th>> 
gilt figure-head, and the big ship's lantern hung in the porch l . 
Within, the sunlight poured into the low rooms— all of them look- 
ing south — and made them bright : in the room where formerly the 
ancient lady passed her time in the hooded chair — the lady passed 
«way and the chair gone — the cloth was spread for dinner. And in 
the porch were gathered the serving-folk — Justinian not a dny 
older, Dorcas unchanged, and Chessun thin and worn, almost a^ 
old, to look at, as her mother. And as soon as the greetings wero 
over, and the questions asked and answered, and the news told of 
the harvest and the prices, and the girls had run all over the house, 
Chessun brought in the dinner. 

It is a blessed thing that we must eat, because upon th ; 3 
necessity we have woven so many pretty customs. We eat a wel- 
come home : we eat a godspeed : we eat together because we love 
each other : we eat to celebrate anything and everything. Above 
all, upon such an event as the return of one who has long been 
parted from us we make a little banquet. Thought and pains had 
been bestowed upon the dinner which Chessun placed upon the 
table. Dorcas stood by the table, watching the effect of her cares. 
First there was a chicken roasted, with bread crumbs — a bird 
blessed with a delicacy of flavour and a tenderness of flesh and a 
willingness to separate at the joints unknown beyond the shores of 
Scilly : Dorcas said so, and the girls believed it — Effie, at least, 
willing to believe that nothing in the world was so good as in this 
happy realm of Queen Armorel. Dorcas also invited special atten- 
tion to the home-cured ham, which was, she iustly remarked, mild 
as a peach : the potatoes, served in their skins, were miracles of 
mealiness — had Armorel met with such potatoes out of Samson ? 
had the young lady, her visitor, ever seen or dreamed of such 
potatoes ? There was spinach grown on the farm, freshly cut, re- 
dolent of the earth, fragrant with the Seabreeze. And there was 
home-made bread, sweet, wholesome, and firm. There was also 
placed upon the table a Brown George, filled with home-brewed, 
furnished with a head snow-white, venerable, and benevolent, such 



298 ARMOREL OF LYONESSB 

a head as not all the breweries of Burton — or even of the whole 
House of Lords combined — could furnish. Alas ! that head smiled 
in vain upon this degenerate pair. They -would not drink the nut- 
brown, sparkling beer. It was not wasted, however. Peter had 
it when he brought the pack-ass to the porch laden with the last 
trunk. Nor did they so much as remove the stopper from the 
decanter containing a bottle of the famous blackberry wine, the 
primest crti of Samson, opened expressly for this dinner. Yet this 
wa3 not wasted either, for Justinian, who knew a glass of good 
wine, took it with three successive suppers. Is it beneath the 
dignity of history to mention pudding 1 Consider : pudding is 
festive : pudding contributes largely to the happiness of youth. 
Armorel and Erne tackled the pudding as only the young and 
hungry can. And this day, perhaps from the promptings of simple 
piety, being rejoiced that Armorel was back again ; perhaps from 
some undeveloped touch of poetry in her nature, Chessun placed 
upon the table that delicacy seldom seen at the tables of the unfor- 
tunate Great — who really get so few of the good ,things — known as 
Grateful Pudding. You know the ingredients of this delightful 
dish ? More. To mark the day, Chessun actually made it with 
cream instead of milk ! 

' To-morrow,' said Armorel, fired with emulation, ' I will show 
you, Erne, what I can do in the way of puddings and cakes. I 
always used to make them : and, unless my lightness of hand has 
left me, I think you will admire my teacakes, if not my puddings. 
Roland Lee praised them both. But, to be sure, he was so easily 
pleased. He liked everything on the island. He even liked — oh ! 
Effie !— he liked me.' 

' That was truly wonderful, Armore!.' 

' Now, Effie, dear, lie down in this chair beside the window. 
You can look straight out to sea — that is Bishop's Rock, with its 
lighthouse. Lie down and rest, and I will talk to you about Scilly 
and Samson and my own people. Or I will play to you if you like. 
I am glad the new piano has arrived safely.' 

' I like to look round this beautiful old room. How strange it 
is ! I have never seen such a room — with things so odd.' 

' They are all things from foreign lands, and things cast up by 
the sea. If you like odd things I will show you, presently, my 
punch-bowls and the snuff-boxes and watches and things. I did 
not give all of them to the care of Mr. Jagenal five years ago.' 

' It is wonderful : it is lovely : as if one could ever tire of such 
a place ! ' 

' Lie down, dear, and rest. You have had such a tossing about 
that you must rest after it, or you may be ill. It promises to be a 
fine and clear evening. If it is we will go out by-and-by and see 
the sun set behind the Western Rocks.' 

' We are on a desert island,' Effie murmured obediently, lying 
down and closing her eyes. 'Nobody here but oui selves : we can 
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dfl exactly what we please : think of it, Armorel ! Nobody wants 
any money, here : nobody jostles his neighbour : nobody tramples 
upon his friend. It is like a dream of the primitive life.' 

' With improvements, dear Effie. My ancestors used to lead 
the primitive life when Samson was a holy island and the cemetery 
of the Kings of Lyonesse : they went about barefooted and they 
were dressed in skins : they fought the wolves and bears, and if 
they did not kill the creatures, why, the creatures killed them : 
they were always fighting the nearest tribe. And they sucked the 
marrow-bones, Effie, think of that ! Oh ! we have made a wonder- 
ful advance in the civilisation of Samson Island. 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

AT HOMB 

*I am so very pleased to see you here, Mr. Stephenson.' M:s. 
Feilding welcomed him with her sweetest and most gracious smile. 
4 To attract our few really sincere critics — there are so many incom- 
petent pretenders — as well as the leaders in all the Arts is my great 
ambition. And now you have come.' 

' You are very kind,' said Dick, blushing. I dare say he is a 
really great critic at the hours when he is not a most superior clerk in 
the Admiralty. At the same time, one is not often told the whole, 
the naked, the gratifying truth. 

4 To have a salon, that is my desire : to fill it with men of light 
and leading. Now you have broken the ice, you will come often, 
will you not ? Every Sunday evening, at least. My husband will 
be most pleased to find you here.' 

4 Again, you are very kind. ' 

4 We saw you yesterday afternoon at that poor boy's matinee ; 
did we not ? The crush was too great for us to exchange a word 
with you. What do you think of the piece ? ' 

4 1 always liked it. I was present, you know, at the reading 
that night.' 

4 Oh yes ; the reading — Armorel Rosevean's Reading. Yes, 
Though that hardly gave one an idea of the play.' 

4 The piece went very well indeed. I should think it will catch 
on ; but of course the public are very capricious. One never knows 
whether they will take to a thing or not. To my mind there is 
every prospect of success. In any case, young Wilmot has shown 
that he possesses poetical and dramatic powers of a very high order 
indeed. He seems the most promising of the men before us at 
present. That is, if he keeps up to the standard of this first effort.' 

4 Ye — es? Of course we must discount some of the promise. 
You have heard, for instance, that my husband lent his advice and 
issistance 1 ' 

' He said so, after the reading, did he noi i ' 
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' BTobody knows, Mr. Stephenson,' she clasped her hands and 
turned those eyes of limpid blue upon the young man, ' how many 
successes my husband has helped to make by his timely assistance ! 
What he did to this particular play I do not know, of course. 
During the reading and during yesterday's performance, I seemed 
to hear his voice through all the acts. It haunted me. But 
Alec said nothing. He sat in silence, smiling, as if he had never 
heard the words before. Oh ! It is wonderful ! And now — not 
a word of recognition ! You help people to climb up, and then 
they pretend — they pretend— to have got up by their own exer- 
tions ! Not that Alec expects gratitude or troubles himself much 
about these things, but, naturally, I feel hurt. And oh ! Mr. 
Stephenson, what must be the conscience of the man — how can he 
bear to live — who goes about the world pretending — pretending,' 
she shook her head sadly, ' pretending to have written other men's 
works ! ' 

'Men will do anything, I suppose. This kind of assistance 
ought, however, to be recognised. I will make some allusion to it 
in my notice of the play. Meantime, if I can read the future at 
all, Master Archie Wilmot's fortune is made, and he will.' 

' Mr. Roland Lee showed his picture that night. He had just 
come out of a madhouse, had he not ? ' 

' Not quite that. He failed, and dropped out. But what he 
did with himself or how he lived for three years I do not exai»tly 
know. He has returned, and never alludes to that time.' 

' And he exactly imitates my husband, I am told.' 

' No, no — not exactly. The resemblance is close, only an ex- 
perienced critic ' — Oh ! Dick Stephenson ! — ' could discern the real 
differences of treatment.' Mrs. Feilding smiled. 'But I knew 
him before he disappeared, and I assure you his method was then 
the same as it is now. Very much like your husband's style, yet 
with a difference.' 

' I am glad there is a difference. An artist ought, at least, to 
have a style of his own. You know, I suppose, that Armorel has 
gone away 1 ' 

' I have heard so.' 

' It became possible for us at last to acknowledge things. So 1 
joined my husband. Armorel went home — to her own home in the 
Scilly Islands. She took Erne Wilmot with her. Indeed, the girl's 
flatteries have become necessary to her. I fear she was unhappy, 
poor child ! I sometimes think, Mr. Stephenson, that she saw too 
much of Alec. Of course he was a good deal with us, and I could 
not tell her the whole truth, and — and — girls' heads are easily 
turned, you know, when genius seems to be attracted. Poor 
Armorel ! ' she sighed, playing with her fan. ' Time, I dare say, 
will help her to forget.' 

'It is a pity,' said Dick Stephenson, changing the subject, be- 
cause he did not quite believe this version, ' it is a pity that Mr. 
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Feilding, who can give such admirable advice to a young dramatist, 
does not write a play himself.' 

' Hush ! ' she looked all round, ' nobody is listening. Alec has 
written a play, Mr. Stephenson. It is a three-act drama — a tragedy 
— strong — oh ! so strong — so strong ! ' She clasped her hands again, 
letting the fan dangle from her wrist. * So effective ! I don't know 
when I have seen a play with more striking situations. It ia ac- 
cepted. But not a word has yet been said about it.' 

' May I say something about it ? Will you let me be the first 
to announce it, and to give some little account of it ? ' 

' I will ask Alec. If he consents, I will tell you more about the 
play. And, my dear Mr. Stephenson, you, one of our old friends, 
really ought to do some work for the paper.' 

'I have not been asked,' he replied, colouring, for he was still 
at that stage when the dramatic critic is flattered by being invited 
to write for a paper. 

' You shall be. How do you like the paper 1 ' 

' It has so completely changed its character, one would think 
that the whole staff had been changed. Everybody reads it now, 
and everybody takes it, I believe.' 

' The circulation has gone up by leaps and bounds. It is really 
wonderful. But, Mr. Stephenson, here is one of the reasons. 
Give me a little credit — poor me ! I cannot write, but I can look 
on, and I have a pair of eyes, and I can see things. Now, I saw 
that Alec was killing himself with writing. Every week a story ; 
also, every week, a poem ; every week an original article ; and then 
those notes. I made him stop. I said to him, " Stamp your own 
individuality on every line of the paper ; but write it yourself no 
longer. Edit it.' You see, it is not as if Alec had to prove his 
powers : he has proved them already. So he can afford to let others 
do the hard work, while he adds the magic touch — the touch of 
genius— that touch that goes to the heart. And the result you 
see.' 

' Yes ; the brightest — cleverest — most varied paper that exists. 

'With a large staff. Formerly Alec and one or two others 
brmed the whole staff. Well, Mr. Stephenson, I know that Alec 
s going to ask you to do some of the dramatic criticism, and if you 
consent I shall be very pleased to have been the first to mention it.' 

It will be understood from this conversation that the new 
methods of managing the business of the Firm were essentially 
different from the old. The paper had taken a new departure : it 
prospered. It was understood that the editor put less of his own 
work into it ; but the articles, verses, and stories werb all unsigned, 
and no one could tell exactly which were his papers : therefore, aa 
all were clever, his reputation remained on the same level. Also, 
there was a thick and solid mass of advertisements each week, 
which represented public confidence widespread and deep. 'Gtiva 
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me,' cries the proprietor of a paper, « the confidence of advertisers. 
That is proof enough of popularity.' 

Mrs. Feilding moved to another part of the room, and began 
to talk with another man. 

'My husband,' she said, 'has prepared a little surprise for ua 
this evening. I say for us, because I have not seen what he has 
to show — since it came back from the frame-maker.' 

' It is a picture, then ? ' 

' A picture in a new style. He has abandoned for a time hia 
coast and seashore studies. This is in quite a new style. I think 
— I hope — that it will be liked as well as his old.' 

' He is indeed a wonderful man ! ' 

'Is he not?' She laughed — a low and musical — a contented 
and a happy laugh. ' Is he not 1 You never know what Alec may 
be going to do next.' 

Mrs. Feilding's Sundays have already become a great success : 
such a success as a woman of the world may desire, and a clever 
woman can achieve. There is once more, as she says proudly, a 
salon in London. If it does not quite take the lead that she pre- 
tends in Art and Letters, it is always full. Men who go there once, 
go again : they find the kind of entertainment that they like : plenty 
of people for talk, to begin with. Then, every man is made, by 
the hostess, to feel that his own position in the literary and artistic 
world is above even his own estimate : that is soothing : in fact, 
the note of the salon is appreciation — not mutual admiration, as the 
envious do enviously affirm. Moreover, everybody in the salon has 
done something— perhaps not much, but something. And then the 
place is one where the talk is delightfully free, almost as free as in 
a club smoking-room. Every evening, again, there is some kind 
of entertainment, but not too much, because the salon has to keep 
up its reputation for conversation, and music destroys conversation. 
' Let us,' said Mrs. Feilding, ' revive the dead art of conversation. 
Let the men in this room make their reputation as they did a hun- 
dred years ago, for brilliant talk.' I have not heard that Mrs. 
Feilding has yet developed a talker like the mighty men of old : 
perhaps one will come along later : those, however, who have looked 
into the subject with an ambition in that line, and have ascertained 
the nature of the epigrams, repartees, retorts, quips, jokes, and 
personal observations attributed to Messrs. Douglas Jerrold and his 
brilliant circle are doubtful of reviving that Art except in a modified 
and a greatly chastened, even an effeminate form. 

The entertainments provided by Mrs. Feilding consisted of a 
little music or a little singing— always by a young and little-known 
professional : there was generally something in the fashion — young 
lady with a banjo or a tum-tum, or anything which was popular ; 
young gentleman to whistle : young actor or actress to give a 
character sketch : sometimes a picture sent in for private exhibi- 
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Hon : sometimes a little poem printed for the evening and handed 
about — one never knew what would be done. 

But always the hostess would be gracious, winning, caressing, 
smiling, and talking incessantly: always she would be gliding about 
the room, making her friends talk: the happy wife of the m.>st 
accomplished and most versatile man in London. And always 
that illustrious genius himself, calm and grave, taking Art 
seriously, laying down with authority the opinion that should bo 
held to a circle who surrounded him. The circle consisted chiefly 
of women and of young men. Older men, with that reluctance to 
listen to the voice of Authority which distinguishes many after 
thirty, held aloof and talked with each other. 'Alec Feilding,' 
said one of them, expressing the general opinion, ' may be a might) 
clever fellow, but he talks like a dull book. You've heard it ah 
before. And you've heard it better put. It's wonderful that such 
a clever dog should be such a dull dog. 

They came, however, in spite of the dulness : the wife would 
have carried off a hundred dull dogs. 

As in certain earlier and better-known circles, the men greatly 
outnumbered the women. 'lam not in love with my own sex,' 
said Mrs. Feilding, quite openly. ' I prefer the society of men.' 
But some women came of their own accord, and some were brought 
by their fathers, husbands, lovers, and brothers. No one could 
say that ladies kept away from Mrs. Feilding's Sunday evenings. 

This evening, the principal thing was the uncovering of a new 
picture — Mr. Feilding's new picture. 

At ten o'clock the painter-poet, in obedience to a whisper from 
his wife, moved slowly, followed by his ring of disciples — male 
and female — all young — a callow brood — to the upper end of the 
room, where was an easel. A picture stood upon it, but a large 
green cloth was thrown over it. 

' I thought,' said Mr. Alec Feilding, in his most dignified man- 
ner, ' that you would like to see this picture before anyone else. 
It is one of the little privileges of our Sunday evenings to show 
things to each other. Some of you may remember,' he said, with 
the true humility of genius, ' that I have exhibited, hitherto, chiefly 
pictures of coast scenery. I have always been of opinion that a 
man should not confine himself to one class of subjects. His 
purchasing public may demand it, but the true artist should dis- 
regard all and any considerations connected with money.' 

' Your true artist hasn't always got a weekly journal to fall back 
upon,' growled a young A.R. A. who did stick to one class of subjects. 
He had been brought there. As a rule, artists are not found at 
Mrs. Feilding's, nor do they rally round the cleverest man in 
London. 

' I say,' repeated the really great man, ' that the wishes of 
buyers must not be weighed for an instant in comparison with 
the true interests of Art.' 
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4 Like a copy-book,' murmured the Associate. 

4 Therefore, I have attempted a new line altogether. I have 
made new studies. They have cost a great deal of time and trouble 
and anxious thought. It is quite a new departure. I anticipate, 
beforehand, what you will say at first. But — Eccolo ! ' 

He lifted the green cloth. At the same moment his wife 
turned up a light that stood beside the painting. He disclosed 
a really very beautiful painting : a group of trees beside a shallow 
pool of water : the trees were leafless : a little snow lay at their 
roots : the pool was frozen over : there was a little mist over the 
ground, and between the trunks one saw the setting sun. 

4 By Jove ! It's a Belgian picture ! ' cried the Associate. And, 
indeed, you may see hundreds of pictures exactly in this style in 
the Brussels galleries, where the artists are never tired of painting 
the flat country and the trees, at every season and under every 
light. 

' Precisely,' said the painter. ' That is the remark which I 
anticipated. Let us call it — if you like — a Belgian picture. The 
subject is English : the treatment, perhaps, Belgian. For my part, 
I am not too proud to learn something from the Belgians.' 

The Associate touched the man nearest him — an artist, not yet 
an Associate — by the arm. 

' Ghosts ! ' he murmured. ' Spooks and ghosts ! ' 

4 Spectres ! ' replied the other. ' Phantoms and bogies ! ' 

4 A Haunted Studio ! ' said the Associate. * My knees totter ! 
My hair stands on end ! ' 

' I tremble — I have goose-flesh ! ' replied his friend. 

4 Let us — let us run to the Society of Psychical Research ! 
whispered the Associate. 

' Let us swiftly run ! ' said the other. 

They fled, swiftly and softly. Only Mrs. Feilding observed 
their flight. She also gathered from their looks the subject of 
their talk. And she resolved that she would not, henceforth, 
encourage artists at her Sunday evenings. She turned to Dick 
Stephenson. 

' You, Mr. Stephenson,' she said, ' who are a true critic and 
understand work, tell me what you think of the picture.' 

The great critic— he was not really a humbug ; he was very 
fond of looking at pictures ; only, you see, he was not an artist 
■ — advanced to the front, bent forward, considered a tew moments, 
and then spoke. 

4 A. dexterous piece of work — truly dexterous In the highest 
sense : full of observation intelligently and poetically rendered : 
careful : truthful : with intense feeling. I could hardly have 
believed that any English painter was capable of work in this 
genre.' 

The people all gazed upon the canvas with rapt admira- 
tion : they murmured that it was wonderful and beautiful. Then 
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Alec covered up the picture, and somebody began to play some- 
thing. 

'Alec,' said Mr. Jagenal, who seldom came to these gathering;, 
*I congratulate you. Your picture is very good. And in a new 
style. When will you be content to settle down in the jog-troi 
that the British public love 1 ' 

' Let me change my subject sometimes. When I am tired of 
trees I will go back, perhaps, to the coast and seapieces.' 

' Ah ! But take care. There's a fellow coming along By 

the way, Alec, I have made a discovery lately.' 

'What is it V 

'About those rubies. Why, man' — for Alec turned suddenly 
pale — ' you remember that business still 1 ' 

' Indeed I do,' he replied. * And I am not likely to forget it 
in a hurry.' 

' My dear boy, to paint such pictures is worth many such bags 
of precious stones, if you will only think so.' 

* What's your discovery 1 ' Alec asked hoarsely. 

'Well ; I have found, quite accidentally, the eldest grandchild 
of the second daughter — your great-aunt.' 

' Oh ! ' Again he changed colour. ' Then you will, I suppose, 
hand b\m over the things.' 

'Yes, certainly. I have sont for him. He does not yet know 
what I want him fcr. And I shall give him the jewels in obedi- 
ence to Armorel's instructions. Alec, I have always been despe- 
rately sorry fcr your unfortunate discovery.' 

' It caused a pang, certainly. And who is my cousin ? ' 

'Well, Alec, I will not tell you until I have made quite sure. 
Not that there is any doubt. But I had better not. You will 
}> n rhaps like i o mase his acquaintance. Perhaps you know him 
already. I don t say, mind.' 

'Well, Sir,' said Alec, 'when he realises the extent and value 
of this windfall, I expect he will show a depth of gratitude which 
will astonish you. I do, indeed.' 

' Zoe,' he said, when everybody was gone, * are you quite sure 
that in the matter of those rubies your action can never be dis- 
covered ? ' 

' Anything may be discovered. But I think — I believe — that 
it will be difficult. Why ? ' 

' Because my cousin, the grandson of Robert Fletcher's second 
daughter, has been found, and he will receive the jewels to- 
morrow. And when he finds out what they are worth ' 

' Then, Alec, it will bo asked who had the jewels. They were 
taken to the bank by Mr. Jagenal and taken thence to Mr. 
Jagenal. What have you — what have I — to do with them ? Don't 
think about it. Alec. It has nothing to do with us. No sua- 
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picion can possibly attach to ua. Forget the whole businew. 
The evening went off very well. The picture struck everybody 
very much. And I've laid the foundation for curiosity about the 
play. And as for the paper, I was going into the accounts this 
morning : it is paying at the rate of three thousand a year. Alec, 
you have never until now been really and truly the cleverest man 
In London.' 

CHAPTEB XXIX 

THB TRESPASS OFFERING 

It was a day in midwinter. Over the adjacent island of Great 
Britain there was either a yellow fog, or a white fog, or a black fug. 
Perhaps there was no fog at all, but a black east wind, or there was 
melting snow, or there was cold sleet and rain : whatever there 
was, to be out of doors brought no joy, and the early darkness was 
tolerable because it closed and hid and put away the day. In the 
archipelago of Scilly, the sky was bright and clear : the sea was blue, 
except in the shallow places, where it was a light transparent green : 
the waves danced and sparkled : round the ledges of the rocks the 
white foam rolled and leaped : the sunshine was warm : the air 
was fresh. The girls stood on the northern cam of Samson. They 
had been on the island now for eight months. For the greater part 
of that time they were alone. Only in the summer Archie came 
to pay them a visit. His play was accepted : it would probably be 
brought out in January, perhaps not till later, according to the 
success of the piece then running. Meantime, he had got introduc- 
tions, thanks to AnnorePs evening, and now found work enough 
to keep him going on one or two journals, where his occasional 
papers — the papers of a young and clever man feeling his way to 
stylo — were taken and published. And he was, of coarse, writing 
another play : he was in love with another heroine — happy, if he 
knew his own happiness, in starting on that rare career in which a 
man is always in love, and blamelessly, even with the knowledge 
of his wife, with a succession of the loveliest and most delightful 
d.imsels — country girls and princesses — lasses of the city and of 
the milking path — Dolly and Molly and stately Kate, and tho 
Duchess of Dainty Device. As yet, he had only lost his heart to 
two and was now raving over the second of his sweethearts. One 
such youth I have known and followed as he p.vssed from t'iie 
Twenties to the Thirties — to the Forties — even to the Fifties, lie 
h:'.s always loved one girl after the other. He knows not how liio 
can exist unless a man is in love : he is a mere slave and votary of 
Love : yet never with a goddess of the earth. He loves an ima;;e 
• — a simulacrum — a phantom : and he looks on with joy and satis- 
faction — yea ! tho tears of happiness rise to his eyes when he sees 
that phantom at the last, after many cruel delays, fondly em- 
braced — not by himself — but by another phantom. Happy lover ! 
iv' to have lo&t the substance, vet to be satisfied with tho shadow! 
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Except for Archie's visit they had no guests all through the 
summer. The holiday visitors mostly arrive at Hugh Town, sail 
across to Tresco Gardens and back, some the same day, some 
the next day, thinking they have seen Scilly. None of them land 
on Samson. Few there are who sail about the Outer Islands where 
Armorel mostly loved to steer her boat. The two girls spent the 
■whole time alone with each other for company. 1 do not know 
whether the literature of the country will be enriched by Elhe's 
sojourn in Lyonesse, but one hopes. At least, she lost her pale 
cheeks and thin form : she put on roses, and she filled out : she 
became almost as strong as Armorel, almost as dexterous with the 
sheet, and almost as handy with the oar. But of verses I fear 
that few came to her. With the best intentions, with piles of 
books, these two maidens idled away the summer, basking on the 
headlands, lying among the fern, walking over the downs of 
Bryher and St. Martin's, sailing in and out among the channels, 
bathing in Porth Bay, or off the lonely beach of Ganilly in the 
Eastern group. Always something to see or something to do. 
Once they ventured to sail by themselves — a parlous voyage, but 
the day was calm — all the way round Bishop's Rock and back : 
another time they sailed — but this time they took Peter — among 
the Dogs of Scilly, climbed up on Black Rosevean, and stood on 
Gorregan with the cruel teeth. Once, on a very calm day in July, 
they even threaded the narrow channel between the twin rocks 
known together as the Scilly. Always there was somolhing new 
to do or to see. So the morning and the afternoon parsed away, 
and there was nothing left but tea and a little music, and a stroll 
in the moonlight or beneath the stars, and a talk together, and so 
to bed : and if there came a rainy day, the cakes to make and 
the puddings to compose ! A happy, lazy, idle, profitable time I 

' We have been six months here and more, Etfie,' said Armorel. 
They were sitting in the sunshine in the sheltered orchard, among 
the wrinkled and twisted old apple-trees. ' What next ? When 
shall we think of going back to London ? We must not stay here 
altogether, lest we rust. We will go back — shall we 1 — as soon as 
the short, dark days are over, and we will make a new departure 
somehow, but in what direction I do not quite know. Shall we 
travel ? Shall we cultivate society 1 What shall we do 1 ' 

' We will go back to London as soon as Archie's play is pro- 
duced. Dear Armorel, I do not want ever to go away. I should 
like to stay here with you always and always. It has been a time 
of peace and quiet. Never before have I known such peace and 
such quiet. But we must go. We must go while the spell of the 
place is still upon us. Perhaps if we were to stay too long — Natui-e 
does not expect us to outstay her welcome —not that her welcome 
is exhausted yet — but if we go away, shall we ever come back 1 
And, if so, will it be quite the same 1 ' 

' Nothing ever returns/ said Armorel the sage, ! We shall go 
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away and we shall come back again, and there will be changes. 
Everything changes daily. The very music of the sea changes 
from day to day ; but it is always music. My old grandmother in 
the- great chair used to hold her hand to her ear — so — to catch 
the lapping of the waves and the washing of the tide among the 
rocks. It was the music that she had known all hsr life. But the 
tune was different — the words of the song in her head were different 
— the key was changed — but always the music. Oh, my dear ! I 
never tire of this music. We will go away, Effie ; we must not 
stay too long here, lest we fall in love with solitude and renounce 
the world. But we will come back and hear the same music again, 
with a new song. We must go back.' She sighed. ' Eight months. 
We must go and see Archie's play. Archie ! It will be a proud 
and glorious day for him, if it succeeds. It must succeed. And 
not a word or a sign all this time from Roland ! What is he doing ? 
Why ' She Btopped. 

Effie laid a hand on hers. 

' You have been restless for some days, Armorel,' she said. 

* Yes — yes. I do not doubt him. No — no— he has returned to 
himself. He can never — never again — I do not doubt him.' She 
sprang to her feet. ' Oh, Effie ! I do not doubt, but sometimes I 
fear. What do I fear ? Why, I know there may be failure, but 
there can never again be disgrace.' 

' You think of him so much, Armorel,' said Effie, with a touch 
of jealousy. 

' I cannot think of him too much.' She looked out upon the 
sunlit sea at their feet, talking as one who talks to herself. ' Kow 
can I think of him too much ? I have thought of him every day 
for five years — every day. I love him, Effie. How can you think 
too much of the man you love 1 Suppose I were to hear that he 
had failed again. That would make no difference. Suppose he 
Avere to sink low — low — deep down among the worst of men — 
that would make no difference. I love the man as he may be — 
as he shall be — by the help of God, if not in this world, then in the 
world to come ! I love him, Effie ! ' 

She stopped because her voice choked with a sob. The strength 
of her passion — not for nothing was the Castilian invader wrecked 
upon Scilly 1— frightened the other girl. She had never dreamed of 
Buch a passion ; yet she knew that Armorel thought continually of 
this man. She did not dare to speak. She looked on with clasped 
hands, in silence. 

Armorel softened again. The tumult of her heart subsided. 
She turned to Effie and kissed her. 

' Forgive me, dear : you know now — but you have guessed 
already. Let us say no more. But I must see him soon. I must 
go to see him if he cannot come to see me. Let us go over tin- 
hill. This little orchard is like a hothouse this morning.' 

When t.h '-y reached the top of tho hill they saw the st<v."vjr 
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from Penzance rounding Bar Point on St. Mary's and coming 
through the North Channel. 

'They have had a fine passage,' said Armorel. 'The boat mu: t 
have done it in three hours. I wonder if she brings anything for 
us. It is too early for the magazines. I wrote for those books, 
but I doubt if there has been time. And I wrote to Philippa, but 
I do not expect a letter in reply by this post.' 

' And I wrote to Archie, but I do not know whether I shall get 
a letter to-day. Suppose there should come a visitor 1 ' 

'Few visitors come to Scillyin the winter — and none to Samson. 
We are alone on our desert island, Effie. See, the steamer is enter- 
ing the port : the tide is low : she cannot get alongside the quay. 
It is such a fine day that it is a pity we did not sail over this 
morning and meet the steamer. There goes the steam-launch from 
Tresco.' 

It is quite a mile from Samson to the quay of Hugh Town ; but 
the air was so clear that Armorel, whose eyes wei-e as good as any 
ordinary field-glass, could plainly make out the agitation and 
bustle on the quay caused by the arrival of the steamer. 

'The boat always carries my thoughts back to London,' said 
Armorel. ' And we have been talking about London, have we 
not 1 When I was a child the boat came into the Road out of 
the Unknown, and next day went back to the Unknown. What 
was the other side like 1 I filled it up with the vague splendour 
of a child's imagination. The Unknown to me was like the sun- 
rise or the sunset. Well . now I know. The poets say that 
knowledge makes us no happier. I think they are quite wrong. 
It is always better to know everything, even though it's little 
joy- 
To feel that Heaven is farther off 
Than when one was a boy, 

' There is a boat,' she went on, after a while. ' She is putting 
out from the port. I wonder what boat it is. Perhaps she is 
going to Bryher— or to St. Martin's— or to St. Agnes. It is not 
the lighthouse boat. She is sailing as if for Samson ; but she can- 
not be coming here. What a lovely breeze ! She would be here in 
a quarter of an hour. I suppose she must be going to Tresco. See 
what comes of living on a desert island. We are actually specula- 
ting about the voyage of a sailing-boat across the Road ! Effie, we 
are little better than village gossips. You shall marry Mr. Paul 

Pr 7-' 

' She looks very pretty,' said Effie, 'heeling over with the wind, 

wherever she is going.' 

'They are steering south of Green Island,' said Armorel. 
' That is very odd. If she had been making for Bryher or Tresco 
she would leave Green Island on the lee and steer up the channel 
past Puffin. I really believe that she is coming to Samson. I 
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aspect there is a parcel for us. Let us run down to the beach, 
Effie. We shall get there just in time.' 

They ran down the hill. As the boatman lowered the sail and 
the boat grounded on the firm white sand of the beach, the girls 
arrived. The boat brought, however, no packet 

' Oh 1 ' cried Effie. ' It is Roland Lee ! ' 

It was none other than that young man of whom they had been 
speaking. Armorel changed colour : she blushed a rosy red : then 
she recovered quickly and stepped forward, as Roland leaped out 
upon the sand. ' Welcome back to Samson ! ' she said, giving him 
her hand with her old frankness. ' We expected you to come, but 
we did not know when.' 

' May I stay ? ' he murmured, taking her hand and looking into 
her face. 

' You know — yourself,' she replied. 

He made answer by shouldering his portmanteau. ' No new 
road has been made, I suppose,' he said. ' Shall I go first ? How 
well I remember the way over the hill ! Samson has changed 
little since I was here last.' 

He led the way, all laughing and chatting as if his visit was ex- 
pected, and as if it were the most natural thing in the world and 
the most common thing to run down to the beach and meet a 
morning caller from London Town. But Effie, who was as obser- 
vant as a poet ought to be, saw how Roland kept looking round as 
he led, as if he would be still catching sight of Armorel. 

' Come, Dorcas,' cried Armorel, when they arrived at the house. 
' Come, Chessun — here is Mr. Roland Lee. You have not forgot- 
ten Mr. Lee. He has come to stay with us again.' The serving- 
women came out and shook hands with him in friendly fashion. 
Forgotten Mr. Lee ? Why, he was the only young man who had 
been seen at Holy Farm since Armorer's brothers were drowned— 
victims to the relentless wrath of those execrable rubies. 

' You shall have your old room,' said Dorcas. ' Chessun will 
air the bed for you and light a fire to warm the room. Well, Mr. 
Lee, you are not much altered. Your beard is grown, and you're 
a bit stouter. Not much changed. You're married yet 1 ' 

' Not yet, Dorcas.' 

' Armorel, she's a woman now. When you left her she was 
little better than a child. I say she's improved, but perhaps you 
wish she was a child again 1 ' 

'Indeed, no,' said Roland. 

Everything was quite commonplace. There was not the least 
romance about the return of the wanderer. It was half-past two. 
He had had nothing to eat since breakfast, and after three hours 
and more upon the sea one is naturally hungry. Chessun laid the 
cloth and put the cold beef — cold boiled beef — upon the table. 
Pickles were also produced— a pickled walnut is not a romantic 
object. The young man was madly in love : he had come all the 
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way from town on purpose to explain and dilate upon that wonder- 
ful accident : yet he took a pickled walnut. Nay, ho was in a 
famishing condition, and he tackled the beef and beer — that oV" 
Brown George full of the home-brewed with a head of foam like 
the head of a venerable bishop — as if he was not in love at all. 
And Armorel sat opposite to him at the table talking to him about 
the voyage and his studio and whether he had furnished it, and all 
kinds of things, and Chessun holered over him suggesting more 
pickles. And he laughed, and Armorel laughed — why not ? They 
were both as happy as they could be. But Effie wondered how 
Armorel, whose heart was so full, whose soul was so eliarged 
and heavy with love, could laugh thus gaily and talk thus idly. 

After luncheon, which of course was, in Samson fashion, dinner, 
Roland got up and stood in the square window, looking out to sea. 
Armorel stood beside him. 

'I remember standing here,' he said, 'one morning five yean! 
ago. A great deal has happened since then.' 

' A great deal. We are older — we know more of the world.' 

'We are stronger, Armorel' — their eye3 met — 'else 1 should 
cot be here.' 

It was quite natural that Armorel should put on her jacket and 
take her hat, and that they should go out together. Effie took her 
seat in the window and lay in the sunshine, a book neglected in 
her lap. Armorel had got her lover back. She loved him. Oh ! 
she loved him. So heavenly is the contemplation of human love 
that Effie found it more soothing than the words of wisdom in her 
book, more full of comfort than any printed page. Human love, 
she knew well, would \jever fall to her lot : all the more should 
she meditate on love in others. Well, she has her compensations : 
while others act she looks on : while others feel, she will tell the 
world, in her verse, what and how they feel : to be loved is the 
chief and crowning blessing for a woman, but such as Effie have 
their consolations. 

She looked up, and saw old Dorcas standing in the door. 

' They have gone out in the boat,' she said. ' When I saw him 
coming over the hill I said to Chessun, "He's come again. He's 
come for Armorel at last." I always knew he would. And now 
they've gone out in the boat to be quite alone. Is he worth her, 
Miss Effie 1 Is he worth my girl \ ' 

'If he is not she will make him worth her. But nobody 
could be worth Armorel. Are you sure you are not mistaken^ 
Dorcas ? ' 

'No— no — no, I am not mistaken. The love-light is in his 
eyes, and the answering love in hers. I know the child. She 
loved him six years ago. She is as steadfast as the compass. She 
can never change. Once love always love, and no other love. She 
has thought about him ever since. Why did she go away and 
leave us alone without her for five long years ? She wanted to 



3*2 ARMOREL OF LYONESSE 

Ier.rn things so as to make herself fit for him. As if he would care 
what things she knew if only he loved her ! 'Twas the beautiful 
maid he would love, with her soft heart and her tender voice and 
her steadfast ways — not what she knew.' 

' Oh ! but, Dorcas, perhaps — you are not quite sure — we do not 
know — one may be mistaken.' 

' You may be mistaken, Miss Effie. As for me, I've been 
married for five-and-fifty years. A woman of my age is never mis- 
taken. I saw the love-light in his eyes, and I saw the answering 
love in hers. And I know my own girl that I've nursed and 
brought up since the cruel sea swallowed up her father and her 
mother and her brothers. No, Miss Effie, I know what I can 
see.' 

One does not, as a rule, go in a small open boat upon the water 
in December, even in Scilly, whose winter hath nor frost nor snow. 
But these two young people quite naturally, and without so much 
as asking whether it was summer or winter, got into the boat. 
Roland took the oars — Armorel sat in the stern. They put out 
from Samson what time the midwinter sun was sinking low. The 
tide was rising fast, and the wind was from the south-east. When 
they were clear of Green Island, Roland hoisted the sail. 

' I have a fancy,' he said, ' to sail out to Round Island and to 
see Camber Rock again, this first day of my return. Shall we 
have time ? We can let the sun go down : there will be light 
enough yet for an hour. You can steer the craft in the dark, 
Armorel. You are captain of this boat, and I am your crew. 
You can steer me safely home, even on the darkest night — in the 
blackest time,' he added, with a deeper meaning than lay in his 
simple words. 

The sail caught the breeze, and the boat heeled over. Roland 
sat holding the rope while Armorel steered. Neither spoke. They 
sailed up New Grinsey Channel between Tresco and Bryher, past 
Hangman's Island, past Cromwell's Castle. They sailed right 
through beyond the rocks and ledges outlying Tresco, outside 
Menovawr, the great triple rock, with his two narrow channels, 
and so to the north of Round Island. The sky was aflame : tho 
waters were splendid with the colours of the west. They rounded 
the island. Then Roland lowered the sail and put out the oars. 
' We must row now,' he said. ' How glorious it all is ! I am back 
again. Nine short months ago — you remember, Armorel 1 — how 
could I have hoped to come here again — to sail with you in your 
boat?' 

' Yet you are here,' she said simply. 

' I have bo much to say, and I could not say it, except in the 
boat.' 

' Yes, Roland.' 

' First of all, I have sold that picture. It Is not a great price 
that I have taken. But I have sold it. You will be pleased to 
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hear that. Next, I have two commissions, at a better price. Don't 
believe, Armorel, that I am thinking about nothing but money, 
The first step towards success, remember, is to be self-supporting. 
Well — I have taken that first step. I have also obtained some 
work on an illustrated paper. That keeps me going. I have re- 
gained my lost position — and more — more, Armorel. The way is 
open to me at last : everything is open to me now if I can force 
myself to the front.' 

' No man can ask for more, can lie ? ' 

'No. He cannot. As for the time, Armorel, the horriHo, 
shameful time ' 

' Roland, you said you would not come here until the shame of 
that time belonged altogether to the past.' 

' It does : it does : yet the memory lingers — sometimes, at 
night, I think of it — and I am abased.' 

' We cannot forget — I suppose we can nover forget. That is 
the burden which we lay upon ourselves. Oh ! we must all walk 
humbly, because we have all fallen so far short of the bust, and 
becauso we cannot forget.' 

' But — to be forgiven. That also is so hard.' 

' Oh ! Roland, you mistake. We can always forgive those we love 
■ — yes — everything— everything — until seventy times seven. How 
can we love if we cannot forgive 1 The difficulty is to forgive our- 
selves. We shall do that when we have risen high enough to under- 
stand how great a thing is the soul — I don't know how to put what 
1 wish to say. Once I read in a book that there was a soul who 
wished — who would not ? — to enter into heaven. The doors were 
wide open : the hands of the angels were held out in love and 
welcome: but the soul shrank back. "I cannot enter," he said, 
"I cannot forgive myself." You must learn to forgive yourself, 
Roland. As for those who love you, they ask for nothing more 
than to see your foot upon the upward slope.' 

' It is there, Armorel. Twice you have saved me : once from 
death by drowning : once from a worse death still — the second 
death. Twice your arms have been stretched out to save me from 
destruction.' 

They were silent again. The boat rocked gently in the water : 
♦ he setting sun upon Armorel's face lent her cheek a warmer, softer 
glow, and lit her eyes, which were suffused with tears. Roland, 
sitting in his place, started up and dipped the oars again. 

' It is nearly half-tide now,' he said. ' Let us row through 
the Camber Pass. I want to see that dark ravine again. It is the 
place I painted with you — you of the prosent, not 01 *he past — • 
in it. I have sold the picture, but I have a copy. New I have 
two paintings, with you in each. One hangs in the studio, and 
the other in my own room, so that by night as well as by day I feel 
that my guardian angol is always with me.' 

Through the narrow ravine between Camber Rock and Round 
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Island the water races and boils and roars when the tide runs 
Btrongly. Now, it was flowing gently — almost still. The sun was 
bo low that the rock on the east side was obscured by the gre.it 
mass of Round Island : the channel was quite dark. The dipping! 
of the oars echoed along the black walls of rock ; but overhead 
there was the soft and glowing sky, and in the light blue already 
appeared two or three stars. 

' A strange thing has happened to me, Armorel,' Roland said, 
speaking low, as if in a church — ' a very strange and wonder f ul 
thing. It is a thing which connects me with you and with your 
people and with the Island of Samson. You remember the story 
told us one evening — the evening before I left you — by the Ancient 
Lady?' 

' Of course. She told that story so often, and I used to suffer 
Buch agonies of shame that my ancestor should act so basely, and 
such terrors in thinking of the fate of his soul, that I am not likely 
to forget the story. ' 

' You remember that she mistook me for Robert Fletcher 1 ' 

4 Yes ; I remember. ' 

4 She was not so very far wrong, Armorel ; because, you see, 
I am Robert Fletcher's great-grandson.' 

• Oh ! Roland ! Is it possible 1 ' 

4 I suppose that there may have been some resemblance. She 
forgot the present, and was carried back in imagination to the past, 
eighty years ago.' 

' Oh ! And you did not know ? ' 

' If you think of it, Armorel, very few middle-class people are 
able to tell the maiden name of their grandmother. We do not 
keep our genealogies, as we should.' 

' Then how did you find it out V 

4 Mr. Jagenal, your lawyer, found it out. He sent for me and 
proved it quite clearly. Robert Fletcher left three daughter*. 
The eldest died unmarried : the second and third married. I am 
the grandson of the second daughter who went to Australia. Now, 
which is very odd, the only grandson of the third daughter is a 
man whose name you may remember. They call him Alec Feed- 
ing. He is at once a painter, a poet, a novelist, and is about 
to become, I hear, a dramatist. He is my own cousin. This ia 
strange, is it not ? ' 

' Oh 1 It is wonderful.' 

4 Mr. Jagenal, at the same time, made me a communication. 
He was instructed, he said, by you. Therefore, you know the 
nature of the communication.' 

' He gave you the rubies.' 

' Yes. He gave them to me. I have brought them back. 
They are in my pocket. I restore them to you, Armorel.' Ha 
drew forth the packet — the case of shagreen — and laid it in Ar- 
morers lap. 
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' Keep them. I will not have them. Let me never see them.' 
She gave them back to him quickly. ' Keep them out of my sight, 
Roland. They are horrible things. They bring disaster and 
destruction.' 

' You will not have them? You positively refuse to have them? 
Then I can keep them to myself. Why— that is brave!' lie 
opened the case and unrolled the silken wrapper. 

' See, Armorel, the pretty things ! They sparkle in tho dying 
light. Do you know that they are worth many thousands ? You 
have given me a fortune. I am rich at last. What is there in the 
word to compare with being rich ? Now I can buy anything I 
want. The Way of Wealth is the Way of Pleasure. What did I 
tell you ? My feet were dragged into that way as if with ropis : 
now they can go da7icing of their own accord — no need to drag 
them. They fly — they trip — they have wings. What is art 1 — 
what is work ? — what is the soul .' — nothing ! Here' — lie to<>k up 
a handful of the stones and dropped them back again — 'hero, 
Armorel, is what will purchase pltasure — solid comfort 1 1 shall 
live in ease and sloth : I shall do nothing : I shall feast every day : 
everybody will call me a great painter because I am rich. Oh, I 
have a splendid vision of the days to come, when I have turnud 



these glittering things into cash ! Farewell drudgery — I am rich 
Farewell disappointment — I am rich ! Farewell servitude — I am 
rich ! Farewell work and struggle — I am ricli ! Why should I 
care any more for Art? I am rich, Armorel ! I am rich ! ' 

' That is not all you are going to say about the rubies, Roland. 
Come to the conclusion.' 

'Not quite all. In the old days I flung away everything for 
the Way of Wealth and the Way of Pleasure — as I thought. 
Good Heavens ! What Wealth came to me ? What Pleasure ? 
Well, Armorel, in your presence I now throw away the wealth. 
Since you will not have it, I will not.' 

He seized the case as if he would throw it overboard. She 
leaned forward eagerly and stopped him. 

' Will you really do this, Roland 1 Stop a moment. Think. 
It is a great sacrifice. You might use that wealth for all kinds of 
good and useful things. You could command the making of beauti- 
ful things : you could help yourself in your Art : you could travel 
and study — you could do a great deal, you know, with all thia 
money. Think, before you do what can never be undone.' 

Roland, for reply, laid the rubies again in her lap. It was as 
if one should bring a Trespass offering and lay it upon the altar. 
The case was open, and the light was still strong enough over- 
head for the rubies to be seen in a glittering heap. 

He took them up again. ' Do you consent, Armorel 1 ' 

She bowed her head. 

He took a handful of the stones and dropped them in the water. 
There was a little splash, and the precious stones, the fortune of 
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Robert Fletcher, the gems of the Burmah mines, dropped lite a 
shower upon the surface. They were, as we know, nothing but 
bits of paste and glass, but this he did not know. And therefore 
che Trespass offering was rich and precious. Then he took the 
silken kerchief which had wrapped them and threw the rest away, 
as one throws into the sea a handful of pebbles picked up on the 
beach. 

' So,' he said, ' that is done. And now I am poor again. 
Too shall keep the empty case, Armorel, if you like.' 

' No — no. I do not want even the case. I want never to be 
reminded again of the rubies and the story of Robert Fletcher.' 
Roland dipped the oars again, and with two or three vigorous 
strokes pulled the boat out of the dark channel — the tomb of his 
wealth — into the open water beyond. There in the dying light the 
puffins swam and dived, and the seagulls screamed as they flew 
overhead, and on the edge of the rocks the shags stood in medita- 
tive rows. 

Far away in the studio of the poet-painter — the cleverest man 
In London — sat two who were uneasy with the same gnawing 
anxiety. Roland Lee — they knew by this time — had the rubies. 
When would the discovery be made 1 When would there be an 
inquiry ? What would come out ? As the time goes on this 
anxiety will grow less, but it will never wholly vanish. It will 
change perhaps into curiosity as to what has been done with 
those bit3 of glass and paste. Why has not Roland found out ? 
He must have given thom to his wife, and she must have kept 
them locked up. Some day it will be discovered that they are 
valueless. But then it will be far too late for any inquiry. As 
yet they do not speak to each other of the thing. It is too recent. 
Roland Lee has but just acquired his fortune : he is still gloating 
over the stones : he is building castles in the air : he is planning 
his future. When he finds out the truth about them — what will 
happen then 1 

1 1 have had a bad dream of temptation with rubies, Armorel. 
Temptation harder than you would believe. How calm is the sea 
to-night ! How warm the air ! The last light of the west lies on 
your cheek, and — Armorel 1 Oh ! Armorel 1 ' 

It was nearly six o'clock, long after dark, when the two came 
home. They walked over the hill hand in hand. They entered 
the room hand in hand, their faces grave and solemn. I know 
not what things had been said between them, but they were things 
quite sacred. Only the lighter things — the things of the surface — 
the things that everybody expects — can be set down concerning 
love. The tears stood in Armorel's eyes. And, as if Eihie had not 
been in the room at all, she held out both her hands t'or nor lover 
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to take, and when he bent his head she raised her face to meet hk 
lips. 

'You have come back to me, Roland,' she said. 'You have 
grown so tall— so tall — grown to your full height. Welcome 
home ! ' 

At seven the door opened and the serving-folk came in. First 
marched, Justinian, bowed and bent, but still active. Then Dorcas, 
also bowed and bent, but active. Then Chessun. Effie turned 
down the lamp. 

Dorcas stood for a moment, while Chessun placed the chairs, 
gazing upon Roland, who stood erect as a soldier surveyed by his 
captain. 

' You have got a good face,' she said, ' if a loving face is a good 
face. If you love her you will make her happy. If she loves you 
your lot is happy. If you deserve her, you are not far from the 
Kingdom of Heaven.' 

' Your words, Dorcas,' he replied, 'are of good omen.' 

' Chessun shall make a posset to-night,' she said. ' If ever a 
posset was made, one shall be made to-night — a sherry posset ! I 
remember the posset for your mother, Armorel, and for your 
grandmother, the first day she came here with her sweetheart. A 
sherry posaet you shall have — hot and strong ! ' 

The old man sat down and threw small lumps of coal upon the 
fire. Then the flames leaped up, and the red light played about the 
room and showed the golden torque round Armorel's neck and 
played upon her glowing face as she took her fiddle and stood up in 
the old place to play to them in the old fashion. 

Dorcas sat opposite her husband. At her left hand, Chessun 
with her spinning-wheel. It was all — except for the Ancient Lady 
and the hooded chair — all exactly as Roland remembered it nearly 
six years before. Yet, as Armorel said, though outside there was 
the munc of the waves and within the music of her violin — 
the music was set to other words and arranged for another key. 
Between himself of that t.'me and of the present, how great a 
gulf ! 

Armorel finished tuning, and looked towards her master. 

' " Dissembling Love" ! ' he commanded. ' 'Tis amoving pi'ioa, 
taid yiiu play it rarely. " Dissembling Love " !' 
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"It Might Have Been" 

Her Joy to&s Duty 
And Love ooas Laoo. 



For one of the brightest poetic gems. P.T.O. 



Maud MfLLER, on a summer's day, raked the meadowsweet with hay. 

Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth of simple beauty and rustic health. 

Singing, she wrought, and her merry glee the mock-bird echoed from his tree. 

But when she glanced to the far-off town, white from its hill-slope looking down, 

The sweet song died, and a vague unrest and a nameless longing filled her breast, — 

A wish, that she hardly dare to own, for something better than she had known. 

The Judge rode slowly down the lane, smoothing his horse's chestnut mane. 

He drew his bridle in the shade of the apple-trees to greet the maid, 

And asked a draught from the spring that flowed through the meadow across the road. 

She stooped where the cool spring bubbled up, and filled for him her small tin cup, 

And blushed as she gave it, looking down on her feet so bare, and her tattered gown. 

" Thanks !" said the j udge ; " a sweeter draught from a fairer hand was never quaffed." 

He spoke of the grass and flowers and trees, of the singing birds and the humming bees ; 

Then talk, d of the haying, and wondered whether the cloud in the west would bring foul 

And Maud forgot her brier-torn gown, and hei graceful ankles bare and brown [weather. 

And listened, while a pleased surprise looked from her long-lashed hazel eyes. 

At last, like one who for delay seeks a vain excuse, he rode away. 

Maud Muller looked and sighed: "Ah me! That I the Judge's bride might be! 

" He would dress me dp in silks so fine, and praise and toast me at his wine. 

" My father should wear a broadcloth coat ; my brother should sail a painted boat. 

" I'd dress my mother so grand and gay, and the baby should have a new toy each day. 

" And I'd feed the hungry and clothe the poor, and all should bless me who left our door." 

The J udge looked back as he climbed the hill, and saw Maud Muller standing still. 

" A fo; m more fair, a face more sweet, ne'er hath it been my lot to meet. 

*' And her modest answer and graceful air show her wise and good as she is fair. 

" Would she were mine, and I to-day, like her, a harvester of hay : 

" No doubtful balance of rights and wrongs, nor weary lawyers with endless tongues, 

" But low of cattle and song of birds, and health and quiet and loving words." 

But he thought of his sisters proud and cold, and his mother vain of her rank and gold . 

So, closing his heart the Judge rode on and Maud was left in the field alone. 

But the lawyers smiled that afternoon, when he hummed in Court an old love tune ; 

And the young girl mused beside the well till the rain on the unraked clover fell. 

He wedded a wife of richest dower, who lived for fashion, as he toi power. 

Yet oft, in his marble hearth's bright glow, he watched a picture come and go ; 

And sweet Maud Muller's hazel eyes looked out in their innocent surprise. 

Oft, when the wine in his glass was red, he longed for the wayside well instead ; 

And closed his eyes on his garnished rooms to dream of meadows and clover-blooms. 

And the proud man sighed, with a secret pain, " Ah, that I was free again ! 

" Free as when I rode that day, where the barefoot maiden raked her hay.' 

She wedded a man unlearned and poor, and many children played round her door. 

But care and sorrow, and childbirth pain, left their traces on heart and brain. 

And oft, when the summer sun shone hot on the new-mown hay in the meadow lot, 

And she heard the little spring brook fall over the road side, through the wail, 

In the shade of ihe apple-tree again she saw a rider draw his rein. 

And, gazing down with timid grace, she felt his pleased eyes read her face. 

Sometimes her narrow kitchen walls stretched away into stately halls ; 

The weary wheel to a spinnet turned, the tallow candle an astral burned, 

And for him who sat by the chimney lug, dozing and grumbling o'er pipe and mug, 

A manly form at her side she saw, and joy was duty and love was law. 

Then she took up her burden of life again, saying only, " It might have been." 

Alas for maiden, alas for Judge, for rich repiner and household drudge ! 

God pity them both ! and pity us all, who vainly the dreams of youth recall. 

For of all sad words of tongue or pen, the saddest are these : " It might have been." 

Ah, well ! for us all some sweet hope lies deeply buried from human eyes ; 

And, in the hereafter, angels may roll the stone from its grave away ! Whittier. 

What Higher aim can Man attain than Conquest oyer Human Pain? 

The JEOPARDY OF LIFE LS IMMENSELY INCREASED without such a simple precaution as 

ENO'S i FJE£.TJT T JT JSJX.XVXV 

How important it is to every individual to have at hand some simple, effective and 

palatable remedy such as ' FRUIT SALT 'to check disease at the onset. Whenever a 

change is contemplated likely to disturb the condition of health, let it be your companion, 

for, under any circumstances, its use is beneficial, and never can do harm. 

" It is not too much to say that its merits have heen published, tested, and approved literally, 
from pole to pole, and that its cosmopolitan popularity to d.iy presents one of the most signal 
illustrations of commercial enterprise to be found in our trading records"— European Atail. 

Its effect upon any Disordered, Sleepless, and Feverish condition is simply marvellous. 

CAUTION.— Examine each bottle andsee that the capsule is marked ENO'S 'FRUIT 
SALT.' Without it, you have been imposed upon by a WORTHLESS IMITATION. 

Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Ltd., at the 'FRUIT SALT' WORKS, 
LONDON, S.E., by J. C. ENO'S Patent. 



NOVELS BY SIR WALTER BESANT & JAMES RICE. 

Crown 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo., boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 



READY-MONEY MORTIBOY. 
THE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY. 
MY LITTLE GIRL. 
WITH HARP AND CROWN. 
THIS SON OF VULCAN. 
THE MONKS OF THELEMA. 



BY CELIA'S ARBOUR. 

THE CHAPLAIN OF THE FLEET. 

THE SEAMY SIDE. 

THE CASE OF MR. LUCRAFT. 

'TWAS IN TRAFALGAR'S BA¥ 

THE TEN YEARS' TENA.KT. 



NOVELS BY SIR WALTER BESANT. 

Crown 8vo., cloth, 3s. M each ; post 8vo., boards, 2s. eaci ; cioth, 2s. 6d. each. 
ALL SORTS AND'CONDITIONS OF MEN. 12 Illustrations by Barnard. 
THE CAPTAINS' ROOM. With Frontispiece by E. J. Wheeler. 
ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR. With 6 Illustrations by Harry Furniss. 
DOROTHY FORSTER. With Frontispiece by Charles Green. 
UNCLE JACK, and Other Stories. | CHILDREN OF GIBEON. 

THE WORLD WENT VERY WELL THEN. 12 Illustrations by Forestier. 
HERR PAULUS : His Rise, his Greatness, and his Fall. 
THE BELL OF ST. PAUL'S. 

FOR FAITH AND FREEDOM. Illustrations by Forestier and Waddy. 
TO CALL HER MINE. With 9 Illustrations by A. Forestier. 
THE HOLY ROSE. With Frontispiece by F. Barnard. 
ARMOREL OF LYONESSE. With 12 Illustrations by F. Barnard. 
ST. KATHERINE'S BY THE TOWER. With 12 Illustrations by C. Green. 
VERBENA CAMELLIA STEPHANOTIS. Frontispiece by Gordon Brown. 
THE IVORY GATE. | THE REBEL QUEEN. 
BEYOND THE DREAMS OF AVARICE. 12 Illustrations by Hyde. 
IN DEACON'S ORDERS. With Frontispiece by A. Forestier. 
THE REVOLT OF MAN. | THE MASTER CRAFTSMAN. 
THE CITY OF REFUGE^ 

Crown 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
A FOUNTAIN SEALED. With Frontispiece by H. G. Burgess. 
THE CHANGELING. | THE FOURTH GENERATION. 

THE ORANGE GIRL. With 8 Illustrations by F. Pegram. 
THE ALABASTER BOX. 

THE LADY OF LYNN. With 12 Illustrations by G. Demain-Hammond. 
NO OTHER WAY. With 12 Illustrations by Charles D. Ward. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo. , 6d. each. 



ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS. 
THE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY. 
READY-MONEY MORTIBOY. 
CHILDREN OF GIBEON. 



CHAPLAIN OF THE FLEET. 
FOR FAITH AND FREEDOM. 
THE ORANGE GIRL. 
DOROTHY FORSTER. 



Demy 8vo., cloth, 7s. fid. each. 

LONDON. With 125 Illustrations. 

WESTMINSTER. With Etching by F. S. Walker and 130 Illustrations. 

SOUTH LONDON. With Etching by F. S. Walker and 118 Illustrations. 

EAST LONDON. With an Etched Frontispiece by F. S. Walker and 55 Illus- 
trations by Phil May, L. Raven Hill, and Joseph Pennei.;.. 

JERUSALEM : The City of Herod and Saladin. By Sir Walter Besant anil 
E. H. Palmer. With a Map and n Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo., buckrarn, 6s. each. 
AS WE ARE AND AS WE MAY BE. I ESSAYS AND«HISTORIETTES. 
THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. With a Portrait. 

Crown 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6dL each, 
FIFTY YF.ARS AGO. With 144 Illustrations. 
GASPARD DE CCLIGNY. With a Portrait. 
SIR RICHARD WHITTINGTON, Lord Mayor of London. By Sir Walter 

Besant and James Rice. With a Frontispiece. 
THE CHARM, and other Drawing-Room Plays. By Sir Walter Besant and 

Walter Pollock. With 50 Illustrations. 

THE ART OF FICTION. Foolscap 8vo., cloth, is. net. 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. Pott 8vo., cloth, 2s. net each; 
leather gilt, 3s. net each. 
ATT SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN. I LONDON. 
SIR RICHARD WHI TTINGTON. [GASPARD DE COLIGNY. 

Crown 8vo., picture cloth, flat back, 2s. each. _-.„„„ 

ST. KATHERINE'S BY THE TOWER. | THE REBEL QUEEN. 

London; CHATTQ & WINPUS, in St, Martin's Lawe, W.C. 



ALPHABETICAL CATALOGUE OF BOOKS 



IN 



GENERAL LITERATURE AND FICTION 

PUBLISHED BY 

GlATTO & WlNDUS 
in St. Martin's Lane, Charing Cross 



Telegrams 
Bookstore, London 



London, W.C. 



Telephone No. 
3524 Central 



ADAMS (W. DAVENPORT), 
Books by. 
A Dictionary of the Drama: A 

Guide to the Plajs, Playwrights, Players, 
and Playhouses of the United Kingdom 
and America, from the Earliest Times to 
the Present. Vol. I. (A to G). Demy Svo, 
cloth. 10s. 6d. net. — Vol. II., completing 
the Work, is in preparation. 
Quips and Quiddities. Selected by 
W. D. Adams. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 



AGONY COLUMN (The) of 'The 

Times,' from 1800 to 1S70. Edited by 
ALICE Clay. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 



ALEXANDER (Mrs.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. (id. each ; post 8vo, 

picture boards, 2s. each. 
Valeria's Fate. I Mona's Choice. 
A Life Interest. | Woman's Wit. 



ALDEN (W. L.). — Drewitt's 

Dream. Crown 8vo, cloth, 61. 



ALLEN (GRANT), Books by. 
Moorland Idylls. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Post. Prandial Philosophy. Crown 
8vo, art linen, 31. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each : post Svo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Babylon. With 12 Illustrations. 
Strange Stories. 
The Beckoning Hand. 
For Maimie's Sake. 
Phillstla. I In all Shades. 
The Devil's Die. 
This Mortal Coil. 
The Tents of Sbem. 
The Great Taboo. 
Damaresq's Daughter; 
Under Sealed Orders. 
The Duchess cf Poraysland. 
Blood Royal. 

Ivan Greet's Masterpieca. 
The Scallywag. With 24 Illustrations. 
At Market Value. 

Popular 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d. each. 
The Cost of her Pride. 
A Golden Autumn. 
Barbara, Lady's Maid & Peeress. 
Mrs. Crichton's Credi&oi'. 
A Missing Hero. 
A Fight with Fata. 
The Step-mother. 

Blind Fata. Post 8vo, picture boards, 21. 



ALMAZ (E. F.).— Copper under 

the Gold, Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 



APPLETON (G. W.), Novels by. 
Rash Conclusions: Cr. 8vo, cl., 3*. 6d. 
The Lady in Sables. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 



ARNOLD (E. L.), Stories by. 
The Wonderful Adventures of 
Phra the Phoenician. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, with 12 Illustrations by H. M. 
Paget, 31. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

The Constable of St. Nicholas. 

With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



The Tents of Shorn. 

Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 
Babylon. Cheap Edition, post Svo, 

cloth, is. net. ,■ .■. 



ANDERSON (MARY).— Othello's 

Occupation. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



ANTROBUS (C. L.), Novel3 by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

Quality Corner. | Wilderamoor; 
The Wine of Finvarra. 



ARTEMUS WARD'S Works. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, with Portrait, 3s. 6d. ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 25, 



ASHTON (JOHN), Books by. 
English Caricature and Satire on 

Hapoleon the First. With 115 

Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 7s. bd. 
Social Life in the Reign of Queen 

Anne. With 85 Illustrations. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. each. 
Social England under the Re- 
gency. With 90 Illustrations. 

Florisal's Folly: The Story of Georor 
IV. and Mrs. FlTZHERHKRT. With 13 
Illustrations. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



ART. — For details of three important 
Series of Facsimiles in Colour of selected 
Works of The Early Painters of the 
Netherlands, of The Early German 
Painters, and of Italian Painters of 
theXVthand XVIth Centuries, see 
special Prospectus, to be had upon 
application. 



AUSTEN (JANE), The Works of : 

The ST. MARTINS EDITION, in Ten 
Volumes, each Illustrated with Ten 
Reproductions after Water-colours by A. 
Wallis Mills. With Bibliographical 
and Biographical Notes by E. Brimley 
Tohnso.w Post 8vo, cl., 3s. td. net per vol. 
The Novels will be arranged in the follow 
ing order, and the first volumes will be 
published in the Spring of 1908. Vol?. I. 
and II., PRIDE AND PREJUDICE; 
Vols. III. and IV., SENSE AND SENSI- 
BILITY ; Vol. V., NORTHANGER 
ABBEY ; Vol. VI., PERSUASION ; 
Vols. VII. and VIII., EMMA ; Vols. IX. 
andX., MANSFIELD PARK. 



AUTHORS for the POCKET. 

i6mo. cloth.2s.net ea.; leather, 31. net ea. 
The Pocket R. L. S. 
The Pocket Thackeray. 
The Pocket Charles Dickens. 
The Pocket Richard Jefferies: 
The Pocket George MacDonald. 
The Pocket Emerson. 
The Pocket Thomas Hardy. 
The Pocket George Eliot. 
The Pocket Charles Kingsley. 
The Flower of the Mind. 
The Pocket Ruskin. 
The Pocket Lord Beaeonsfield. 



BACTERIA, Yeast Fungi, and 

Allied Species, A Synopsis of. By 

W. B. Grove, B.A. With 87 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. 



BARDSLEY (Rev. C. W.).— 

English Surnames : Their Sources 

and Significations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. td. 



BARING-QOULD (S.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each ; POPULAR 
Editions, medium Svo, td. each. 
Red Spider. I E!ve. 



BARR (AMELIA E.).— Love will 
Venture in, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. 



BARR (ROBERT), Stories by. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each. 
In a Steamer Chair. With 2 Illusts. 
From Whoaa Bourne, &c. With 47 

Illustrations by HAL HURST and others. 
Revenge! With 12 Illustrations by 

Lancelot Speed and others. 
A 'Woman Intervenes. 
A Prince of Good Fellows. With 

15 Illustrations by E. J. SULLIVAN. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. each. 
The Speculations of John Steele. 
The Unchanging East. 



BARRETF (FRANK), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illust. bds.. 2s. ca.,cl„ 2s. td. ea. 

The Sin of Olga Zassoulich. 

Folly Morrison. 

Little Lady Linton. 

Honest Davie. I Found Guilty, 

John Ford; and Hia Helpmate. 

A Recoiling Vengeance. 

Lieut. Barnabas. 

For Love and Honour . 

Cr. 8vo, cloth, 31. td. each ; post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. td. each. 

Between Life and Death. 

Fettered for Life. 

A Missing Witness. With 8 Illus- 
trations by W. H. Margetson. 

The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 

The Harding Scandal. 

A Prodig al's Progress . 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. each. 

Under a Strange Mask. With 19 
Illustrations by K. V. BREWLNALL. 

Was She Justified? 

The Obliging Husband. With 
Ccloured Frontispiece. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Lady Judas. 
The Err or of Her Wa ya. 

Fettered for Life. Popular Edition, 

medium 8vo, td. 



BASKERV1LLE (JOHN): A 

Memoir. By RALPH STRAUS and R. K. 
Dent. With 13 Plate3. Large quarto, 
buckram, 21$, net. 



BATH (The) in Diseases of the 

Skin. By J. L. Milton. Post Svo, is. ; 
cloth, is. td. 



BEACONSFIELD, LORD. ByT. 

P. O'Connor, M.P. Crown Svo, cloth, 5$. 



BECHSTEIN(LUDWiG),andthe 
Brothers GRIMM.— As Pretty as 

Seven, and other Stories With cjS 
Illustrations by Richter. Square 8vo, 
cloth, ts. td. ; fiitt edge's. 7.5. fi,.'. 



BEDE (CUTHBERTj.— Mr. Ver- 
dant Green. With 65 Illustrations. 
Post Svo, is. net. 



BENNETT (ARNOLD), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, (is. each. 
Leonora. I JSk Great Man. 
Teresa of Watilng Street. Wall 8 

Illustrations by Frank Gillett. 
Tales of the Five Tovvks. 
Sacred and Prof an a Love. 
Hugo. .JJ^oCityjaf Measure. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6,7. each. 
Anna of the Five Towns. 
The Gates of Wrath. 

Tho Ghost. 

The Grand Babylon Hotel. Crown 

Svo. cloth, 3.1. (id. ; POPULAR EDITION, 

medium Svo, td. 



BENNETT <W. C.).— Songs for 

bailors. I'ost Svo, cloth, 2s. 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



BESANT and RICE, Novels by. 

Cr. 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
Must. bds. 2s. each ; cl. limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

Tha Golden Butterfly. 

My Little Girl. 

With Harp and Crown, 

This Son of Vulcan. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

By Celia's Araour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 

'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 



BESANT (Sir WALTER), 
Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
er.ch ; cloth limp, 2s. dd. each. 

£11 Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
With 12 Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 

The Captain's Boom, &c. 

All in a Garden Fair. With 6 Illus- 
trations by Harry Furniss. 

Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece. 

Uncle Jack, and other Stories. 

Children of Gibson. 

The World Went Very Well Then. 
With 12 Illustrations by A. Forestier. 

Herr Paulus. 

The Bell of St. Paul's. 

For Faith and Freedom. With 
Illusts. by A. Forestier and F. Waddy. 

To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 Illus- 
trations by A. Forestier. 

The Holy Rose, &c. With Frontispiece. 

Armorel of Lyonessa. With 12 Illus- 
trations by F. Barnard. 

St. Katherina's by the Tower. 
With 12 Illustrations bv C. Green. 

Verbena Camellia SfcephanoiJE. 

The Ivory Gate. 

The Rebel Queen. 

Beyond the Breams of Avarice. 
With 12 Illustrations by W. H. HYDE. 

In Deacon's Orders, "&c With Frontis. 

The Revolt of Man. 

The Master Craftsman. 

The Cit y of Refuge. 

Crown 8vo. cloth 3.?. tid. each. 

A Fountain Sealed'. 

The Channeling. 

The Fourth Generation. 

The Orange Girl. With 8 Illustrations 
by F. Pegram. 

The Alabaster Box. 

The Lady of Lynn. With 12 Illustra- 
tions by G. Demain-Hammond. 

Ho Other Way. With 12 Illustrations 
by C. D. Ward. 

Crown Svo. picture cloth, hat back, 21. each. 

St. Katharine's by the lower. 

The Rebel Q ueen. 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions, pott 
Svo, cloth, gilt lop, 2s. net each ; leather, 
gilt edges, 3s. net each. 

London. 

Westminster. 

Sir Richard Whittington. 

Gaspard de Coligrty. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Msn. 



BESANT (Sir Walter)-ct»iti>iutJ. 
Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
Th<a Monks of Thelema. 
The Orange Girt. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
Children of Gibeon. 

Xiarothy Fors ter. 

Demy 8vo, cloth, ys. 6d. each. 
London. 'With 125 Illustrations. 
Westminster. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 130 Illustrations. 
South London. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and nS Illustrations. 
East London. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 56 Illustrations by Pun. 

May, L. Raven Hill, and J. Pennell. 
Jerusalem. By Walter Besant and 

£. H. P almer. With Map and 12 Ulusts. 
Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each. 
fis We Are and As We May Be. 
Essays and Historiettes. 
The Eulogy of R i chard Jefferies. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Fifty Years Ago. With 144 Illusts. 
Gaspard de Coligny. With a Portrait. 
Sir Richard Whittington. 
The Charm, and other Drawing-room 

Plays. With 50 Illustrations by Chris 

Hammo nd, &c. 

Art Of Fiction. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is, net. 



BEWICK (THOMAS) and His 
Pupils. By Austin Dobson. With 95 

Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth, 35. td. 



8IBLIQTHECA ROMANICA: A 

series of the Classics of the Romance 
(French, Italian, Spanish, and Portu- 
guese) Languages ; the Original Text, 
with Notes and Introductions in 
the original language. Small Svo, Sd. 
net rer vol. ; cloth, lod. net per vol. 

1. Moliire: I.e Misanthrope. 

2. Moliere : Les Femmes savantes. 

3. Corneille : Lc Cid. 

4. Descartes : Discours de la me- 

thode. 
5-6. DantS ! Divina Commedi.i I. : 
I memo. 

7. Boccaccio : Decameron : Prima 

giornata. 

8. Caldevon : La vida cs sueno. 

9. Sestif da la Bretonne: L'an 

2000. 

10, Camoes: OsLusiadas: Canto I., II. 

11. REcine: Alhalie. 

12-15. Petraroa, : Rerum vu'.garium 

fra omenta, 
16-17. Danta : Divina Commedia II. : 

Purgatorio. 
18-20. Tillier : Mon oncle Benjamin. 
21- 22. Boccaccio : Decameron : Seconda 

gtornata. 
23-24. Beaum&rchais : Le Barbier de 

Seville. 

25 Cam'ees: Os Lusiadas: Canto III., 

IV. 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA— 

(contitiued). 
26-28. Alfred da KSusset : Comedies et 

Proverbes : La Nuit venitienne ; 

Andre del Sarto ; Les Caprices de 

Marianne; Fantasio ; Onnebadine 

pas avec l'amour. 
29. Corneiile: Horace. 
30-31. Dante: Divina Cornmedia III. : 

Paradiso. 
32-34. Prevost : Manon Lescaut. 
35-36. (Euyres de Maitre Francois 

Yilion. 
37-39- GuiUem da CastrC! Las Moce- 

dades del Cid, I., II. 
40. Dante : La Vita Nuova. 
41-44. Cervantes: Cinco Novelas ejem- 

plares. 

45. Camoes : Os Lusiadaa : Canto V., 

VI., VII. 

46. IHoliere: L'Avare. 

47. Petraroa: I Trionfi. 

48-49. Boccaccio : Decameron : Tcrza 
giornata. 
50. Corneiile: Cinna. 



BIERCE (AMBROSE).— In the 

Midst of LISe. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. id. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



BILL NYE'S Comic History of 
the United States. With 146 Illusts. 
by F. Opper. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 



BINDLOSS (HAROLD), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 6j. e::ch. 
The Concession-Hunters. 
The Mispress of Bcmavsnture. 
Daventg y'o Daughter. 

A Bower of Wheat. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 
Ainslie's Ju.Ju. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



BLAKE (WILLIAM), The Poet- 
ical Works of. Edited by E. J. Ellis. 
In 2 Vols., each with Photogravure 
Frontispiece, small demy 8vo, buckram, 
I2j. net ; half-leather, 15s. net 

The Real Blake .• A Portrait Biography 
by E. J. Ellis. Willi 13 Illustrations. 
Demy Svo. buckram, 12$. net. 

William Bla!lO : A Critical Study bv 
A. C. Swinbukxe. With a Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. net. 

William Blako : Etchings from his 
Works (8 Steel Plates and 2 Lithographs) 
by W. 13. Scott. Colombler folio, hair- 
cloth, I2j. bd. net. 

BLUNDELL'S Worthies, 1604- 

1904. By M. L. Banks, M.A. With io 
Illustrats. Demy Svo, cloth, "js. 6d. net. 



SOCCACCIO.— The Decameron. 

Willi a Portrait. Poll 8vo, cioth, gilt 
top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3 v. net. 



BODKIN (Mc.D., K.C.), Books by. 
Dora Myrl, the Lady Detective. 

Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. : picture cl., flat back, 2j, 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
Shillelagh and Shamrock. 
Patsey the Omadann, 



BQURGET (PAUL).— A Living 
Lie. Translated by John De Villiers. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



BOYD.— A Versailles Christmas- 
tide. By Mary Stuart Boyd. With 
S3 Illusts. by A. S.Boyd. Fcap. 4to, cl., 6j. 



BOYLE (F.), Works by. Post 

8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
Chronicles of No-Man's Land, 
Camp Motes. | Savage Life. 



BRAND (JOHN).— Observations 
on Popular Antiquities. With the 
Additions of Sir Henky Ellis. Crown 
8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

BRAYSH*AW(J. DODSWORTH). 

—Slum Silhouettes : Stories of London 
Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



BREWER'S (Rev. Dr.) Diction- 

aries. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
ThcReader'sHandbook of Famous 

Names in Fiction, Allusions, 

References, Proverbs, Plots, 

Stories, and Poems. 
A Dictionary of Miracles : Imitative, 

Realistic, and Dogmatic. 



BREWSTER (Sir DAVID), 

Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4,1. 6d. each. 
Mora 'Worlds than One: Creed of 

Philosopher, Hope of Christian. Plates. 
The Martyrs of Science: Galileo, 

Tycho Brahe, and Kepler. 
Letters on Natural Magic. With 

numerous Illustrations. 



BRIGHT (FLORENCE).— A Girl 

Capitalist. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. 

8RILLAT-SAVARIN. — Gastro- 

nomy as a Fine Art. Translated by 
R. E. Anderson. Post Svo, half-cl,, 2,t. 

BRYDEN (H. A.).— An Exiled 

Scot. With Frontispiece by J. S. 
CROMPTON, R.I. Crown Svo, cloih, 3s. 6d. 



BRYDGES (HAROLD). — Uncle 

Sam at Home. With 91 Illusts, Post 
8vo, illust, boards. is. ; cloth limp. 2s. (hi. 

BURGESS (GELETT) and WILL 

IRWIN, — The Picaroons: A San 
Francisco Night's lintertainment. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. bd. 



BURNS (ROBERT).— The Cot- 

ter's Saturday Night. With Illustra- 
tions by A. S. Hoyd, Fcap. 4to, cl., 6,t. net. 



BURTON (ROBERT). — The 

Anatomy of Melancholy. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy Svo, 
cloth, 7-t. 6 J. 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 

and Novels by. 

The Complete Poetical Works of 
Robert Buchanan. 2 Vols., crown 
8vo, buckram, with Portrait Frontispiece 
to each v olume, 12s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

A Child of Nature. 

God and the Man. With u Illustra- 
tions by F, Barnard. 

Lady Kllpatrick. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. 

Love Me for Ever. 

Annan 'Water. | Foxglove Manor. 

The Now Aboard. | Kachel Dene. 

Matt: A Story of a Caravan. 

The Master of the Mine. 

The Heir of Unne. 

Woman and the Man. 

Crown Svo, clolh, 3.1. bd. each. 

Ked and Whito Heather. 

Androme da. 

Popular Editions, mcclium 8vo, bd, each. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

God and the Man. 

Foxglove Ma nor. 

The Charlatan. By Robert Buchanan 
and Henry Murray. Crown Svo, cloth, 
with Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSON, 
3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



CARRUTH (HAYDEN).— The Ad- 

ventures of Jones. With 17 Illustrat'ns. 
Fcap. 8vo. picture cover, is. ; cloth, is. bd. 



CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 
2s. bd. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime. 

A Son of Hagar. | The Bcemster 

Also Library Editions of the three novels, 
crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each ; Cheap Popu 
lar Editions, medium 8vo, portrait cover, 
bd. each ; and the Fine Paper Edition 
of The Eeemster, pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s.net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net 



CHAMBERS (ROBERT W.), 

Stories of Paris Life by. 
The King In Yellow. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 35. bd. ; fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s bd. 
In the Quarter. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 21. bd. 



CHAPMAN'S (QEORQE) Works. 

Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 
Doubtful Ones. — Vol. II., Poems and 
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. 
Swinburne,— Vol. III., Translations of 
the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., 
crown Svo. cloth, 3s. bd. each. 



CHAUCER for Children : A Gol- 
den Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With 
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, 3s. bd. 
Chaucer for Schools. With the Story 
of hr.s Times and his Work. By Mrs. 
H. R. Haweis. Demy Svo, cloth. 2s. bd. 



CHESNEY (WEATHERBY). - 

The Cable-man. Crown Svo, cloth, 6>-, 



CAMERON (V. LOVETT).-The 
Cruise of the ' Black Prince ' 
Privateer. Cr. 8vo, clolh, with 2 Illus- 
trations by P. Macnab, 3s. bd. ; post 8vo, 
picture boards, 2s. 



CAMPBELL (A. QODRIC). 
Fleur- de- Camp: a Daughter of 
Frasice. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 



CAPTAIN COIGNET, Soldier 

of the Empire. Edited by Loredan 
Larchey. and Translated by Mrs. Carey. 
With 100 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3*.6,f. 



CARLYLE (THOMAS).— On the 

Choice of Books. Post Svo, cloth, is. bd. 



CARROLL (LEWIS).— Alice in 

Wonderland. With 12 Coloured and 
many Line Illustrations by Millicent 
SoWerby. Large crown Svo, cloth gilt, 
5s. net. (Published on Oct. 1, by special 
arrangement with Mcssis. M.icmillan & 
Co.) 



CHESS, The Laws and Practice 

of. With an Analysis of the Openings. 
By Howard Staunton. Edited by 
R. B. WORJIAID. Crown Svo. cloth, 5s. 

The Minor Tactics of Chess : A 
Treatise on the Deployment of the 
Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle. 
By F. K. YOUNG and E. C. HOWELL. 
Fcap Svo, cloth, 2s. bd. 

The Hastings Chess Tournament. 
The Authorised Account of the 230 Games 
played Aug. -Sept., 1895. With Annota- 
tions by Pillsbury, Lasker, Tarrasch, 
Steinitz, Schiffers, Teiciimann, Bar- 
deleben Blackburne, Gunsberg, 
Tinsley, Mason, and Albin ; Biographi- 
cal Sketches, and 22 Portraits. Edited by 
H. F. Cheshire. Crown Svo. cloth, 5s. 



CHILD-LOVER'S CALENDAR 

(THE). With Col'd Iliusts. by Amelia 
Bai erl£. i6mo, coloured boards, is. net. 

CLARE (AUSTI N)7 Stories byT 

For the Love of a Lass. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. 
By the Rise of the River. Crown 

8vo, cloth , 3s. bd. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Tideway. 
Handal of Kandalholme. 



CLIVE (Mrs. ARCHER), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 

Paul Perroll. 

Why Paul Forroll Killed his Wife. 



CLODD (EDWARD). —Myths 

and Dreams. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. bd. 



COLLINS (J. CHURTON, M.A.), 

Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
Illustrations of Tennyson. 
Jonathan Swift. 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



CODBAN (J. MACLAREN), 
Novels by. 

The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

The Red Sultan. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3s. bd. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Burden of Isabel. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3s. bd. 

COLLINS (MORTIMER and 

FRANCES), Novels by Cr.Svo, cl, 
3s. bd. each; post 8vo, illustd. bds., 2s. each. 

From Midnight to Midnight. 

You Play me False. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 

•Jhe Village Comedy. 

Frances. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Tran Emigration. 

A Fight with Fortune. 

Sweet Anne Page. 

Sweat and Twenty. 



COLMAN'S (QEORGE) Humor- 

ous Works : ' Broad Grins,' ' My 
Nightgown and Slippers,' &c. With 
Life and Frontis. Crown 8vo, cl.. 3s. bd, 



COLOUR- BOOKS. 

Large foolscap 410, cloth, 20s. net each 

"Switzerland : The Country and 
its People. By Clarence Rook. 
With 56 Illustrations in Three Colours by 
Mrs. James J ardine, and 24 in Two Tints, 

•The Colour of London. By Rev 
W. J. Loftie, F.S.A. With Introduction 
by M. H. Spielmann, F.S.A., and Illus- 
trations in Three Colours and Sepia 
by Yoshio Markino. 

•The Colour of Paris. By several 
French Authors. Illustrated in Three 
Colours and Sepia by the Japanese 
artist, YOSHIO MARKINO. [Preparing 

•Cairo, Jerusalem, and Damascus. 
My D. S. Margoliotjth, Litt.D. With 
Illustrations in Three Colours by W. S. S. 
Tyrwhitt, R.B.A., and Reginald 
Bakratt, A.R.W.S. 
The Rhine. By H. J. Mackinder. 
With Illustrations in Three Colours by 
Mrs. James Jardine, and Two Maps. 

•Asslsi of St. Francis. By Mrs. 
Robert Goff. With Introduction by 
J. Kerr Lawson, Illustrations in Three 
Colours by Colonel R. Goff, and 
Reproductions of the chief Franciscan 
Paintings. [Preparing 

•Devonshire: its Moorlands, 

Streams, and Coasts. By Lady 
Rosalind Northcote. With Illustra- 
tions in Three Colours by F. J. WlDGERY. 
[Preparing 

Large foolscap 4to, cloth, 10s. bd. net each. 

•Yenice. By Beryl de SeLincourt and 
MaySturge-Henderson. With 30 Illus- 
trations in Three Colours by Reginald 
Barratt, A.R.W.S. 

Lisbon and Cintra : with some Ac- 
count of other Cities and Sites in Portu- 
gal. By A. C. Inchbold. With 30 Illus- 
trations in Three Colours by Stanley 
Inchbold, [Nov. 



COLOUR- BOOKS —continued. 
"From the Foreland to Penzance : 

torts and Harbours of the 
outh Coast. By Clive Holland. 
With numerous Illustrations in Three 
Colours by Maurice Randall. 
*«,* Prospectuses of these Books, with details 
also in regard to SPECIAL Copies on pure 
rm: Paper 0/ those marked*, may be had. 



COLLINS (W1LKIE), Novels by. 

Cr. Svo, cl., 3j. bd. each ; post 8vo, picture 
boards, 2s. each ; cl. limp, 2s. bd. each. 

Antonina. | Basil. | Hide and Seais 

The Woman in White. 

The Moonstone. | Man and Wife. 

The Dead Secret. | After Dark. 

The Queen of Hearts. 

Ho Name I My Miscellanies. 

Armadale. | Poor Misa Finch. 

Miss or Mrs. ? | The Black Robe, 

The New Magdalen. 

Frozen Deep. | A Rogue's Life. 

The Law and the Lady. 

The Two Destinies, 

The Haunted Hotel. 

The Fallen Leaves. 

Jezebel's Daughter. 

Heart and Science. I ' I Say No.' 

The Evil Genius. | Little Novels. 

The Lega cy of Cain. | B lind Love. 

Popular Editions, medium Svo, bd. each. 

The Woman in White. 

Moonstone. | The New Magdalen. 

The Dead Secret. I No Name. 

Man and Wife 1 Armadale. 

The Woman in White. Large Type, 
Fink Paper Edition. Pott Svo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s. net : leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

The Frozen Deep. Large Type Edit. 
Fcap. Svo. cl., is. net ; leather, is. bd. net. 



COLQUHOUN (M. J.).— Every 

Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3.t. bd.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



COLT-BREAKING, Hints on. By 

W. M. Hutchison. Cr. 8vo. cl., 3s. bd. 



COLTON (ARTHUR). — The 

Belted Seas. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



COMPENSATION ACT (THE), 
1906: Who pays, to whom, to 
what, and when it is applicable. 

By A. Clement Edwards, M.P. Crown 
Svo, is. net ; cloth, is. bd. net. 



COMPTON(HERBERT),Noveisby. 
The Inimitable Mrs. Massing- 
hasn. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. bd. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, bs. each. 
The "Wilful Way. 
The Queen can do so Wrong. 
To Defeat the Ends of Justice. 



COOPER (E. H.), Novels by. 
Ceoffory Hamilton. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. bd. 
The Marquis. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



CORNISH (J. F.).— Sour Grapes. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, bs. 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



C O R N W A L L.— Popular 

Romances of the West of EmgSand : 
The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected bv Robert 
Hunt, F.R.S. With two Plates bv 
George Cruikshank. Cr.Svo, cl., 7s. td. 



COURT (The) of the Tuileries, 

1853 to 1S70. By Le Petit Homme 
Rouge. With a Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth, Js. td. net. 



COVENT GARDEN THEATRE, 

The Annals of, from 1732 to 1897. Bv 
Henry Saxe Wyndham. With 45 Illus- 
trations. Two Vols., demy Svo, cl, 21s. net 



CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), by. 

The Prophet of tiia Great Smoky 
Mountains. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td.: 
post 8v<>, illustrated boards, is. 

His "Vanished Star. Cr Svo, cl, 35. td. 

The Windfall. Crown Svo, cloth, 65. 



CRESSWELL 

Lady of Misrule. 



(HENRY). —A 

Crown ovo. cloth, 65. 



CRIM (MATT).— Adventures of 

a Fair Rebel. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2*. 



CROCKETT (S. R.) and others.— 

Tales of our Coast. By S. R. 
Crockett, Gilbert Parker, Harold 
Frederic, ' Q.,' and W. Clark Russell 
With 13 Illustrations by Frank Brang- 
WYN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3,1. 6d. 



CROKER (Mrs. B. M.), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2$. each ; 

cloth limp, 2s. (id. each. 
Pretty Miss Neville; 
A Bird of Passage. I Mr. Jervis. 
Diana Barrington* 
Two Masters. I Interference. 
A Family Likeness* 
A Third Parson. | Proper Pride. 
Village Tales fie Jungle Tragedies. 
The Real Lads Hilda. 
Married os Single? 

Crown Svo, cloth, $s. td. each. 
In the Kingdom of Karry: 
Miss Balmaine's Past. 
Jason. I Beyond the Pale. 

Terence; With 6 Illuhts. by S. Paget. 
The Cat's-paw. With 12 illustrations 

by Fred Pegram. 
The Spanish NacMace. With s 

Illustrations by F. Pegram. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each ; post 8vo, 

cloth limp, is. td. each. 
Infatuati on. | Some Owe Else, 

'To Let. 



list Svo, pi 
cloth limp, is. 6d. 



•ture boards, 2s. 



Popular Edition's, medium Svo, td. each. 

Diana Harrington. 

Pretty Miss Neville. 

A Bird of Passage. 

Beyond the Pale. 

A Family Likeness. 



CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC AL- 
MANACK. Complete in Two Series. 
The First from 1835 to 1843 ; the 
Second, from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering 
of the Best Humour of Thackeray, 
Hood, Albert Smith, 8x. With nu- 
merous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts 
by Cruikshank, Landells, &c. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, js. 6d. each. 
The Life of Qeorg'e Cruikshank. 
By Blanchard Jerrold. With 84 Illus- 
trations and a Bibliography. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 35. td. 



CUMMINO (C. F. GORDON), 

Works by. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s. each 
In the Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations. 
In the Himalayas and on the 

Indian Plains. With 42 Illustrations. 
Two Happy Years in Ceylon. 

With 28 Illustrations. 
Via Cornwall to Egypt. Frontis. 



CUSSANS (JOHN E.).— A Hand- 
book of Heraldry; including instruc- 
tions for Tracing Pedigrees, Deciphering 
Ancient MSS., &c. With 408 Woodcuts 
and 2 Colrd. Plates. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



CYCLING, HUMOURS OF. By 

Jerome K, Jerome, H. G.Wells, Barry 
Pain, C. Rook, Pett Ridge, J. F. Sulli- 
van. &c. With Illusts. Cr.8vo.cl., is. net. 



DAUDET (ALPHONSE). — The 
Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

Translated by C. H. Meltzer. Cr. Svo, 
cloth, 3s.td. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds.,2s. 



DAN BY (FRANK).— A Coquette 

in Crape. Foolscap 8vo, cloth, is. net. 



DAVENANT (FRANCIS).— Hints 
for Parents on the Choice of a 
Profession for their Sons when 
Startin g in Life. Cr o wn Svo, i s. td. 



DAVIDSON (HUGH COLEMAN). 

—Mr. Sadler's Daughters. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3s- td. 



DAVIES (Dr. N. E. YORKE-), 

Works by. Cr. 8vo, is. ea.; cl., 15. td. ci. 
One Thousand Medical Maxims 

and Surgical Hints. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 
The Dietetic Cure of Obesity 

(Foods for the Fat). With Chapters 

on the Treatment of Gout by Diet. 

Aids to Long Life. Crown Svo, 21. ; 
cloth, 2s. td. 



DAVIES' (Sir JOHN) Complete 

Poetical Works. Edited with Notes, 
by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth, 35. td. each. 



DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson 
Crusoe. With 37 Illusts. by George 
Cruikshank. Large Type, Fine Paper 
Edition. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2j. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



DEAKIN (DOROTHEA), Stories 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
The Post and the Pierrot. 
The Princess & the Kitchen-maid. 



DE GUERIN (MAURICE), The 

Journal of. With a Memoir by Sainte- 
Beuve. Fcap. 8vo, half-clolli, 2j. 6d. 



DE MAISTRE (XAVIER).— A 

Journey Round my Room. Transl. 

Henry Attwell. Post 8vo, cloth, 2j. bd. 



DEMILLE(JAMES).— AStrange 

Manuscript found in a Copper 
Cylinder. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 19 
Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL, 3s. 6d. ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards. 25. 



DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The 

History of. By Arthur W. Clayden, 
JI.A. With Illus.Demy 8vo.cl.,los.6d. net. 
Devonshire: its Moorlands, 
Streams and Coasts. By Lady 
Kosalind Northcote. With Illustra- 
tions in Three Colours.by F.J. WlDGERY. 
Large fcp. <tto, cloth, 20s. net; a few 
Special Copies, with mounted plates, 
bound in parchment, 421. [Prefiarinp.. 



DEWAR (T. R.). — A Ramble 

Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 75. bd. 



DICKENS (CHARLES), The 

Speeches of. Edited and Annotated 
by R. H. Shepherd. With a Portrait 
Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net ; leather, 35. net. 
The Pocket Charle3 Dickens -.being 
Favourite Passages chosen by ALFRED 
H. Hyatt. i6mo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net 
leather, gilt top, 3s. net. 



DOSSON (AUSTIN), Works by. 
Thomas Bewick and his Pupils, 

With 95 Illusts. Sq. 8vo, cloth, is. bd. 

Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each. 
Four Frenchwomen. With Foui 

Portraits. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes. 

In Three Series, each 6s. ; also FlNE- 
paper Editions of the Three Series, 
pott 8vo, cloth, 21. net each ; leather, 
35. net each. 

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and 
other Papers. With 2 Illustrations. 

Side-walk Studies. With s Illusts. 



DICTIONARIES. 

The Reader's Handbook of 
Famous Names in Fiction, 
Allusions. References, Pro- 
verbs, Plots, Stories, and Poems 
By Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
8vo. cloth, 3$. 6d. 

A Dictionary of Miracles, 
Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. Bv 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D Crown 8vo, 
cloth. $s. f>d. 

Familiar Allusions. By William A. 
and Charles G. Wheeler, Demy 8vo, 
cloth, ys. bd. net. 

Familiar Short Sayings of Great 
Men. With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 7j. td. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6s. bd. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A 
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
nf-the-Way Matters. By Eliezer 
Edwards. Crown 8vo. cloth, 31. bd. 



D1LKE (Sir CHARLES, M.P.). 

—The British Empire. Crown 8vo, 
buckram, 35. 6d. 



DOBSON (W- T.).— Poetical In- 
genuities and Eccentricities, Post 
8vo, cloth, 2s. bd. 



DONOVAN (DICK), Detective 

Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 21. each ; cloth, 2j. bd each. 
Caught at Last; 
In the Grip of the Lawi 
Link by Link. 

From Information Received, 
Suspicion Aroused, 
Kiddles Read. 
Tracked to Doom; 
Crown Svo, cl„ 3s. 6d- each ; picture cl„ 

flat back, is. each ; post 8vo. illustrated 

boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp. 2s. 6J.each. 
The Man from Manchester. 
The Myst ery of Jamaic a Terrace. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Deacon Brodie ; or, Behind the Mask. 

Tyler Tat lock, Private Detectlvo. 

Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. bd. ea. ;!pict. cl.. flat.bk.' 2j. ea. 

The Records of Vincent Trill. 

Tales of Terror. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 31. bd. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 

2j bd each 
Chronicles of Michael Danevltch. 
A Detective's Triumphs. 
Tracked and Taken. 
Who Poisoned HettyDuncan? 
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth 

limp, 2j. bd. each. 
Wanted! 
The Man-Hunter. 



Dark Deeds. Crown Svo, cloth limp, 
2s. bu. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s, 



DOWLING (RICHARD). — Old 

Corcoran's Money. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. bd. 



DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. 

Edited by Col. Cunningham. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth, with Portraits, 3*. 6d. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes, 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by William Gifford. 
Three Vols. 

Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. 
I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II„ 
Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Essay by A. C. Swinburne ; Vol. Ill, 
Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's 'Works. One Vol. 

Massinger's Plays. From Giffokd'i 
Text. One Vol. 
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DOYLE (A. CONAN).— The Firm 

of Girdlestone. Crown Svo. cloth. 3.5. brt. 



DUMPY BOOKS (The) for 

Children. Roy. 321110. cloth, i.t. net e.i. 

1. The Flamp, The Ameliorator, 
and The Scnool-boy'a Appren- 
tice. By K. V. Lucas. 

2. Mrs. Turner's Cautionary 
Stories. 

3. The Bad Family. By Mrs. 

I'EXWTCK. 

«. The Story of Little Black 

Sambo. liy Helen Bannerman. 
Illustrated in colours. 
5. The Bountiful Lady. By Thomas 
Code. 

7. A Flower Book. Illustrated in 
colours hv Nellie Benson. 

8. The Pink Knight. By J. R. Mon- 
SELL. Illustrated in colours. 

0. The Little Clown. By Thomas 
Cobb. 

10. A Horse Book. By MaryTourtel. 
Illustrated in colours. 

11. Little People: :»n Alphabet. By 
Henry Mayer and T. W. H. Ckosland. 
Illustrated in colours. 

12. A Dog Book. By Ethel Bicknki.l. 
With Pictures in colours by Carton 
Moore Park. 

13. The Adventures of Samuel 
and Selina. By Jean C. Archer. 
Illustrated in colours. 

13. The Little Girl Lost. By Eleanor 
Raper. 

15. Dollies. By Richard Hunter. 
Illustrated in colours by Ruth Cobb. 

16. The Bad Mrs. Ginger. By Honor 
O. APPLEiON. Illustrated in colours. 

17. Peter Piper's Practical Prin- 
ciples. Illustrated in colours. 

13. Little White Barbara. By 
Eleanor March. Illustrated in colours. 

20. Towlooks and his Wooden 
Horse. By Alice M. Appleton. 
I llus. in colours by HONOR C. Appleton. 

21. Three Little Foxes. By Mary 
Tourtel. Illustrated in colours. 

22. The Old Man's Bag. By T. W. 
H. Crosland. lllus. b .■ I. R. MONSELL. 

23. Three Little Goblins. By M. 
G. Taggart. Illustrated in col ,urs. 

24. Dumpy Proverbs. By Honor 
C. Appleton. Illustrated in colours. 

25. More Dollies. Bv Richard Hun- 
ter. Illus. in colours bv Ruth Cobb. 

28. Little Yellow Wang-lo. By M. 
C Bell. Illustrated in colours. 

27. Plain Jane. Text by G. M.George. 
Illustrated in colours l^y G. M. C FRY. 

28. The Sooty Man. Br E. B. 
MACKINNON a. id Eden COYBEE. Illus. 

23. Fishywinklo. ByjEAt.C. Archer. 
Illustrated in colours. 

30. Rosalina. Illustrated in colours by 
Jean C Archer. 

31. Sammy and the Snarlywink. 
Illustrated in colours by Lena and Nor- 
man Ault. 

83. Irene'3 Christmas Party. By 
Richard Hunter. II: us. by Ruth Cobb. 



DUMPY BOOKS— continued. 
33. The Little Soldier Book. By 
Jessie Pope. Illustrated in colours by 
Henry Mayer. 

35. The Dutch Doll's Ditties. By 
C. Aubrey Moore. 

36. Ten Little Higger Boys. By 
Nora Case. 

37. Humpty Dumpty'e Little Son. 
By Helen R. Cross. 



DUNCAN (SARA J E ANNETTE, 

Books by. Cr. Svo. cloth, 7s. 6d. each. 
A Social Departure. With in 

Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. 
An American Girl in London. 

With 80 Illustrations by F. H Townsend. 
The Simple Adventures of a 

Memsa hib. With 37 Il lustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3?. bd. each. 
A Daughter of To-Day. 
Vernon's Aunt. With 47 Illustrations. 

D UTT (ROM ES H C. ) .— E ngland 

and India : Progress during One 
Hundred Years. Crown Svo, cloth, 2s. 



DYSON (EDWARD). — In the 

f?oarinu Fifties. Crown Rv<>, cloth, 6?. 



EARLY ENGLISH POETS. 

Edited by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. (id. per Volume. 
Fletcher's (Giles) Poems. One Vol. 
Dawies' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works. Two Vols. 



(Mrs. ANNIE), 

Post Svo, 



EDWARDES 

Novels by. 
A Point of Honour. 

illustrated boards, 2s. 
Archie Lovell. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

ss. 6d. ; post Kvo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A Plaster Saint. Cr. S vo, cloth. 3s, 6d. 

EDWARDS (ELIEZER). Words, 

Facts, ana Phrases: A Dictionary of 
Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way 
Matters. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



EGERTON (Rev. J. C.).— 
Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 

With Four Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth, 5j. 

EGGLESTG N ("EDWARD).— 

Roxy. Post 8vo, illustr ated boards, 2s. 

ELBE (LOUIS). — Future Life 

in the Light of Ancient Wisdom 
and Modern Science. Crown Svo., 
cloth, 6s. net. 



ENGLISHMAN (An) in Paris: 

Recollections of Louis Philippe and the 
Empire. Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. <></. 



ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, The: 

A Practical Guide for Selecting or Building 
a House. By C. J. Richardson. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and 534 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo. cloth, 35. 6d. 



EYES, Our: How to Preserve 

Them. By JOHN BROWNING. Crown 
Sv •, cloth, I;. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis- 

cellaneous Information, including Cele- 
brated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, 
Country Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, &c. 
By W, A. and C. G. WHEELER. Demy 
8vo, cloth, 7s. bd. net. 



FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS 
of Great Men. By S. A. Bent, A.M 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. bd. 



FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works 

by. Post 8vo, cloth, us. 6d. each. 

The Chemical History of a 
Candle: Lectures delivered before a 
Juvenile Audience. Edited by William 
Crookes, F.C.S. With numerous Illusts. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each 
other. Edited by WILLIAM CROOKES, 
F.C.S. With Illustrations. 



FARRER (J. ANSON).— War: 

Three Essays. Crown 8vo, cloth, is.bd. 



FENN (Q. MANV1LLE), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. bd. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2j. each. 
The Slew Mistress. 
Witness to the Deed. 
The Tiger Lily. 
The Whi te Virgin. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd. each. 
A Woman Worth Winning. 
Cursed by a fortune. 
The Case of Ailsa Gray. 
Commodore Junk. 
Black Blood. | In Jeopardy. 
Double Cunning. 
A Fluttered Dovecote. 
King of the Castle. 
The Master of the Ceremonies. 
The Story of Antony Grace. 
The Man with a Shadow. 
One Maid's Mischief. 
This Man's Wife. 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three 

Bits of Paste. 
Running Amok. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s, each. 
Black Shadows. 
The Cankepmorra, 
So Like a Woman, 

A Crimson Crime. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. bd. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



FICTION, a Catalogue of, with 

Descriptions and Reviews of nearly 
Twelve Hundred Novels, will be 
sent free by Chatto & Windus upon 
application. . 

FIN-BEC — The Cupboard 

Papers. The Art of Living and Dining. 
Post 8vo, cloth. 2s. bd. 



FIREWORK - MAKING, The 

Complete Art of ; or, The Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 
167 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



FITZGERALD (PERCY), by. 

kittle Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 8vo, 
cloth, 2s. bd. 

Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. j 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Bella Donna. | Folly. 
The Lady of Brantome. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy-Sire Brooke Street. 

The liife of Laurence Sterne. 

With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, bs. 



FLAMMARION (CAMILLE), 
Works by. 

Popular Astronomy. Translated by 
.1. Ellard Gore, F.R.A.S. With Three 
Plates and 288 Illustrations, A New 
Edition, with an Appendix giving the 
results of Recent Discoveries. Medium 
8vo, cloth, 10s. bd. 

Thunder and Lightning. Trans- 
lated by Walter Mostyn. With Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo, cloth, bs. net. 



FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.) 

Complete Poems : Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Victorie on Earth, Triumph ovet 
Deaih ; with Minor Poems. Notes by 
Rev. A. B.Grosart. Cr. 8vo,cI. 35. bd. 



FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS.— 
For information as to this impor- 
tant Series, printed from a new type 
designed by HERBERT F. HORNE, and 
now" first engraved and cast, see special 
Prospectus. 



FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER). 

—Dumb. Crown 8vo cloth, 3s. bd. 



FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post 
.Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

One by One I A Real Queen. 

A Dog and his Shadow. 

Ropes of Sand. With Illustrations. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Queen Cophetua. | Olympla. 
Romances of the Law. 
King or Knave ? 

Jack Doyle's Daughter. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. bd. 

FREDERIC (HAROLD), Novels 

by. Post Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each; 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Seth's Brother's Wife. 
The Lawton Girl. 



FRY'S (HERBERT) Royal 

Guide to the London Charities. 

Edited by JOHN Lank. Published 
Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. bd. 
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GARDENING BOOKS. PostSvo, 

is. each ; cloth, is. bd. each. 
A Year's Work in Garden aad 

Greenhouse. By George Glenny, 
Household Horticulture. By Tom 

and JANE Jekrolo. Illustrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Kent. 

By Tom Jerrold. 
Our Kitchen Garden. Bv Tom 

Jerrold,' Post 8vo, cloth, is net. 



Sir William temple's Essay on 
Gardens ; together with other Carn'.car 
Essays on Gardens. Edited, with Note! 
and Introduction, bv A. FoivBkS Sieve 
KING.F.S.A. With fi Illustrations. Small 
8vo ( cloth or boards, is. 6J. net ; quarter 
vellum, 2s. bd. net ; three-quarter veiluin, 
5s. net. 



GAULOT (PAUL), Books by. 

The Red Shirts: A Tale of 'The 
Terror.' Translated by JOHN DE VlL- 
LIERS. Crown 8vo, cloth, with Frontis- 
piece by Stan-ley Wood, 3s. bd. ; picture 
cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

Lova and Lovers of the Past. 
Translated by C. Laroche, M.A. 

A Conspiracy under the Terror. 
Translated by C. LAROCHE, M.A. With 
Illustrations and Facsimiles. 



GILBERT (WILLIAM).— James 

Duke, Coscerraonger. PostSvo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 



GERARD (DOROTHEA).— A 

Queen of Curds and Cream, Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



GERMAN POPULAR STOR5ES. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. With 
Introduction by John Ruskin, and 22 
Steel Plates after George Cruikshank, 
Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s. 



GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Robin Gray. 

The Golden Shaft, 

The Flower of the Forest. 

The Braes of Yarrow. 

CM High Degree. 

Queen of the Meadoar. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 21. each. 
The Dead Heart. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What Will the World Say? 
For the King. | A Hard Knot. 
In Pastures Green. 
In Love and 'War. 
A Heart's Problem. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Fancy Free. I Loving a Dream. 
In Honour Bound. * 
Heart's Delight. | Blood-Money. 



GILBERT'S (W. S.) Original 

I'iays. In 3 Series, post 8vo, 2s. bd. each. 

The First Series contains : The Wicked 
World — Pygmalion and Galatea — 
Charity— The Princess— The Palace of 
Truth— Trial by Jury— Iolanthe. 

The Second Series contains: Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan'l Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. 'Pinafore'— The Sorcerer— 
The Pirates of Penzance. 

The Third Series contains : Comedy and 
Tragedy — Foggerty's Fairy — Rosen- 
crantz and Guildenstern — Patience — 
Princess Ida— The Mikado— Ruddigore 
—The Yeomen of the Guard— The Gon- 
doliers — The Mountebanks — Utopia. 

Eight Original Comic Operas 
written by W. S. Gilbert. Two Series, 
demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. bd. each. 

The First Series contains : The Sorcerer 
—H.M.S. 'Pinafore'— The Pirates of 
Penzance — Iolanthe — Patience — Prin- 
cess Ida — The Mikado — Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains : The Gon- 
doliers — The Grand Duke — The Yeomen 
of the Guard — His Excellency — Utopia, 
Limited — Ruddigore — The Mountebanks 
—Haste to the Wedding. 
The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth- 
day Book: Quotations for Every Day 
in the Year. Compiled by A. WATSON. 
Roval i6mo, cloth. 2s. bd. 



GISSING (ALGERNON), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 
A Secret of the North Sea. 
Knitters in the Sun. 
The Wealth of IHallerstang. 
An Angel's Portion. 
Baliol Garth. 



GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE). - 

Sentenced I Crown 8vo, cloth, is. bd. 



The Dreams of Simon 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



Usher. 



GLANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Lost Heiress. With 2 Illustra- 
tions by Hume Nisbet. 

The Fossicker: A Romance of Mash- 
onaland. Two lllusts. by Hume Nisbet. 

A Fair Colonist. With Frontispiece. 

The Golden Rook. With Frontispiece 
by Stanley Wood. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 

Tales from the Yeld. With 12 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 

Slax Thornton. With 8 Illustrations 
by J. S. Crompton', R.I. Large crown 
8vo. cloth, gilt edges, 5s. 



GIBSON (L. S.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Tha Freemasons. | Burnt Kplcc.s. 



GLENNY (GEORGE).— A Year's 

Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden. Post 8vo, Is. ; c!., is. bd. 



GODWIN (WILLIAM). —Lives 
o5 t!ie Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl., 23. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



GOLDEN TREASURY of 

Thought, The : A Dictionary of Quo- 
tations from the Best Authors. By 
Theodore Taylor. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. td. 



GOODMAN (E. J.)— The Fate of 

Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 



GORDON (SAMUEL). — The 
Ferry of Fate : a Tale of Russian 
Jewry. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

GORE (J. ELLARD, F.R.A.S.). 
—The Stellar Heavens: an Introduc- 
tion to the Study of the Stars and 
Nebulas. Crown Svo. c'nfh, 2s. net. 
Crown Svo, cloth, o.(. each. 
Studies in Astronomy. With 8 

plates. 
Astronomical Essays, Historical 
and Descriptive. With 6 plates. 



GRACE (ALFRED A.).— Tales 

of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. td. 



GREEKS AND ROMANS, The 

Life of the, described from Antique 
Monuments. By ERNST GuHL and W. 
Koner. Edited by Dr. F. Hueffer. 
With 545 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cl., 7s. 6d. 



GREEN (ANNA KATHARINE), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Millionaire Baby. 
The Amethyst Box. 
The Woman in the Alcove; 



GREENWOOD (JAMES).— The 

Prisoner in the Dock. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 



GREY (Sir GEORGE). —The 
Romance of a Proconsul. By James 
Milne. Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. 



GRIFFITH (CECIL).— Corlnthia 

Marazlon. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



GRIFFITHS (Major A.).— No. 99, 

and Blue Blood. Ciown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 



QUNTER (A. CLAVERING).— A 
Florida Enchantment. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3$. 6d. 

GUTTENBERG (VIOLET), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 61. each. 
Neither Jew nor Greek. 
The Power of the Palmist. 



GYP. — CLOCLO. Translated by 

Nora M. Statham. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3$. 6d. 



HABBERTON (JOHN).— Helen's 

Babies. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and ( o Illustration by Eva Roos. Fcap. 
4to. cloth, 6y. ^ 



HAIR, The: Its Treatment in 

Health, Weakness, and Disease. 

Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
Pincus. Crown Svo, 11. ; cloth, 11. 6d. 



HAKE (Dr. T. GORDON), Poems 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 61. each. 
New Symbols. 
Legends of the Morrow, 
The Serpent Play. 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth, 8j. 



HALL (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches 

of Irish Character. With Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood by Cruik- 
SHANK, MACLISE, GILBERT, and HARVEY. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d. 



HALL (OWEN), Novels by. 
The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo, 

picture cloth, flat back, 2$. 
Jetsam. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Eureka. | Hernando. 



HALLIDAY (ANDREW).— 

Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 25. 



HAMILTON (COSMO), Stories 

by. 
The Glamour of the Impossible; 
and Through a Keyhole. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Nature's Vagabond, &c. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 6s. 

HANDWRITING, The Philo- 
sophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles. 
By Don Felix de Salamanca. Post 
8vo, half-cloth, 21. 6d. 

HARDY (IZA DUFFUS), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Lesser Evil. 
Man, Woman, and Fate. 
A Butterfly. 



HARDY (THOMAS). — Under 

the Greenwood Tree. Post Svo, cloth, 
3s. bd. ; illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. Also the Fine Paper 
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, zs. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net ; and the CHEAP 
Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 



HARKINS (E. F.).— The Schem- 

ers. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER), 

Books by. 
Uncle Kemus. With 9 Coloured and 

50 other Illustrations by J. A. Shepherd. 

Pott 8vo, cloth gilt, 6j. 
Nights with Uncle Remus. With 

« Coloured and 50 other Illustrations by 

J. A. Shepherd. Imperial 161110, cloth, 6s. 
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HARTE'S (BRET) Collected 

Works. LIBRARY EDITION, in Ten 

Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 



Vol, 



I. Complete Poetical and 
Dramatic Works. With Port. 
II. The Luck of Roaring Camp- 
Bohemian Papers — American 
Legends. 

III. Tales of the Argonauts- 

Eastern Sketches. 

IV. Gabriel Conroy. 

V. Stories — Condensed Novels. 
Tales of the Pacific Slope. 
Tales of the Pacific Slope— 1 1. 
With Portrait by John Pettie. 
VIII. Tales of Pine and Cypress. 

IX. I3UCKEYE AND CHAPPARHL. 

X. Tales of Trail and Town. 



VI. 
VII. 



Bret Harte'a Choice Works in Prose 
and Verse. With Portrait and 40 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 

Bret Harte's Poetical Works, in- 
cluding Some Later Verses. Crown 
8vo, buckram, 4,1. 6d. 

In a Hollow of the Kills. Crown 
8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 25. 

Condensed Novels. (Two Series i.i 
One Volume.) Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 
2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3$. net. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
On the Old Trail. 
Under the Red-woods. 
From Sandhill to Pine. 
Stories in Bight and Shadow. 
Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation. 
Trent's Trust. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.1. 6d. each : post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Gabriel Conroy. 

A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illus- 
trations by Stanley L. Wood. 

A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 
59 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d each. 
Susy. With 2 Musts, by J. A. CHRISTIE. 
The Bell-Kiss gar of Angel's, &c. 

With 30 Illusts. by Dudley Hardy, &c. 
Clarence : A Story of the American War. 

With S Illustrations by A. Jule GOODMAN. 
Barker's Luck, &c. With 39 Illustra- 
tions by A. ForestieR, Paul Hardy, &c. 
Devil's Ford, &c With Frontispiece. 
The Crusade of the ' Excelsior.' 

With Frontis. by J. Bernard Partridge 
Three Partners; or, The Big 

Strike on Heavy Tree Hill. 

With 8 Illustrations by]. Gulicii. 
Ta'es of Trail and Town. With 

Frontispiece by G. P. Jacosib-Hood. 
Condensed Novels. New Series. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; picture cloth, 
flat back, 2s. each. 
A Sappho of Green Sprirarts. 
Colonel Starbottle's Client. 
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin s. 

With numerous Illustrations. 
Sally Sows, &c With 47 Illustrations 
by W. D. Almond and others. 



HARTE (BRB 0— continued. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp, and 
Sensation Novels Condensed. 
(Also in picture cloth at same price.) 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp, 
California:: Stories. 



Post Svo, illus. bds., 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
Flip. I A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Maruja. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 
8vo, picture boards, 2s. , cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

HXwElS(Mrs. H. R.) F Books by. 

The Art of Beauty. With Coloured 
Frontis. andgi Illusts. Sq. 8vo, cloth, 65. 

The Art of Decoration. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustra- 
tions. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

The Art of Dress. With 32 Illustra- 
tions. Post 8vo, is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Chaucer for Schools. With Frontis- 
piece. Demy Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children. With 8 
Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4(0, cloth, 3s. 6d. __ 



HAWE1S (Rev. H. R.).— Ameri- 
can Humorists: Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowell, Artemus 
Ward, Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s . 

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), 

Novels by. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

each j post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Garth. I ESllice Quentin. 
Fortune's Fool. | Dust. Four Illusts. 
Beatrix Randolph. With Four Illusts. 
D. Poindexter's Disappearance. 
The Sgac tre of the C amera. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Sebastian Strome. 

Ejove— or a Mama . 

Miss Cadogna. i'ost 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 



HEALY (CHRIS), Books by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each. 
Confessions of a Journalist. 

HelP3 of Heuben. 

Mai'a. 

The Endless Heritage. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3.t. bd. 

HELPS (Sir ARTHUR), Books 

by. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. bd. each. 
Animals and their Masters. 

Social Pressure. 

Ivan de Biron. Crown 8vo, cloth 

3.5. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



HENTY (Q. A.), Novels by. 

Rujub, the Juggler. Demy Svo, cloth, 
with 8 Illustrations by S. L. Wood. 5j. ; 
post Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. ; illu st. boards, 2j. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 

The Queen's Cup. 

Dorothy's Double. 

Colonel Thorndyke'H Secret. 
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HENDERSON (ISAAC).— Agatha 
Page. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



HERMAN (HENRY).— A Leading 
Lady. Po.-.t Svo, cloth. 2s. bd. 



HILL (HEADON).— Zarabra the 

Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. bd. 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



HILL (JOHN), Works by. 
Treason-Felony. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

The Common Ancestor. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, clcth. 6.?. ench. 
Fan Fitzgerald. | Silk and Steel. 



HOEY (Mrs. CASHEL).— The 

Lover's Creed. Crown. 8vo, cloth, 
3j. bd. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).— 

King Koko. A Magic Story. With 25 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo .cloth, is. net. 



HOLIDAY, Where to go for a. 

By E. P. SHOLL, Sir H. MAXWELL, JOHN 
Watson, Jane Barlow, Mary Lovett 
Cameron, Justin H. McCarthy, Paul 
Lange, J. W. Graham, J. H. Salter, 
Piicebe Allen, S. J. Beckett, L. Rivers 
Vine, and C F. Gordon Cumming. 
Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d. 



HOLMES(OLIVERWENDELL), 

Books by. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
Also the Fine Paper Edition, pott Svo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net.; leather, gilt edges, 
3s. net. Another Edition, post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table and The Professor at the 
Breakfast-Tabla. In one vol., post 
Svo, half-cloth, 2s. 



HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice 
Works In Prose and Verse. With 
Life of the Author, Portrait, and 200 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. 



HOOK'S (THEODORE) Choice 
Humorous Works ; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, 
Hoaxes. With Life and Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. (id. 



HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Bellamy the Magnificent. 
Lord Ca mmarleigh's S ecret. 
Israel Rack. Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6rf. 



HORNUNG (E. W.), Novels by. 
The Shadow of the Rope. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 3 s. bd. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
S&ingaree. | A Thief in the Night, 



HUGO (VICTOR).— The Outlaw 
of Iceland. Translated by Sir Gilbert 
Campbell. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. (id. 



HUME (FERGUS), Novels by. 
The Lady From Nowhere. Cr. Svo, 

cloth. 3s. bd.', picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
The Millionaire My3tery. Crown 

Svo. cloth, 3.1. bd. 
The 'Wheeling Light. Crown 3vo, 

cloth, gilt top, bs. 



HOPKINS (TIGHE), Novels by. 

For Freedom. Cr own Sv o, cloth, bs. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
'Twixfc Love and Duty. 
The Incomplete Adventurer. 
The Nugents of Carriconna. 
Nell Hafrenden. With 8 Illustrations. 



HUNGERFORD (Mrs.), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 31. bd. each ; 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; 

cloth limp, 2j. bd. each. 
The Professor's Experiment. 
Nora Creina. 
Lady Yerner'a Flight. 
Lady Patty. | JPeter'a Wife. 
The Red-House Mystery. 
An Unsatisfactory ZjQvsx. 
April's Lady. 
A Maiden AH Forlorn. 
The Three Graces. 
A Mental Struggle. 
Marvel. | A Modern Circe. 
In Durance Vile. 



Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
An Anxious Moment. 
A Point of Conscience. 
The Coming of Chloe. | Lovlce. 



HUNT'S (LEIGH) Essays: A 
Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. 

Ed. by E. Ollier. Post 8vo, half-cl. 21. 



HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

That Other Parson. 

Mrs. Juliet. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



HUTCHINSON (W- M.) —Hints 

on Colt- Breaking. With 25 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth, 31. bd. 



HYATT (A. H.).— The Charm of 

London: An Anthology. Pott Svo, 
cloth, ['ill top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt 
edges, 3s. net. 



HORNE (R. HENGIST).— Orion. JNDOOR PAUPERSi By One of 

With Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth, 7 s. Til km Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, u. bd. 
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INMAN (HERBERT) and 

HARTLEY ASPDEN.— The Tear of 
Knlee. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 



HANDBOOK 

(The) and Licensed Victualler's 

Manual. By J. Trevor-Davies. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 



IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, 

Songs of. Edited by A. Perceval 
Graves. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. bd. 



JAMES (C. T. C.).— A Romance of 
the Queen's Hounds. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, is. Gil. 



JAME5 (Q. W.). — Scraggles: 
The Story of a Sparrow. With 6 
Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

JAMESON (WILLIAM).— My 

Dead Self. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 



JAPP (Dr. A. H.).— Dramatic 

Pictures. Crown Svo. cloth, 5-'. 



JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 

OTlQ Open Air. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
Large Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 
8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt 
edges, 3s. net. Also in preparation, a 
New Edition, wit!) 12 Illustrations in 
Colours by RUTH Dollmak. Square 
8vo, cloth, 51. net. 
Xha kifa of the Fields. Post 8vo, 
cloth, 2s.6d. ; Large Type, Fine Paper 
Edition, pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. Also in pre- 
paration, a New Edition, with 12 
Illustrations in Colours by II. H.Clarkk. 
Square 8vo, cloth. 5s. net. 
Nature near London. Crown 8vo, 
buckram, 6s. ; post Svo, cl., 2s. 6d. LARGE 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, cl., 
gilt top, 2 s. net ; leather, gil t edges, 3s.net, 
Tha Pocket Richard Jefferies : 
being Passages chosen from the Nature 
Writings of JEFFERIES by ALFRED H. 
Hyatt. i6mo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net. ; 
leather, gilt top, 3s. net. 
The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. 
By Sir Walter Bbsant. Cr. Svo, cl., 6s. 



JOHNSTON (R.).-The Peril of 

an Empire. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



JONES (WILLIAM, -F.S.A.), 

Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Legend- 
ary, and Anecdotal. With numerous 
Illustrations. 

Crowns and Coronations. With 91 
Illustrations. 



JONSON'S (BEN) Works. With 

Notes and Biographical Memoir b}' 
William Gifjpord. Edited by Colonel 
Cunningham. Three Vols., crown Svo, 
cloth, 3s. td. each. 



JOSEPHUS, The Complete 

Works of. Translated by William 
Whiston. Containing ' The Antiquities 
of the Jews,' and 'The Wars of the Jews.' 
With 52 Illustrations and Maps. Two 
Vols., demy 8vo, half-cloth, 12s. 6d. 



JENNINGS (K. J.).— Curiosities 

of Criticism. Post Svo. cloth, 2s. bd. 



JEROME (JEROME K.).— Stage- 

land. With 64 Illustrations by J. Ber- 
nard Partridge. Fcap. 4to, is^ 



JERROLD ^(DOUGLAS). — The 
Barber's Chair; and The Hedgehog 
Letters. Post Svo, half-cloth, 2s. 



JERROLD (TOM), Works by. 

Post Svo, is. each ; cloth, is. 6d. each. 
The Garden that; Paid the Bent. 
Househol d Horticu lture. 
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants We 

Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post 

Svo, cloth, Is- net. 



KEATING (JOSEPH).— Maurice. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



KEMPT (ROBERT).— Pencil and 

Palette : Chapters on Art and 
Artists. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 61-'. 



KERSHAW (MARK).— Colonial 

Facts and Fictions: Humorous 
Sketches. Post Svo, illustrate.-', boards, 
2s. : cloth, 2s. 6d. 



KING (LEONARD W., M.A.).— 

A History of Babvlorala and Assyria 
from the Earliest Times until the 
Persian Conquest. With Maps, 
Plans, and Illustrations after all the 
principal Monuments of the Period. In 
3 volumes, royal Svo, buckram. Each 
volume separately, iSs. net ; or per set of 
3 volumes, if subscribed for before the 
issue of Vol. I., £2 12.1. bd. net. 
Vol. I.— A History of Burner and 
Akkad : An account of the Primi- 
tive Inhabitants of Babylonia from 
the Earliest Times to B.C. 2000. 

[Spring, 1908. 

, II.— A History of Babylon from 

the First Dynasty, about B.C. 2000, 

until the Conquest by Cyrus, B.C. 539. 

\Priparing. 

HI.— A History of Assyria from 
" the Earliest Period until the Fall of 
Nineveh before the M«dcs, B.C. 606. 
\_Picparing. 



KING (R. ASHE), Novels by. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards. 2s. 
•Tho Wearing of the Green.' 
Passion's Slave* I Bell Barry. 

A Drawn Game. Crown Svo, cloth. 
3s. 64. ; post Svo, illustrated beards, 2s. 
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KING'S CLASSICS (The). 

General Editor, Professor I. GOLLANCZ, 
Lilt.D. Printed on laid paper, i6mo 
each with Frontispiece, gilt top. Quar- 
ter bound gre*y boards or red cloth, 
is. td. net each ; quarter vellum, cloth 
sides, is. td. net each ; three-quarter 
vellum, $s. net each. 

Volumes now in course of publication : 

35i Wine, Women, and Song: 

Mediaeval Latin Students' Songs. Trans 
lated into English, with an Introduction, 
by John Addington Symonds. With 
Frontispiece. 
36, 37. George Pettie's Petite Pal- 
lace of Pettie his Pleasure. 

2 Vols. 

38. Walpole'a Castle of Otranto. 

By Sir Walter Scoit. With Intro- 
duction and Preface by Miss Spurgeon. 

39. The Royal Poets of England. 

Original Poems by English Kings and 
other Royal and. Noble Persons, col- 
lected and edited by W. Bailey 
Kempling. 

90. Sir Thomas More's Utopia. 

Edited by ROBERT STEELE, F.S.A. 
Sl.fChaucer's Legend of Good 
Women. In Modern English, with 
Notes and Introduction by Professor 
W. W. Skeat. 

42. Swift's Battle of the Books. 

Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by 
A. GUTHKELGH. 

53. Sir William Temple's Essay 
on Gardens, with other Caro- 
lean Essays on Gardens. Edited, 
with Notes and Introduction, by A 
Forbes Sieveking, F.S.A. 

*3. The Four Last Things, by sir 
Thomas More ; together with R. 
Spiritual Consolation and 
other Treatises, by John Fisher 
Bishop of Rochester. Edited by Daniel 
O'Connor. 

45. The Song of Holand. Translated 
from the old French by Mrs.CROSLAND 
With Introduction by Prof. Brandin. 

56. Dante's Vita Nuova. The 
Italian text, with Dante G. Rossetti's 
translation on the opposite page. With 
Introduction and Notes by Prof H 
Oelsner. 

97.tChaucer's Prologue and 

Minor Poems. In modern English 
with Notes and Introduction bv Prof' 
W. W. Skeat. y • 

4S.tChaucer's Parliament of 
Birds and House of Fame. In 

tnodern English, with Notes and Irtro- 
duction by Prof. W. W. Skeat. 

49. Mrs. Gaskell's Cranford. With 
Introduction by R. Brimley [oiinson. 

50. Pearl. An English Poem of the 
Fourteenth Century. Edited, with a 
Modern Rendering and an Introduction 
by Professor I. Gollancz, 



KING'S CLASSICS (The)— continued. 
51, 52. King's Letters. Volumes III. 

and IV. Newly edited from the originals 

by Robert Steele. F.S.A. 
53. The English Correspondence 

of Saint Boniface. Translated 

and edited, with an Introductory Sketch 

of the Life of St. Boniface, by E. J. 

Kylie, M.A. 
54, 55. The Essays of Ella. Edited, 

with Notes, Introduction, &c„ by 

Thomas Seccombe, M.a. 

Summary List of other Volumes in the Series, 
for details of which see Special Prospectus. 

1. The Lore of Books (The Philobililion). 

2. *Six Dramas of Calderon (FilzGerald's 

Translation). (Double vol.) 

3. Chronicle of Jocelin of Brakelond. 

4. The Life of Sir Thomas More. 

5. Eikon Basilike. 

6. Kings' Letters : Alfred to the coming of 

the Tudors. 

7. Kings' Letters : Prom the Tudors to the 

Love Letters of Henry VJ II. 

8. tChaucer's Knight's Tale (Prof. Skkat). 

y. tChaucer's Man of Law's Tale (Pi-oLSkhat). 
H'. tChaucer's Prioress's Tale (Prof. Skeat). 

11. The Romance of Fulke Fitzwarine. 

12. The Story of Cupid and Psyche. 

13. Evelyn's Life of Margaret Godolphin. 

14. Early Lives of Dante. 

15. The Falstaff Letters. 

16. Polonius. By Edwakd FitzGkkald. 

17. Medheval Lor* 5 . 

18. The Vision of Piers the Plowman (Prof. 

Skeat). 
19 The Gull's Horn hook. 

20. *The Nun's ltule, or Ancren Riwle. (Double 

vol.). 

21. The Memoirs of Robert Cary, Earl of Mon- 

mouth. 

22. Early Lives of Charlemagne. 

23. Cicero's ' Friendship,' ' Old Age,' and 

*Scipio b Dream.' 
24 *Wordsworth's Prelude. (Double vol.) 
25. The Defence of Guenevere. 
28, 27. Browning's Men and "Women. 

28. Poe's Poems. 

29. Shakespeare's Sonnets. 

30. George Eliot's Silas Marner. 

31. Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 

32. Charles Reade's Peg Woffington. 

33. The Household of Sir Thomas More. 

34. Sappho : One Hundred Lyrics. By Blibs 

Cabman. 

* Numbers 2, 20, and 24 are Double Volumes 
and Double Price. 

t The Chaucer Vols, may also be had in Btiff 
paper covers at Is. each. 



KING'S LIBRARY FOLIOS 

(The). 
The Mirrour of "ffertue In World- 
ly Creatnes, or The Imfe of Sir 
Thomas More, Knight. By his 

son-in-law, William Roper, iqj. 6d. 
net. (Seven copies of this volume alone 
remain, and are not to be sold apart from 
sets.) 

Eikon Basilike, the Portralcture 
of His Sacred Majestie in his 
Solitudes and Sufferings. 
Edited by Edward Almack, F.S.A. 
£i is. net. 

Shakespeare's Ovid, being 
Arthur Golding's Translation 
of the Metamorphoses. F.dited 
by W. H. V. Rouse, Utt.D. £i Us . j, 
net. 
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KINO'S LIBRARY FOLIOS 

(The)— continued. 

The Percy Folio of Old English 

Ballads and Komances. Edited 

by the General Kditor. In four 

volumes at £4 4s. the set. (Volumes I. 

and II. issued; III. at Press; IV. in 

Preparation.) 

•«• NOTE. — Seven complete sets of the above 

folios remain for sale. Price, per set, 

£7 I7s. fid net. 



LIBRARY QUARTOS 

(Thel. 
The Alchemist. By B^v Jonson. 

Edited by H. C. Hart. 5s. net ; Japan- 
ese vellum, £1 :s. net. 
The Cull's Hornbook. By Thomas 

Dekker. Edited by K. B. McKerrow. 

55. net : Japanese vellum, 10s. bd. net. 
The Beggar's Opera. By John Gay. 

Edited by Hamilton MacLeod. 5s. 

net ; Japanese vellum, 105. bd. net. 



LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 
— The Thousand and One Nights, 

commonly called in England The 
Arabian Nights' Entertain- 
ments. Translated from the Arabic 
and illustrated by many hundred Engrav- 
ings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by 
E."S. Poole. With Preface by Stanley 
Lane-Poole. 3 Vols., 8vo, cl„ 22s. bd. 



KIPLING PRIMER (A). Includ- 
ing Biographical and Critical Chapters, 
an Index to Mr. Kipling's principal 
Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. L 
Knowles. With Two Portraits. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



KNIGHT (WILLIAM and 

EDWARD). — The Patient's Vade 
Mecum: How to Get Most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. Crown Svo. 
cloth, is. bd. 



LAMB'S (CHARLES) Complete 

Works in Prose and Verse, including 
' Poetry for Children ' and ' Prince Dorus.' 
Edited by R. H. SHEPHERD. With 2 
Portraits and Facsimile of the ' Essay on 
Roast Pig.' Crown 8vo (both Series), 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 

The Essays of Elia (both Series). Post 
Svo, halt-cloth, 2s.— Also the Fine Paper 
Edition, pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net : 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Characters 
by Charles Lamb, selected from his 
Letters by Percy Fitzgi::;ai.e. Post 
Svo, cloth, 2 j. 6d. 

The Dramatic Essays of Charles 
Lamb. With Introduction and Notes 
by Brander Matthews, and Steel-plati 
Portrait. Fcap. Svo, half-cloth, 2s. bd. 



LAMBERT (GEORGE). — The 

President of Eoravia. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3i. bd. 



LANDOR (WALTER SAVAGE). 
—Citation and Examination nJ 
William Shakespeare, &c, before 
Sir Thomas Lucv, touching Deer-stealing. 
19th September.' 1 <y82 ; and A Confer 
ence of Master Edmund 
Spenser with the Earl of E^stx, touch 
ing the state of Ireland, 1595. Fcap. Svo, 
lia'if-Roxburghe, zs. bd. 



LARWOOD (JACOB), Books by. 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. Post Svo, 

half-cloth, 2s. 
Theatrical Anecdotes. Post 8vo, 

cloth. 2s. bd. 
^Ku^rtour of the Law. Post Svo. cl., 2j. 

LEES (D. NEVILE).— Tuscan 

Feasts and Tuscan Friends. With 
1 2 Illustrations. Large crown Svo, cloth, 
5s. net. 



LEHMANN (R. C). — Harry 

Fltidyer at Cambridge, and Conver- 
sational Hints for Young: Shooters. 

Crown Svo, Is. ; cloth, is. ChL 



LEIGH (HENRY S.).— Carols of 

Cockayne. Crown 8vo, buckram, 59. 



LELAND (C. G.).— A Manual of 

Mending and Repairing. With Dia- 
grams. Crown Svo, cloth, 5s. 



LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). — 

Madame £ar!3-Gene. Translated by 
John de Villiers. Post 8vo, cloth, 
3s. bd. ; illustrated boards. 2s. ; POPULAR 
Edition, medium 8vo, bd. 



LESPINASSE, JULIE DE. By 

the Marquis DE Segur. Authorised 
English Version, with a Portrait. Demy 
8vo, cloth. 7s. bd. net. 



LEYS (JOHN K.), Novels by. 

The Lindsays. Post Svo, Must. bds.,2j. 
A Sore Temptation. Cr. 8vo, cl.,fu. 



LILBURN (ADAM).— A Tragedy 

in Marble. Crown Svo, cloth, 3 s. bd. 

LINDSAY (HARRY), Novels by^ 

Crown Svo, cloth, 31 bd. each. 
Rhoda Rob erts. | The Jacobite. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, bs. each. 
Jufiah Pyecroft, Puritan. 
The Story of Leah. 



LORIMER (NORMA).— The 

Pas-an Woman. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. 



LUCAS (E. V.), Books by. 

A Book of Yerses for Children. 

With Coloured Title-page. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, bs. 
Three Hundred Games and Pas- 
times. By E. V. LUCASand ELIZABETH 
Lucas. Pott 4I0, cloth, bs. net. 



Lucas. Pott 4I0, cloth, bs. net. 

LUCY (HENRY W.).— Gideon 

Fleyce. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3,5. 6d. ; pust 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
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LINTON (E. LYNN), Works by. 

An Octave of Friends. Crcwn 8vo, 
cloth, 3i. (id. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. (>d. each ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 
Patricia Kemball. | lone. 
The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World "Well Lost. 12 lilusts. 
The One Too Many. 
Under which Lord ? With 13 Iliusts. 
• My Love.' | Sewing the Wind. 
Pas ton Carew. | Dulcie Sirerton. 
'With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebe l of the Fam ily. 

Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. bd. each. 
Witch Stories. 
Ourselves : Essays on Woeisn. 

Sowing the Wind. Cheap Edition, 
post 8vo, cloth, zs. net. 

Patricia Kemball. Popular Edi- 
tion, medium 8vo, M. 



A1ACAULAY (LORD;.— The His 

tory of England. Large Type, Fine 
Paper Edition, in 5 vols, pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per vol."; leather, 
gilt edges, 3s. net per vol. 



MACCOLL (HUGH).— Mr. 
Stranger's Sealed Packet. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. 



MCCARTHY (JUSTIN), Books by. 

The Reign of Queen Anne. Two 
Vols., tiemy 8vo, cloth, 12s. each. 

A History of the Four Georges 
and of William the Fourth. 
Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. each. 

A History of Our Own Times 
from the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880. Library 
Edition. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 
12s. each. — Also the Popular Edition, 
in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
— And the Jubilee Edition, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, 
in 2 Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. each. 

A History of Our Own Times, 
Vol. V., from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. ; crown 8vo, cloth 6s. 

A History of Our Own Times, 
Vols. VI. and VII., from 1897 to Accession 
of Edward VII. 2 Vols., demy 8vo, cl., 245, 

A Short History of Our Own 
Times, from the Accession of Oneen 
Victoiia to the Accession of King 
Edward VII. New Edition, revised 
and enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt 
top, 6s.— Also' (shortly) the Popular 
EDITION, enlarged, post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. ; 
and the Cheap Edition (to the yean88o) 
medium 8vo, 6d. 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per vol. ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net per vol. 

The Reign of Queen Anno, in 1 Vol. 

A History of the Four Georges 
and of William IV., in 2 vols. 

A History of Our Own Times from 
Accession o( Q. Victoria to 1897, in 3 Vols. 



McCarthy (justin)— *>»/«««,:*. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. bd. each ; post 8vo, pict. 

boards, 2.!. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.each. 
The Waterdala Neighbours 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. | Linley Rochiord. 
Dear Lady Disdain. | The Dictator. 
Misa Misanthrope. With 12 Iliusts. 
Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations. 
Camiola. 
Red Dia monds. | The R iddle Ring. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
The Three Disgraces. | Mononia. 
'The Right Honourable.' By Justin 

McCarthy and Mrs. Campbell Praed. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. 



MCCARTHY (J. H.), Works by. 

The French Revolution. (Consti- 
tuent Assembly, 1789-91.) Four Vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. each. 

An Outline of the History of 
Ireland. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Ireland Since the Union— 1798- 
188S. Crown 8vo, cioth. 6s. 

Hafiz in London. 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Our Sensation Novel. Crown 8vo, 
is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, u. 

Dolly : A Sketch. Crown 8vo, u. 

Lily Lass. Crown 8vo. i.t. : cloth, is. 6d. 

A London Legend. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 



MACDONALD (Dr. GEORGE), 
Books by. 
Works of Fancy and Imagination 

Ten Vols., i6mo, cloth, gilt, in case, 21s. ; 
or separately, Grolier cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
Also a New Issue in i6mo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2j. net per Vol. ; leather, gilt top, 3s. 
net per Vol. 

Vol. I. Within and Without— The 
Hidden Life. 
„ II. The Disciple — The Gospel 
Women— Book of Sonnets- 
Organ Songs. 
„ III. Violin Songs— Songs of the 
Days and Nights— A Book 
of Dreams— Roadside Poems 
—Poems for Children. 
„ IV. Parables — Ballads — Scotch 
„ v. & VI. Phantastes. [Songs. 
„ VII. The Portent. 
„ VIII. the Light Princess — The 

Giant's Heart— Shadows. 
„ IX. Cross Purposes— Golden Key 
Carasoyn— LittleDaylight. 
„ X. The Cruel Painter— The Wow 
o'Kivvkn — The Castle— The 
Broken Swords— The Gray 
Wolf — Uncle Cornelius. 
Pootion! Works of George Mac- 
Donald. 2 Vols., cr.8vo, buckram, 12s. 
A Threefold Cord. Post 8vo, cloth, 5.?. 
Heather and Snow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3.1. fid. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Lilith. C rown 8vo, clo th, 6j. 
The Pocket George MacDonald: 
Passages Chosen by A. H. Hyatt, ifimo, 
cloth i;ilt,2j. not j leather gi t, 31. net. 
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MACDONELL (AGNES).— 

Quaker Cousins; Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 



MACQREQOR (ROBERT).— 
Pastimes and Players: Notes on 
Popular Games. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 



MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each, 
A. Blow over the Hears. 
The Mystery of Lincoln's Inn. 
The Private Detective. 



Her Honour. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



MACKAY (Dr. CHAS.). -Inter- 
ludes and Undertones. Cr.Svo, cloth. 6s. 



MACKAY (WILLIAM). — A 

Mender ci Nets. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



MACKENNA (S. J.) asid J. A. 

O'SMEA. — Brave Men in Action: 

Stories of the British Flag. With 8 Illus- 
trations by Stanley L. Wood. Small 
demy 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 55. 

MACKENZIE (W. A.).— The 

Drexcl Dream. Crown Svo, cloth, 65. 



MACLISE Portrait GaHery (The) 
of Illustrious Literary Characters : 
8s Portraits by Daniel Maclise ; 
with Memoirs by William Bates, B.A. 
Crown Svo. cloth. 3s. 6d. 



MACMICHAEL (J. HGLDEN).— 

TfaeStory of Charing Cross and its 

Neighbourhood. With 3 Illustrations. 
Demy Svo, cloth, 7.1. &!. net. 



MACQUOID (Mrs.), Works by, 

illustrated by T. K. Macouoid. Square 

8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
In the Ardennes. With 50 Illustrations. 
Picturea and Legends from Nou- 

mandy and Brittany. 34 Illusts. 
Through Nurmantiy, With 02 Iliusts. 
About Yorkshire. With 67 Illusts. 



MAGIC LANTERN, The, and its 

Management. By T. C. Hepworth. 
With 10 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, n. ; cloth, is.6d. 



MAGNA CH ART A : A Facsimile of 

the Original, 3 ft. by 2 ft., with Arms and 
Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 55. 



MALLOCK (W. H.), Works by. 
The New Republic. Post Svo, cloth, 

35. 6d. ; illustrated hoards, is. 
The New Paul and Virginia. Post 
8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Poems. Small 4to, parchment, 8s. 
Is JLiia Worth Living? Crown 8vo, 
buckram, 6s. 



MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 

Mart d* Arthur, Selections from, edited 
by B. M. Ranking. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 
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MARGUERITTE (PAUL and 

VICTOR), Novels by. 
The Disaster. Translated by F. Lees. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3.1. 6d. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Commune. Translated by F. Lees 

andli. B. Douglas. 
Canity. Translated by K. S. West. With 
' Portrait Frontispece. 



MARIE DE MEDICIS and the 

Court of France in the XVI !th Cen- 
tury. Translated from the French of 
Louis Batiffol by Mary King. With 
a Portrait. Demy Svo, cloth, ys. 6d. net. 



MARLOWE'S Works, including 

his Translations. Edited with Notes Ivy 
Col. Cunningham. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



MARSH (RICH A RD).— A 

Spoiler of Men. Cr. Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. 



MASSINGER'S Plays. From (he 

Text of William Gifeord. Edited by 
Col. Cunningham. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. fit/. 



MASTERMAN (J.).— Half - a - 

dozen Daughters. Post Svo, bds., 21. 



MAYFAIR LIBRARY (THE). 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 21. bd. per Vol. 
M. Journey Round My Hoom, Sy 

Xavier de Maistke. 
QuijtS3 and Quiddities. Selected by 

\V. Davenport Adams. 
The Agony Column of "The 

Times," from 1800 to 1370. 
Poetical Ingenuities and Eccen- 
tricities. Edited by W. T. Dobson. 
Cupboard Papers. Bv Flm-Bec. 
Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 

Edited by A. Perceval Graves. 
Animals and their Masters. By 

Sir Arthur Helps. 
Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 
Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry 

J. Jennings. 
Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempt. 
Ourselves. By E. Lykn Linton. 
Tha Autocrat of the Breakfast- 

TablO. By O. W. Holme;;, Iilus. 
Little Essays: Selected from Lamp's 

Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. 
Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 

Larwoi .d. 
'Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Pastimes and Players. By Robert 

Macgregor. 
The New Paul and Virginia. By 

W. H. Mali.oce. 
Puck on Pegasus. By II. Ciiolmon- 

deley-Pennkll. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. Ciiol- 

mondelky-Pexnell. Illustrated by G. 

Du Maurier. 
The Muses of Mayfalr. Edited by 

H. CHOLM'jXDFXEY-l'ENNELL. 

By Stream and Sea. By William 
Senior. 
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MATTHEWS (BRANDER).— A 

Secret of the Sea. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. (sd. 

MAX O'RELL, Books by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. (sd. each. 
Her Royal Highness Woman, 
Between Ourselves. 
Rambles In Womanland. 



MEADE (L. T.), Novels by. 
A Soldier of Fortune. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. td. ; post Svo, illust. boards, is. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. (sd. each. 
The Voice of the "Charmer. 
In an Iron Grip. | The Siren. 
Dr. Rumsey's Patient. 
On the Brink of a Chasm, 
The Way of a Woman, 
A Son of Ishmael. 
An Adventuress. | Rosebury. 
The Blue Diamond. 
A Stumble by the Way. 
This Troublesome World. 



MEDICI SERIES (The) of Re- 
productions in Colour from the Old 
Masters. For information in regard 
to this important Series, see Illustrated 
Prospectuses to be had upon application 



MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The 

New). Small crown 8vo, pure rag 
paper, half-cloth, Si. net per vol. ; leather, 
7s. (sd. net per vol. 

1. The Book of the Duke of True 
Lovers. Translated from the Middle 
French of Christine de Pisan, with 
Notes and Introduction by Alice Kemi 
Welch. Woodcut Title and 6 Photo- 
gravures. 

2. Of the Tumbler of our Lady 
and other Miracles. Translated 
from the Middle French of Gautikk de 
COINCI, with Notes and Introduction by 
Alice Kemp Welch. Woodcut Title- 
page and 7 Photogravures. 

3. The Lady of Yergi. Translated 
from the Middle French (which is also 
given) by Alice. Kemp Welch, with 
Introduction by Dr. L. Brandin. Wood- 
cut Titlepage and 5 Photogravures. 

4. The Book of the Divine Con 
solation of Saint Angela da 
Foligno. Translated from the Italian 
by Mary C Steegmann. Wcodcui 
Title and reproductions of the original 
Woodcuts. 



M E L B A : A Biography. By 

ELVIN TRACEY. Wiih a Chapter on 
the Art of Singing by Madame Melba, 
and numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo 
cloth, 16s. net. 



MERRICK (HOPE). — When a 

(iirl'a Engaged. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 31. (sd. 



MERRICK (LEONARD), Novels 
by. 
The Man who was Good. Crown 

8vo, cl., 3s. (sd. : post 8vo, illust. bds., 2j. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Cynthia. I This Stage of Fools. 



MEYNELL (ALIC E).— The 

Flower of the Mind : a Choice 
among: the Best Poems. In i6mo, 

cloth, gilt, 2.?. net ; leather, 3s. net. 



MILLER (Mrs. F. FENWICK). 
— Physiology for the Young: The 
House of Life. Illusts.PostSvo,cl.,2.«.6<i. 



MINTO IWM.).- Was She Good 

or Bad? Crown Svo, cloth, is. (sd. 



MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. (sd. each. 
The Lone Star Rush. With S Musts. 
Only a Nigger. 
The Belf o rts of Culb en. 

Crown Svo, picture cloth, flat backs, 2s. each. 

Plotters of Paris. 
The Temple of Death. 
Towards the Eternal Snows. 



MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
Henshaw Fanning's Quest. 
Triumph of Hilary Blachland. 
Havilan d's Chum. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. (sd. each ; picture cloth, 
flat back, 2s. each. 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. 
The Kin g's Assegai. With 6 lliusts. 
The Gun-Runner. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d.; 

Cheap Edition, medium 8vo., (sd. 
Harley Greenoak's Charge. Crown 

8vo cloth, 6s. 



MOLESWORTH (Mrs.).— 

tlathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. (sd. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 



MOLIERE: A Biography. By 

H. C. Chatfield-Taylor. With Intro- 
duction by Prof. T. F. Crane, and 10 
Illustrations by JOB. Koyal 8vo, cloth, 
ios. (sd. net. 



MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTT-).- 

The Abdication : A Drama. With 7 
Etchings. Imperial 4(0, buckram, 21s. 



MOORE (THOMAS), Works by. 
The Epicurean ; and Alciphron. 

Post Svo, half-cloth, 2s. 
Prose and Verse: including Suppressed 
Passages from the Memoirs of Lord 
Byron. Edited by K. H. Shepherd. 
With Portrait Crown Svo, cloth, 7s. td. 



MURRAY (HENRY), Novels by. 

Post "Vo, cloth, 2s. (11/. each. 
A Game of Bluff. 
A Song of Sixpence. 
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MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, clo'th, $s. 6d. each. 
Basilo the Jester. 
Young Lochinyar. 

The Gold en Idol. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Dead Man's Secret. 
From th e Boso m of the Deep. 
Stories Weird and Wonderful. 

Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. : cloth, 2s. M. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 

With 12 Illustrations by Stanley L. 

Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. ; picture 

cloth flat back, 2s. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
A Life's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. With 12 Illustrations. 
Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustrations, 
^fal Strange. | A Wasted Crime. 
A Capful o' Mails. i Hearts. 
The Way of the World. 
Mount Despair. | A Model Father. 
Old Blazer's Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Bob Martin's Little Girl. 
Time's Revenges. 
Cynic Fortune. | In Direst Peril. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3.5. 6d. each. 
This Little World. 
A Race for Millions. 
The Church of Humanity. 
Tales in Prose and Iferse. 
Despair's Last Journey. 
Y.C.: A Chronicle of Castle Barfield. 



OUIDA, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3j. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. each. 



Verona's Father. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
His Own Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3s. 6d, ; picture cloth, flat back, 25. 
Joseph's Coat. Popular Edition, 

medium 8vo. 6d. 
Bob Martin's Littlo Girl. Cheap 
Edition, post 8vo, cloth, is. net. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and 

HENRY HERMAN, Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
One Traveller Returns. 
The Bishops' Bible. 
Paul Jones's Alias. With Illustrations 

by A. Fokkstikk and G. NlCQLET. 



MY FIRST BOOK. By Walter 
Besant, James Payn, w. Clark Rus- 
sell, Grant Allen, Hall Caine, 
George R. Sims, Rudyakd Kipling, 
A. Conan Doyle, M. E. Braddon, 
F. W. Robinson, H. Rider Haggard, 
R. M. Ballantyne, I. Zangwill, 
Morley Roberts.D. Christie Murray, 
Marie Corelli, J. K. Jerome, John- 
Strange Winter, Bret Harte, 'Q.,' 
Robert Buchanan, and R. L. Steven- 
son. With Prefatory Story by Jerome 
K. Jerome, and 1S5 Illustrations, Demy 
8vo, art linen, 3s. (id. 



MORROW (W. C.).— Bohemian 

Paris of To- Day. With 106 Musts, by 
Edouard Cucuel. Small demy 8vo,cl.,6s. 



NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken 

from the Enemy. Fcp. 8vo, pic. cov.,11. 



NISBET (HUME), Books by. 

'Bail Op!' Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. td. ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; 

Popular Edition, medium Svo, 6d. 
Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. 
Lessons in Art. With 21 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d. 



NORDAU (MAX).— Morganatic: 

A Romance. Translated by Elizabeth 
Lee. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 



N0RR1S (W. E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Saint An n's. | B illy Belle-sir. 
Miss Wentworth's Idea. Crown Svo, 

cloth, 35. 6d. 



A Dog of Flanders. 
Cecil Castlemaine's 

Gage. 
Princess Napraxlne. 
Held in Bondage. 
Under Two Flags. 
Folle-Farine. 
Two 'Wooden Shoes. 
A Village Commune, 
In a 'Winter City. 
Santa Barbara. 
In Maremma. 
Strathinore. 
Pipistrello. 
Two Offenders. 



Tricotrin 

Ruffino. 

Othmar. 

Frescoes. 

Wanda. 

Ariadne. 

Pascarel. 

Chandos. 

Moths. 

Puck. 

Idalia. 

Bimbi. 

Signa. 

Friendship 

Ouilderoy. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.1. 6d. each. 
A BainyJu ne. I T heMasgarenes. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. eucu. 



Moths. 

Puck. 

Tricotrin. 

Chandos. 

Ariadne. 



Under Two Flags 

Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

The Massarenes. 

Friendship. 

Two Little Wooden Shoos 

Idalia. 

Syrlin. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 
Svo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s. ; illus- 
trated boards, 2.?. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. Largs 
Type Edition. Fcap. Svo, cloth, is. net ; 
leather, is. 6d. net. 

The Waters of Bdera. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3J. 6d. : picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Santa Barbara. Cheap Edition, post 
Svo, cloth, is. net. 

■Wisdom, 'Wit, and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of OUIDA by F, SYDNEY 
Morris. Post 8vo. cloth, 55.— Cheap 
Edition, illustrated boards, 2.1. 
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OHNET (GEORGES), Novels by. 
Doctor Hameau. PostSvo, illustrated 

boards, 2s. 
A Weird Gift. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A Last L ove. Post 8vo. illust. bds., 2s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Love's Depths. 
The Money-mnker. 
The Wom an of Myate fy. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Path of Glory. 
The Gonq-ueress. Translated by F. 
Rothwell. 



OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Primrose Path. 
The Greate st Heiress i n England. 

Whiteladias. Crown Svo, cloth, with 12 

Illustrations, 3.!. 6d. ; post 8vo, bds., 2j. 
The Sorceress. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d , 

OSBOURNE (LLOYD), Stories 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. id. each. 
The Motormaniacs. 
Three Speeds Forward. With 

Illustrations. 



O'SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR), 

Poems by. 
Music & Moonlight. Fcp. 8vo. cl., 7s.6d. 
ij&ya of France. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6d 



PAIN (BARRY).— Eliza's Hus- 

band. Fcap., 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



PALMER (W. T.), Books by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, with Frontis., 6s. each 
Lake Country Rambles. 
In Lakeland Bells and Fells. 



PANDURANQ JiARI; or 
Memoirs of a Hindoo, With Preface 
by Sir Bartlb Frere. Post Svo, illus 
trated boards, 2s. 



PARADISE (The) or Garden of 

the Holy Fathers : Histories of the 
Anchorites, Recluses, Coenobites, Monks, 
and Ascetic Fathers of the Deserts of 
Egypt, between about A.D 150 and 400. 
Translated from the Syriac, with an Intro- 
duction, by E. A. Wallis Budge, Litt.D. 
With 2 Frontispieces. 2 vols, large crown 
8vo, buckram, 15s. net. 



PARIS SALON, The Illustrated 

Catalogue ol the. With about 300 illus- 
trations. Published annually. Dy8vo, 3s. 



PASCAL'S Provincial Letters. 

With Introduction and Notes by T. 
M'Crie, D.D. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s. 



PASTON LETTERS (The), 1422- 

1509. Edited, with Introduction and 
Notes, by Tames Gairdner. Six Vols., 
demy 8vo, linen, gilt top, £3 15.;. the set. 



PAUL (MARGARET A).— Gentle 

and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 



PAYN (JAMES), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2j. each. 
Lost Sir Massingberd< 
The ClyfTards of Clyffe. 
A County Family. 
Less Black than We're Painted. 
By Prosy. 1 For Cash Only. 

High Spirits. 1 Sunny Stories. 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Grapa from a Thorn. 12 Illusts. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Holiday Tasks. | At Her Mercy. 
The Talk of the Town. 12 Illusts. 
The Mystery of Mir bridge. 
The Word and the Will. 
The Burnt Million. 
A Trying Patient. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Humorous Stories. | From Exile, 
The Foster Brothers. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Bentinck's Tutor. 
Walter's Word. | Fallen Fortunes. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
A Woman's Yengeance. 
Carlyon's Year. | Cecil's Tryst. 
Murphy's Master. 
Some Private Views. 
Found Dead. | Mirk Abbey. 

Gwendoline's Harvest. 
A Marine Residence. 
The Canon's Ward. 
Not Wooed, But Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 
The Best of Husbands. 
Halves. I What He Coat Hen 
Kit : A Memory, i Under One Roof. 
Glow-Worm Tales. 
A Prince of the Bloo d. 
A Modern Dick Whittington. 

Crown Svo, cloth, with Portrait of Author, 

3s.6d.\ picture cloth, Bat back, 2s. 
The Burnt Million. Cheap Edition, 

post Svo, cloth, is. net. 

Notes from the ' News.' Crown 8vo, 

cloth, is. oaf. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d, each. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 
Walter's Word. 



PAYNE (WILL). — Jerry the 

Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



PENNELL - ELMHIRST (Cap- 
tain E.).— Tfie Best of the Fun. 

With 8 Coloured Illustrations and 48 
others. Medium 8vo, cloth, 6j. net. 



PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDE- 

LE Y), Works by. Post Svo, cl., 2s. 6d. ea. 
Puck on Pegasus. With. Illustrations. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. With 10 Full- 
page Illustrations by U. Du MAURIER. 
The Muses of Mayfair: Vers de 
Societe. Selected by H. C. Pennell. 



PENNY (F. E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Sanyasi. I Dllys. 
Caste andCreed. | ThoTea Planter, 
The Inevitable Law. 
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PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Waters of Destruction, 
Red Rec ords. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
A Free Solitude. I East of Suez. 



PETER PAN KEEPSAKE (The). 

The Story retold for Children by Daniel 
O'Connor. With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 4to, is. net. 



PHELPS (E. S.).— Jack the 

Fisherman. Illustrated by C. W. 
Reed. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 



PHIL MAY'S Sketch-Book: 54 

Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth. 2.?. 6d. 



PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.), Bocks by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 55. each. 
Famous Violinists and Violins. 
The Confessions of a Violinist. 
Voice and Violin. 



PILKINGTON (L. L.).— Mallen- 

tier's Mistake. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



PLANCHE (J. R.), Works by. 
The Pursuivant of Arms. With 

6 Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown 

8vo, cloth, Js. (id. 
Songs and Poems. Edited by Mrs. 

MACKARNESS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



PLUTARCH'S Lives of Illus- 
trious Men. With Life of Plutarch 
by J. and W. Langhorne, and Por- 
traits. Two Vols., 8vo, half-cloth, xos.6d. 

P^E^SlEDQATrAXLANrChoice 

Works ; Poems, Stories, Essays. 

With an Introduction by Charles 
Baudelaire. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



POLLOCK (W. H.).— The Charm, 

and Other Drawing- Room Plays. 
By Sir Walter Besant and Walter 
H. Pollock. With 50 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL), 

Novels by. Post 8vo, illus. boards, 2s. ea. 
The Romance of a Station. 
The Soul of Countess iidrian. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard. 
-Mrs. Tregaskiss. With 8 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. each. 
Kulma. I Madame Izan. 
' As a Watch in the Night.' 



Christina Chard. Cheap Edition, 

post 8vo, cloth, is. net. 
The Lost Earl of Elian. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 6s. 



PRICE (E. C). — Valentina. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



PRYCE (RICHARD). —Miss 

Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo, 
cl„ 31. bd. j post Svo, illust. boards. 2.1. 



PROCTOR (RICHARD A.), 

Works by. Crown Svo.cloth, 3^ 6d. each 
Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 

for every Night in the Year. 
Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts. 
Familiar Science Studies. 
Mysteries of Time and Space. 
The Univer se of Suns. 
Saturn and its System. With 13 

Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6.5. 
Wages and Wants of Science 

TH orlsers. Crown 8vo. is. 6d. 



RAMBOSSON (J.). — Popular 

Astronomy. Translated by C. B 
Pitman. With 10 Coloured Piates and 
63 Woodcut s. Crown Rvo. cMh. 3.5 6d 

RAPPUPORT (.A. i>., Ai.A.).-- 
The Curse ot the Romanovs : A Study 
of the Reigns of Tsars Paul I. and 
Alexander I. of Russia, 17^0-1825. With 
23 Illustrations. Demv Svo .cloth 16i.net. 

READE'S (CHARLES) Novels. 

Collected Library Edition, in Seventeen 
Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d each 

Peg Wellington; and Christie 
Johnstone. 

Hard Cash. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
With a Preface bv Sir Walter Besant. 

' It is Kever Too Late to Mend.' 

The Coursa of True Love Never 
Did Run Smooth ; and Single- 
heart and Doubleface. 

The Autobiography of a Thief: 
Jack of all Trades ; A Hero and 
a Martyr; The "Wandering Heir. 

Tt€wa Ma Little, LoYa Ms Long, 

The Double Marriage. 

Griffith Gaunt. 

Foul Flay. 

Put Toursalf in His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

li Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

The Jilt; and Good Stories of Man 
and other Animals. 

& Perilous Secret. 

Readian a; and Bible C haracters. 
Also in Twenty-one Volumes, post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 

Peg Womngton. I A Simpleton. 

Christie Johnstone. 

' It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 

The Course of True Love Never 
Did Run Smooth. 

Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 
of all Trades; Jamas Lambert. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

The Pouble Marriage. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

Hard Cash. | Readiana. 

Foul Play. I Griffith Gaunt. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

The Wandering Heir. 

A Woman-Hater. 

Singleheart and Doubleface. 

Good fcstories of Man, &c. 

The Jilt ; and other Stories. 

& Perilous Secret. 
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READE (CH\U.L.BS)-continutd. 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather 
gilt edges. 35. net each, 
The Cloister and the Hearth. Witi 

32 Illustrations by M. B. Hewerdine. 
'It is Never Too Lata to Mend.' 

Popular Editions, medium Svo, bd. each. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
' It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 
Foul Play. | Hard Cash. 
Peg Wofflngton; and Christie 

Johnstone. 
Griffith daunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s.6d. each. 
Christie Johnstone. With Frontis 
Peg Wofflngton. 

The Wandering Heir. Large Typi 
Edition, fcap.Svo, cloth, is. net : leather 
is. bd. net. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

Edition de Luxe, with 16 Photogravurt 
and 84 half-tone Illustrations by Mati 
B. Hewerdine. Small 4to, cloth, 6s. net 

Bible Characters. Fcap. 8vo. is. 

Selections from the Works of 
Charles Reade. Edited by Mrs. A 
Ireland. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. bd. 



RICHARDSON (FRANK), Nov- 

els by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each 
The Man who Lost his Past. With 

50 Illustrations by Tom Browne, R.I. 
The Bayswater Miracle. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, bs. each. 
The King's Counsel. 
Semi-Society. 
There and Back. 

RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by. 
A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 
Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth 
3s.6d.; post 8vo, picture boards, 35. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.each. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Partv 
The Mystery in Palace Garden's. 
Fairy Water. | Idle Tales. 
Her Mother's Darling. 

RIMMER (ALFRED). -Rambus 
Round Eton and Harrow. With « 
Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth. 31. bd. 



ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by. 

Women are Strange. Post 8vo 

illustrated boards. 2r. 
The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo 

cloth. 31. td.; post Svo, illust. bds ->t ' 
The "Woman in the Dark. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3 j. bd, ; posi8vo,i|liist,bds 2s 



RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. bd. each. 
Barbara Bering. 
Meriel : A Love Story. 

ROLFE (FR.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, bs. each. 
Hadrian the Seventh. 
Don Tarquinio. 



ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, 

THE: A List of Principal Warriors who 
came from Normandy with William the 
Conqueror. 1066. Ir. Gold and Colours. *j. 



ROSENGARTEN(A.).-A Hand- 
book of Architectural Styles. Trans- 
lated by W. Collett-Sandars. With 
630 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. bd. 

ROSS (ALBERT).— A Sugar 

Princess. Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. bd. 

ROWLEY (Hon. HUGH). Post 

8vo, cloth, 2s. bd. each. 

Puniana: or, Thoughts Wise and Other- 
wise : a Collection of the Best Riddles, 
Conundrums, Jokes, Sells, &c, with 
numerous Illustrations. 

More Puniana. With numerous Illusts. 

ROWS ELL (MARY C.).— 
Monsieur da Paris. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. bd. 



RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels 

by. Crown 8vn, cloth. 6s. each. 
Overdue. | Wrong Side Out. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards. 2s. each : cloth, is. bd. each. 

Round the Galley-Fire. 

In the Middle Watch. 

On the Fo'k'sle Head. 

A Voyage to the Cape. 

A Book for the Hammock. 

The Mystery of the ' Ocean Star.' 

The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 

The Tale of the Ten. 

An Ocean Tragedy. 

My Shipmate Louise. 

Alone on a Wide Wide Sea, 

The Good Ship ' Mohock.' 

The Phantom Death. 

Is He the Man? | Heart of Oak. 

The Convict Ship. 

The Last Entry. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
A Tale of Two Tunnels. 
The Death Ship. 

The Ship: Her Story. Wifh 50 Illustra- 
tions by H. C. Seppi.ngs Wright. 
Small 4to. clolh. bs. 

The ' Pretty Polly.' With 12 Illustra- 
tions by G. E. Robertson. Large 
crown Svo, cloth, tiilt edges, c,s 

Tho Convict Ship. Popular Edition 

medium Svu, bd. ' 
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RUNCIMAN (J AS.), Stories by. 
Schools and Scholars. Post Svo, 

cloth, 2s. td. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 3s. td. 



RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by. 
A Country Sweetheart, Crown Svo, 

picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
The Drift Of Fate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

35. td. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) and his 

Out-of-door Life. By E. W. L. 

Davies. With Illustrations coloured by 
hand. Royal Svo, cloth, 16s. net. 



RUSSELL (HERBERT).— True 

Blue. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. td. 



RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 

(The Fortress of Schluesselburg). By 
T. P. YOUVATSHEV. Translated by 
A. S. Rappoport. M.A. With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth, 7s. td. 
net. {Preparing. 



SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. each ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note 
by Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

The Junior Dean. 

Orchard Damerel. 

The Master of St. Benedict's, 

In the Face of the 'World. 

To His Own Master. 

The Tramlett Diamonds. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each. 
The "Wooing of May. 
Fortune's Gate. 
A Tragic Honeymoon. 
Gallantry Bower. 
A Proctor's 'Wooing. 
Bonnie Maggie Lauder. 
Mrs. Dunbar's Secret. 
Mary Unwin. With x lllust'-atinns. 



SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A 

Levantine Family. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. td. 



SALA (Q. A.).— Gaslight and 

Daylight. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2.s. 



SALMON (A. L.).— Literary 
Rambles in the West of England. 

With a Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl., 65.net. 



SCOTLAND YARD, Past & Present 
By Ex-Chief-Inspector Cavanagh. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2j. td. 



SERQEANT(ADELINE), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 31. td. each. 
Under False Pretences. 
Dr. Endicott's Experiment. 

The Missing Elizabeth. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6s. 



SECRET OUT SERIES (The). 

Ciown Svo, cloth, with numerous 
Illustrations, 41. td. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand Tricks 
with Drawing-room or White Magic. 
By W. H. CREMElt. With 300 En- 
gravings. 

The Art of Amusing: A Collection of 
Graceful Arts, Games, Tricks, Puzzles, 
and Charades. By FRANK Bellevv. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : Very Easy Tricks, Very 
Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 
Hand. Edited by W. H. Chemer. With 
200 Illustrations. 

The Magician's Own Book: Per- 
formances with Cups and Bal.s, Eggs, 
Hals. Handkerchiefs, &c. Edited by 
W. H. Cremer. With 200 Illustrations, 

The Complete Art of Firework- 
Making : or, The Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH. With 
267 Illustrations. 3s. td. 



ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The). 

In pocket size, cloth, gilt lop, 2s. net per 
Vol. ; leather, Rilt edges, 3j. net per Vol. 
By Sir Walter Besant. 
London. | 'Westminster. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
Sir Richard Whittington. 
Gaspard de Goligny. 

By Hall Caine. 
The Deemster. 

By Wilkie Collins. 
The Woman in 'White. 
By Daniel Deeoe. 
Robinson Crusoe. With 37 Illus- 
trations by G. Cruikshank. 

By Charles Dickens. 
Speeches. With Portrait. 

By Austin Dobson. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes, 
Three Series, each Illustrated. 
By Thomas Hardy. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Bret Harte. 
Condensed Novels. 

By Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. G. THOMSON. 
Compiled bv A. H. HYATT. 
The Charm of London: An Anthology. 

By Richard Tefkeries. 
The Life of the Fields. 
The Open Air. 
Nature near London. 

By Charles Lamb. 
The Essays of Elia. 

By Lord Macaulay. 
History of England, in 5 Volumes. 

By Justin McCarthy, 
The Reign of Queen Anne, in 1 Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 

and of William IV., in 2 Vols. 
A History of Our Own Times from 
Accession of Q.Victoria to 1897, in 3 Vols, 
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ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY— continued. 

By George MacDonald. 

Works of Fancy and Imagination, 

in 10 Vols. (For List, see p. 18.J 

By Charles Reads. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. With 

32 Illustrations by M. B. Hewerdine. 
•It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 

By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Travels with a Donkey. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Yirginibus Puerisque. 
Men and Books. 
New Arabian Nights. 
Across the Plains. I Merry Men. 
Collected Poems. 

By H. A. TAIKE. 

History of English Literature, in 

4 Vols. With 32 Portraits. 

By Mark Twain.— Sketches. 
By Walton and Cotton. 
The Complete Angler. 



SEELEY (E. L.), Books by. 

Stories of thfl Italian Artists 
from Vasari. Large crown 8vo. 
buckram, with 8 Four-Colour Plates and 
24 in Half-tone, js. td. net. Edition de 
LUXE, demy 8vo, with additional Coloured 
Plates, and with other plates in Two 
Tints, parchment, 15s. net ; vellum, 20j. 
net ; morocco, 305. net. 

Artists of the Italian Renais- 
sance : their Stories, as set forth by 
Vasari, Ridolfi, Lanzi, and the Chron- 
iclers. Large crown 8vo, buckram, with 
8 Four-Colour Plates and 24 in Half-tone, 
Is. td. net. Edition de Luxe, demy 8vo, 
with additional Coloured Plates, and with 
other plates in Two Tints, parchment, 
15*. net ; vellum, 201. net ; morocco, 30.1. 
net. 



SENIOR (WM.).-By Stream 
and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. td. 



SEYMOUR (CYRIL), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. each. 
The Magic of To-EIorrow. 
Comet Chaos. 



SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 

(The). Part I. 

THE OLD-SPELLING 
SHAKESPEARE. 
In Forty Volumes, demy 8vo, cloth, 2s.6d. 
net per vol. ; or Library Edition (sold 
only in sets), pure rag paper, half- 
parchment, Si. net per vol. To be issued 
at short intervals. 
The Works of William Shakespeare 
with the spelling of the Quarto or the 
Folio as the basis of the Text, and all 
changes marked in heavy type. Edited, 
with brief Introductions and Notes, by 
F. J. FURNIVALL, M.A., D.Litt. The 
Comedies will be issued first, followed 
by the HISTORIES, TRAGEDIES, and 
Poems. 



SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY-*™*. 

Part II. 

THE SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS. 
Small 'crown 8vo, quarter-bound antique 
grey boards, 25. td. net per vol. ; whole 
gold-brown velvet persian, 41. net 
per vol. ; also 500 special sets on larger 
paper, half parchment, gilt tops (sold 
in sets only), 5j. net. per vol. Each 
volume with Frontispiece. 

1. Lodge's 'Kosalynde't the 
original of Shakespeare's 'As 
You Like It." Edited by W. W. 

GREG, M.A. 

2. Greene's ' Pandosto,' or ' Doras, 
tus and Fawnia ' : the original 
of Shakespeare's ' Winter's 

Tale.' Edited by P. G. THOMAS. 

3. Brooke's Poem of 'Romans 
and Juliet ' : the original of 
Shakespeare's 'Romeo and 
Juliet.' Edited by P. A. DANIEL. 
Modernised and re-edited by J. J. 
Monro. 

4. 'The Troublesome Reign of 
King John': the Play rewritten 
by Shakespeare as 'King John.' 
Edited by F. J. FURNIVALL, D.Litt. 

5,6. 'The History of Hamlet': 

With other Documents illustrative of 
the sources of Shakspeare's Play, and an 
Introductory Study of the Legend OF 
Hamlet by Prof. I. Gollancz. 

7. ' The Play of King Loir and His 
Three Daughters ' : the old play 
on the subject of King Lear. 
Edited by Sidney Lee, D.Litt. 

8. 'The Taming of a Shrew': 

Being the old play used by Shakespeare 
in 'The Taming of The Shrew.' Edited 
by Professor F. S. Boas. 

9. The Sources and Analogues of 
'A Midsummer Night's Dream.' 

10. 'The Famous Victories of 
Henry V.' 

11. ' The Mensschmi': the original 
of Shakespeare's 'Comedy of 
Errors.' The Elizabethan Transla- 
tion. 

12. 'Promos and Cassandra': 
the sourca of ' Measure ton 
Measure.' 



Part III. 

THE LAMB SHAKESPEAR3 

FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 

With Illustrations and Music. Based 
on Mary and Charles Lamb's Tales 
from Shakespeare, an attempt being 
made to insert skilfully within the set- 
ting of prose those scenes and passages 
from the Plays with which the young 
reader should early become acquainted. 
Imperial i6mo, cloth, is. td. net per vol. ; 
leather, 2j. td. net per vol. ; Special 
School Edition, linen, 8d. net per vol. 
'The Tempest' may also be had in a 
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SHAKESPEARE LlBRARY-cont. 

Special Gift Edition, without the music, 
cloth, is. 6d. net ; leather, 2s. 6d. net. 

I. The Tempest. Illustrated by Helen 
Sthattok. 

II. £.s You Like It. Illustrated by 
L. E. Wright. 

III. A Midsummer Hight'a Dream. 
Illustrated by Helen Strattox. 

IV. The Merchant of "Sfenico. 

V. King Henry V. 

VI. Twelfth Might. 

VII. A Life of Shakespeare for the 
Young. 

Part IV. 

SHAKESPEARE'S ENGLAND. 

Part IV. will embody a series ef volumes 

illustrative of the life, thought, and letters 

of England in the time of Shakespeare. 

The first volumes are — 

Robert Laneham's Letter.describing 

part of the Entertainment given to 
Queen Elizabeth at Kenilworth Castle in 
'Sy. 1 ;. With Introduction by Dr. Furni- 
vai.l. Demy 8vo, cloth, 5$. net. 
The Rogues and Vagabonds of 
Shakespeare's Youth : reprints of 
Awdeley's: ' Fraternitye of Vacabondes,' 
Harman's 'Caveat for Common Curse- 
tors,' Parson Haben's or Hyberdyne's 
' Sermon in Praise of Thieves and 
Thievery,' &c. With many woodcuts. 
Edited, with Introduction, by Edward 
VlLES and Dr. FURNIVALL. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 5s. net. 

Shakespeare's Holinshed : a reprint 
of all the passages in Holinshed's 
'Chronicle' of which use was made in 
Shakespeare's Historical Plays, with 
Notes and Index. Edited by W. G. 
Boswf.ll Stone. Royal 8vo, cloth, ics. 
6,i. nrt. 

The Book of Elizabethan YerGts. 
Chosen and Edited, with Notes, Index of 
Authors, Biographical Index of Authors, 
and Index of first lines, by WILLIAM 
Stikley Braithwaite. With Frontis- 
piece and Vignette. Small crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6s. net; polished calf. 12s. 6d. net. 

The Shakespeare AlIus:on Beck. 
Reprints of all known references to 
Shakespeare and his works before the 
close of the seventeenth century, collected 
by Dr. I.VGU.by, Miss L." Totjlmin 
Smith, Dr. Furnivall, and arranged in 
chronological order. Two vols., roy. Svo. 

Harrison's Description of Eng- 
land. Part IV. Uniform with Parts 
I. -III. as issued by the New Shakspere 
Society. (250 copies only.) 17s. 6d. net. 

Shakespeare the Boy: The Home 
and School Life, Games and Sports, 
Manners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the 
Time. By W. J. Rolfe. Willi 42 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. 

Shakespeare's Sweetheart : a 

Romance. By Sarah H. sterling. 
With 6 Coloured Illustrations by C. E. 
Peck. Square Svo, cloth, 6s. 



2? 

SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD 

BRINSLEY) Complete Works. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. , 

The Rivals, The School for Scan- 
dal, &c. Post Svo, half-cloth, 2s. 

Ehex'idan's Comedies: The Rivals 
and The School for Scandal. 

Edited by Brander Matthews. With 
Illustrations. Demy Svo, buckram, I2s.6d. 



SH5EL (M. P.), Novels by. 

The Purple Cloud. Cr.8vo,cloth, 3s.6d. 
Unto the Third Generation. Cr.8vo. 
cloth, 6s. 



SIGNBOARDS: Their History, in- 
cluding Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and J. 
C. Hotten. With 95 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



SIMS (GEORGE R.), Books by. 

For Life— and After. C r. Svo, cl„ 6s. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth 

limp, 2j. oil each. 

The King o' Bella. 

Tinkletop's Cpime. | Zeph. 

Dramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations. 

My Two Wives. I Tales of To-day. 

Memoirs of a Landlady. 

Scenes from the Show. 

The Ten Commandment!. 

Crown Svo, picture cover, is. each ; cloth, 
u. 6d. each. 

The Oagonet Reciter and Reader. 

The Case of George Candlemas. 

Dagcnet Ditties. I Life We Live. 

Young Mrs. Caudle. 

l,A Tiaig of London. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 31- 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
pi.-tu'-e boards, 2% each ; cloth, 2s. bd. each. 

Mary Jane'3 Memoirs. 

V.tary Jane Married. 

Pasjonet Abroad. 

Kogues and Vagabonds. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Tn-.o upon a Christmas Tims. 
With 8 Illustrations by CHAS. GREEN, R.I 
Jn London'G Heart. 
M. Blind Marriage. 
Y-'ifchoui the Limelight, 
•/he Small-part Lady. 
E-iogvapha of Babylon. 
His Wife's Keverige. 
The Mvstery of Mary Anno, Sec. 
Among :•'.'; y Autographs. 70 I'acsims. 

Picture cloth, Hat back, 2s. each. 
Boguc3 and Vagabonds. 
In London's Heart. 
Pi ipular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
Kcgues and Vagabonds, 

How the Poor Live; and Horrible 

London. Crown 8vo, leatherette, is. 
Ba£o«et Dramas. Crown Svo, is. 
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SHARP (WILLIAM).— Children 

of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



SHELLEY'S Complete WORKS 

In Verse and Prose. Edited by R. 
Herne Shepherd. Five Vols., crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
Poetical Works, in Three Vols. : 

Vol. I. Margaret Nicholson ; Shelley'i 
Correspondence with Stockdale ; Wandering 
Jew ; Queen Mab ; Alastor ; Rosalind ano 
Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais. 

Vol. II. Laon and Cythna: The Cenci; 
Julian and Maddalo ; Sweilfoot the Tyrant ; 
The Witch of Atlas ; Epipsychidion ; Hellas. 

Vol. III. Posthumous Poems ; The 
Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
Prose Works, in Two Vols. : 

Vol. I. Zastrozzi ; St. Irvyne ; Dublin and 
Marlow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deism : 
Lettersto Leigh Hunt ; Minor Writings. 

Vol. II. Essays; Letters from Abroad: 
Translations and Fragments ; a Biography 



SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke; 
By Devious Ways. 
Hoodwinked; & Sandycroft Mys- 
tery. I The Golden Hoop. 
Back to Life. | Quittance in Full. 
The Loud-water Tragedy. 
Burgo's Romance. 
& Husband from the Sea. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
Her Ladyship. | The Grey Monk; 
The Master of Trenance. 
The Secret of Wyvern Towers. 
Doom of Siva. | As it was Written 
The Web of Fate. 
Experiences of Mr. Verschoyle. 

Stepping Blindfold: Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Wife or No Wife.Post Svo, cloth, is. 6d. 



SHERARD (R. H.).— Rogues. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 1.5. 6d. 



SPRIQGE (S. SQUIRE). —An 

industrious Chevalier. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 



SHERWOOD (MARGARET).— 

DAPHNE : a Pastoral. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 3s. 6d. 



SISTER DORA. By M. Lonsdale. 

Demy 8vo, qd. : cloth, 6d. 



SLANG DICTIONARY (The): His- 
torical and Anecdotal. Cr. Svo, cl., fie. 6d 



SMITH (J. MOYR), Books by. 
The Prince of Argolis. With 130 

Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 3,?. bd. 
The Wooing of the Water Witch 

With Illustrations. Post 8vo, cioih, <v. 



SNAZELLEPARILLA. Decanted 

by G. S. Edwards. With 66 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. 



SOCIETY IN LONDON. 

8vo, is, ; cloth, it. (id. 



Crown 



STAFFORD (JOHN), Novels by. 
Boris and I. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. 
Carlton Priors. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



STANLEY (WINIFRED). — A 

Flash of the Will. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 6t 



STARRY HEAVENS Poetical 

Birthday Book. Pott Svo, cloth, is. 6d. 

STEDMAN (E. C.).-Victorian 

Poets. Crown 8vo, cloth, qs. 



SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).- 

Songs of A d ieu. <i to, Jap , vellum, 6s 

SOWERBY (AL and Q.j, 
Children's Books by. 

Bumbletoes : their Adventures with 
Belinda and the Buttons Boy, pictureci 
in 12 Coloured Scenes and 18 other 
Illustrations by Millicent Sowerry. 
With Verses by Githa Sowerby. Small 
crown 8vo, decorated boards, is. 6d. net 

Childhood: Twelve Days from oiu 
Youth. Pictured in Colours by Milli- 
cent Sowerby. and written in Verse bv 
Githa Sowerby. Crown 4 to, decorated 
boards, 31. bd. net. 



SPENSER for Children. ByM.H. 

Towry. With Coloured Illustrations bv 
W. I, Morgan. Crown .itu, cloth, 3,;. b,l 

SPETTIGUE (H. 
Heritage of Eve. 



H.). - The 

Cr. 8vo, cloth, us. 



STEPHENS (RICCARDO).— The 

Cruciform Mark. Cr. Svo, cl. , 3s. bd. 

STEPHENS (R. NEILSON).- 

Philip Winwooa\_Cr. 8vo. cl., 3s. bd. 

STEPN I A K (S.).-At~the~Dawn 

of a New Reign : a Study of Modern 
Russia. Crown Svo, cloth, bs. 

STERNDALE (R. ARMITAGE). 

—The Afghan Kniie. Post Svo, cloth, 
3s. bd. : illustrated boards, 2s. 



STERNE (LAURENCE).— 

A Sentimental Journey. With 81 
Illustrations by T H. Robinson, and 
a Photogravure Portrait. Crown 8vo. 
cloth gilt, 3 1. 6rf. 
The Life or Laurence Sterne. By 
Percy Fitzgerald. With Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



STEVENSON (BURTON E.).— 

Affairs of Stat 2. Crown Svo, cloth, 



3s. 6d. 



STOCKTON (FRANK R.).-The 

Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 
36 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 
31. G^_:_ picture clolh J Jbt_back, 2j. 

STODDARD" (C. W.) f Books by. 

Po^t Svo, cloth, ciit top, 6s. net each 
South Sea Idyls: Summer Ouisin" 
The Island of Tranouil Dyl'jfi'ts 
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STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), 

Works by. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 6s. each. 

Travels with a Donkey. With a 
Frontispiece by Walter Crane. 

fin Inland Voyage. With a Frontis 
piece by Walter Crane. 

Familiar Studies of Men & Books, 

The Silverado Squatters. 

The Merry Men. 

Underwoods : Poems. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Yirginibus Puerisque. 

Ballads. | Prince Otto. 

Across the Plains. 

■Weir of Hermiston. 

In the South Seas. 

Essays of Travel. 

Tales and Fantasies. 

Essays in the Art of Writing. 

A Loraden Sabbath Horn. Illus- 
trated by A. S. Boyd. 

Songs of Travel. Cr. 8vo, buckram. $s. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, 

buckram, 6s. ; post Svo, illust. boards, 2s.; 

POPULAR Edition', medium 8vo, 6d. 

Post 8vo half-cloth, is. net each ; leather, 
2s. net each. 

Prayers Written at Yailima. 

A Christ mas Sermon . 

The Suicide Club ; andTheKajah's 
Diamond. (From New Arabian 
NlGH'iS.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J. 
HEXNESSY. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.!. td. 

The Stevenson Reader. Edited by 
Lloyd Oseourne. Post 8vo, cloth, 
2s. 6d. ; buckram, gilt tcp. 3s. 6d. 

The Pocket K.L.S.: Favourite Pas- 
sages. j6mo. cl., 2s. net ; leather, 3s. net. 
Large Type, Fixe Paper Editions. 
Pott S' - o, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; 
leather, cilt edges, 35. net each. 

An Inland Voyage. 

Travels with a Donkey. 

Virgin ibus Puerisque. 

Familiar Studies of Men & Books. 

New Arabian Nights. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Across the Plains. 

The Merry Men. 

Collected Poems of H. It. S. 

S. Ii. Stevenson : A Study. By H. B. 
BAILDON. With 2 Portraits. Crown 
Svo, buckram, 6s. 

Recollections of R. £1. Stevenson 
in the Pacific. By Arthur John- 
stone. With Portrait and Facsimile 
Letter. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s, net. 



STRUTT (JOSEPH). —The 

Sports and Pastimes of the People 
of England. With 140 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 



STUART (H.L.)— Weeping Cross. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. 



SUNDOWNER, Stories by. 

Told by the Taffrail. Cr. Svo, 37. 6,.' 
The Tale of the Serpent. Crown 
8vo, cloth, Cat back, 2s. 



STRAUS 

Apart. 



(RALPH).— The 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



Man 



S U F F R A Q E T T E'S i. LC- VE- 

LETTERS (A). Crown 8vo, is. net ; 
cloth, iv. 6d. net. 



SULTAN (THE) AND HIS SUB- 
JECTS. By RlCHASD DAVEY. With 
Portrait. Demy 8vo, cloth, Js. 6d. net. 



SUTRO (ALFRED) —The 

Foolish Virgins; Fcp. 8vo, is.; cl„ is. 6d. 



SWEET (ALEX. E.) and J. 

ARMOY KNOX.— On a Mexican 
Mustang Through Texas, from the 
Gulf to the Rio Grande. With 265 Illus- 
trations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



SWINBURNE'S (ALGERNON 

CHARLES) Works. 
Selections from Mr. Swinburne's 

Works. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Chastelard : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7.5. 
Poems and Ballads. First Series. 

Crown 8vo, os. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Crown Svo. os. 
Poems and Ballads. Third Series. 

Crown Svo, 7$. 
Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, 

105. 6d. 
Both 'well: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, I2s.6d. 
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
George Chapman. (In Vol. II. of G. 

Chapman's Works.) Crown 8vo, 35. 6d. 
Essays and Studies. CrownSvo, 12s. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, os. 
A Not-3 on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

Svo, 6s. 
A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 

Svo, Si. 
Songs of the Epringtides. Crown 

Svo. 65. 
Studies in Song". Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. CrownSvo, Si. 
Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown Svo, as. 
A Century of Roundels. Small4to, is. 
A Midsummer Holiday. Cr. 8vo, 7.5. 
Marino Falicro: A Tragedy. Crown 

Svo, 6s. 
A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr 8vo, 6s. 
Miscellanies. Crown Svo, 12s. 
JLocrina : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6j. 
A Study of Ben Jonson. Cr. 8vo, js. 
The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 65. 
Astrophel, &c. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Studies in Prose and Poetry. 

Crown Svo, Qs. 
The Tale of Balan. Crown 8vo, y 
Rosamund, Queen of the Lom- 
bards : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s. 
A Channel Passage. Crown 8vo, 7*. 
Iiove's Cross -Currents' A Yeni's 

Letters. Crown Svo, 6s. net. 
William Blake. Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 



Mr. Swinburne's Collected Poems. 

In 6 Vols., crown Svo, 36s. net the set. 
Mr. Sv^inburne's Collected Tra- 
gedies. In iVols., cr.Svo, 30s. r.et the stt. 
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SURTEE5 (ROBERT). — 
Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks's 

Hunt. With 79 Illusts. by John Leech. 
Post Svo, picture cover, is. ; cloth, 2s. 



SWIFT'S (Dean) Choice Works, 

in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Por- 
trait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo. cl., 3s. td. 

Gulliver's Travels, and A Tale of 
a Tub. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s. 

Jonathan Swift : A Study. By J. 
Chtjrton Collins. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. td. 



TIMBS (JOHN), Works by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. td. each. 
Clubs and Club IJife in London, 

With 41 Illustrations. 

English Eccentrics and Eccen- 
tricities. With 48 Illustration". 



TAINE'S History of English 
Literature. Trans. byHENRY Van Laun. 
Four Vols., demy 8vo, cl., 305. — Popular 
Edition, Two Vols., crown Svo, cl., 15s. ; 
Fine Paper Edition, in Four Vols., with 
32 Portraits, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2j. 
net per vol. ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net 
per vol. 



TALES FOR THE HOMES. 
By Twenty-Six Well-knownAuthoks 
Edited by Rev. J. Marchant. Published 
for the benefit of the Barnardo Me- 
morial Fund. With 3 Portraits. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 5s. net 



TAYLOR (TOM). — Historical 

Dramas. Crown Svo, is. each, 
'Jeanne DarC 
' Twixt Axe and Crown.' 
'The Fool's Revenge.' 
' Arkwright's Wife.' 
' Anne Boleyn.' 
'Plot and Passion.' 



TOMPKINS (HERBERT W.).- 
Marsh-Country Rambles. With a 
Frontispiece. Cro wn Svo, cloth, 6.;. 



TREETON (ERNEST A.).— The 

instiCBior. Crown Svo, cloth, 61. 



TURENNE (RAYMOND).— The 
Last of the Maanmoths, Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. td. net. 



TEMPLE (SIR RICHARD).— A 
Bird's-eye View of Picturesque 
India. With 32 Illusts. Cr. Svo. cl., 6s. 



THACKERAYANA : Notes and 

Anecdotes. With numerous Sketches by 
Thackeray. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. 
Thackeray (Tha Pocket). Arranged 
by A. H. Hyatt. In iomo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt top, 3s. net. 



THOMAS (ANNIE), Novels by. 
The Siren's Web. Cr. Svo, cl., 31. td. 
Comrades True. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



THOMAS (BERTHA), Novels by. 
In a Cath edral City. Cr . Svo, cl., 3s. td. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The House on the Scar. 
The Son of the House. 



THOMSON'S SEASONS.andThe 

Castle of Indolence. With 48 Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo. cloth gilt, with 
Steel Plates, 7s . td. : post Svo, half-cloth, 2s. 



THOREAU : His Life and Aims 

By A. II. Page. With a Portrait. Post 
Svo, buckram, 3s. 6d. 



THORNBURY (WALT), Books by 

The Iiife and Correspondence of 

J. M. W. Turner. With 8 Coloured 

lllusts.and 2 Woodcuts. Cr, 8vo. cl., $s.td. 

Tales for the Marines. Post Svo, 

illustrated boards 2s. 



TWAIN'S (MARK) Books. 
Author's Edition de Luxe of the 
Works of Mark Twain, in 23 
Volumes (limited to 600 Numbered 
Copies), price 12s. td. net per Volume. 
(Can be subscribed for only in Sets.) 

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
Mark Twain's Library of Humour. 

With 197 Illustrations by. E. W. Kembi.k. 
Houghing It: and The Innocents 

at Home. With 20a Illustrations by 

F. A. Fraser. 
The American Claimant. With 81 

Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others. 

* The Adventures of Tom Sawyer 

With in Illustrations. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 

Illustrations by Dan Beard. 
Tom Sawyer, Detective, With Port. 
Fudd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait 

and Six Illustrations by Louis I.OEB. 

* A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illusts. 
*Tho Innocents Abroad: or, New 

Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 Illu=ts. 

* The Gilded' Age. By Mark Twain 

and C. D. Warner. With 212 lilusts. 
e The Prince and the Pauper. 
With 190 Illustrations. 

* Jjifa on the Mississippi. 300 Illusts. 
*The Adventures of Huckleberry 

Finn. 174 Illusts. by E. W. Kemble. 

* A Yankee at the Court of King 

Arthur. 220 illusts. l>v Dan Beard. 

* The Stolen White Elephant. 
•The £1,000,000 Bank-Note. 

A Double-barrelled Detective 

Story. With 7 Illustrations. 
Personal Recollections of Joan of 

Arc. With 12 Illusts. by F. V. Du MONO, 
More Tramps Abroad. 
The Man that Corrupted I-Iadley. 

burg. With Frontispiece. 
The Choice Works of Mark T ~/ain. 

With Life, Portrait, and Illustrations. 
*,* The Books marked * may be had also in 

post Svo, picture cloth, at 2s. each. 

Mark Twain's Sketches. Pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s.net ; leather, gilt edges. 
3s. net; picture boards, 2s. 

A Tramp Abroad. Cheap Edition, 

medium '■>'.' \ '''.;. 



ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



3i 



tROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Way Wa X.ive Now. 

Fran Frohmann. I Marion Fay. 

The Ijand -!Laaguers. 

Post Svo'illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Kept in the Dark. 

The American Senator. 

The Gold en IJion o f Granpega. 

Mr; Scarborough's Family. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 

each; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Like Ships inoon the Sea. 
Mabel's Prog r ess. [ Anne Furne as. 



TROLLOPE (T. A.).— Diamond 

Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, illus. bds., 2s. 



TWELLS (.JULIA H.).— Et tu, 

Sejatte I Crown Svo. cloth, fij 



TYTLER (C. C. ERASER-).— 

Mistress Judith. Crown Svo, cloth, 
$s. 6d.: post 8vo. illustrated boards. 2.?. 



TYTLER (SARAH), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Brcried Diamonds. 

The Blackhall Ghosts. 

What Sh e Game Thr ough. 

Post Svo, illustrated buardf:, 2s. each. 

Saint Mungo's City. | I*ady Bell. 

The Huguenot Family. 

Disappeared. | Moblossa Oblige. 

Beauty a nd the Be ast. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 31. bd. each. 

The Macdonjild Lass. 

The Witch-Wife. 

Rachel kangton. I Sapphira. 

Mrs. Carmichael's Goddesses. 

A Honeymoon's Eclipse. 

&. Young Dragon. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each, 

Throe Men of 33ark; 

In Clarissa's Bay; 

Sir David's Visiters. 

The Post and His G uardian Angel. 

Ciioyenne OacQueline. Crown Svo, 
picture cloth, tlat back, 2s. 

The Bride'a Pass. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. ; Cheap EDITION, 

Cloth. Is. ;:ot. 



UPWARD (ALLEN), Novels by. 

The Quean against Owen. Crown 
Svo, cloth, js. ui. ; picture cloth, fiat back, 
2s. ; post Svo, piciuie boards, 2;. 

The Phantom Torpedo-Boata. 
Crown Svo, cloth, Us. 



VANDAM (ALBERT D.).— A 

Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations 
by J. B. D.-'.vis. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. 



VASHTI and ESTHER. By 

' belle ' of The Wcrld. Cr. tlvo, '.!., 3s. id. 



V1ZETELLY (ERNEST A.), 

Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd. each. 

The Scoppion. 

The Lever's Progress. 

With Zola i n England . 4 Parts. 

M. Path of Thorns. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

The Wild Marquis: Life and Adven- 
tures of Annand Guerry de Maubreuii. 
Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. 



WALLACE (LEWJ Ben-Hur: 

A Tals oS the Cbrist. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 



WALLER (S. E.).— Sebastian!'?; 

Secret. With 9 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl., 6s. 

W.ALTON and COTTON 7 ^ 

Complete Angler. Pott Svo, cloth, 
gilt, 2s. net : leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 



WALT WHITMAN, Poems by. 

Edited, with Introduction, by W. M. F.os- 
eetti. With Port. Cr. Svo, buckram, 6s. 



WARDEN (FLORENCE), hy. 

•Joan, the Curate. Crown Svo, cloth, 

3s. bd. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
JL Fight to a Finish. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Tha Heart of a Girl. With 8 Illusts. 
What Ought She to Bo? 
lorn Dawson. 

The Yoaagsat Mis»s Brown. 
Love and ibordship. 
The Old House at the Corner. 
My iadycIWhte, 



WARMAN (CY).— The Express 

Messenger. Crown Svo, cloth, 3 •-. bd. 



WASSERMANN (LILLIAS).- 

The Daffodifs. Crown Svo, cloth, is. bd 



WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by. 

Trust-Money* Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd.; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Old Bank. 
Dr. Wynne's Btevenge. 
The Sacred Crescents. 
A Very Queer Bu siness. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
M. Woman Tempted Him. 
For Honour and Iiife. 
Her Two Millions. 
Two Pinches of Snuff. 
With the Red Eagle. 
M. Red Bridal. I Nigel Fortescus. 
Een Clough. I Birch Dene. 
The Old Factory. 
Eons of Belial. | Strange Crimea, 
Her Ladyship's Secret. 
The Phantom City. 
Ralph Norforeck's Trust. 
ISL Queer Race. I Red Ryirington. 
Etoy of Eoy's Court. 
As Juuok would hair© it. 

M.B a Ma n Sows . 

With the Red Sagle; Popular 
Edition medium 8vo, bd. 
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WARRANT to Execute Charles I. 

A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures and 
Seals. 2s. 
Warrant to Execute Mary Queen 
Of Scots. Including Queen Elizabeth's 
Signature and the Great Seal. 2s. 



WEBBER (BYRON).— Sport and 

Spangles. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 

WERNER (A.). — Chapenga's 

White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. 



WINTER (JOHN STRANGE), 

by. 
Regimental Legends. Post 8vo, 

Illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 21. bd. 
Cavalry Life; and Regimental 

Legends. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd.\ 

picture cloth, flat hack. 2s. 



WE ST BURY (ATHA).— The 

Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook. Crown 

8vo. cloth, 3s. td. 



WHEELWRIGHT (E. Q.).— A 

Slow Awakening. Crown 8vo cloth, fit. 

WH1SHAW (FRED.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each. 
A Forbidden Name. 
Many 1ST ays of Love. With 8 Ulusts. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Mazeppa. 

Hear the Tsar, near Death. 
A Splendid Impostor. 



WHITE (GILBERT). — Natural 
History of Se lb orne, Post 8vo, cloth, 2s 

WHITNEY (HELEN H.).— The 

Bed -time Book. With Illustrations 
in Three and Two Colours by Jessie W. 
SMITH. Royal 4to, ha'.f-cloth decorated. 
S-t. net. 



WOMEN OF FLORENCE, dur- 
ing and prior to the Clnquecento. 

By Prof. Isidorodel LUNGO. Translated 
by M. G. Steegmann. With Introduc- 
tion by Dr. GuiDO BlAGl, and 2 
Coloured Plates and 24 Half-tones. Large 
crown 8eo, buckram, ys. 6d. net. 



WOOD (H. F.), Detective Stories 

by. Post 8vo. illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
Passenger from Scotland Yard. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

WOOLLEY(CELIA PARKER).- 

Rachel Armstrong. Post 8vo, 2s. 6d. 



VVRAGGE (CLEMENT L.).— 
The Romance of the South Seas. 

With 84 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
7s. td. net. 



WILDE (LADY).— The Ancient 

Legends, Charms, and Superstitions 
of Ireland. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. td. 



WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU), by 
Science in Short Chapters. Crown 

8vo. cloth, 7s. bd. 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 

8vo. cloth, 6s. 
A Simple Treatise on Heat. With 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, 2s. td. 



WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).— A 

Child Widow. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2j. 



WILLS (C. J.), Novels by. 
An Easy-going Fellow. Ciown 8vo, 

cloth. 3s. bd. 
His Dead Past. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s. 



WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by. 

Chapters on Evolution. With 259 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. td. 

Leisure-Time Studies. With Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 

Studies in Life and Sense. With 36 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth. 31. bd. 

Common Accidents, and how to 
Treat Them. Cr. 8vo, is. ; cloth, is.bd. 

Glimpses of Nature. With 35 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. td. 



WRIGHT (THOMAS), by. 
Caricature History of the Georges; 

or, Annals of the House of Hanover. 
With Frontispiece and over 300 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. „ 
History of Caricature and of the 
Grotesque In Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Illus- 
trated by F. W. Fairholt. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 7s. td. 



ZANGWILL (LOUIS).— A Nine- 
teenth Century Miracle. Crown Svo, 
cloth. 3s. td. : picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by. 

Uniform Edition. Translated or Edited, 
with Introductions, by Ernest A. Vize- 
TELLY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each. 

His Masterpiece. | The Joy of Life. 

Germinal. 

The Honour of the Army. 

Abbe Mouret's Transgression. 

The Fortune of the Rougons. 

The Conquest of Plassans. 

The Dram- Shop. 

The Fat and the Thin. | Money. 



His Excellency. 

The Downfall. 

Lourdes. 

Rome. 

Paris. 



The Dream. 
Doctor Pascal. 
Fruitfulness. 
Work. 
Truth. 



Popular Editions, medium 8vo, td. each. 
The Fortune of the Rougons. 
The Dram-Shop. I Paris. | Money. 
Lourdes. | Rome. | The Downfall. 

With Zola in England. By Ernest 
A. VizeTelly. With 4 Portraits. Crown 
8vo, cloth, is. td. 



Unwin Brothers, Ltd., Printers, 27, Pilgrim Street, Ludgatc Hill, London, E.C. 



ESTABLISHED 1851. 




BlRKBEGK 

Southampton Buildings, Chancery Lane, London, W.C. 

20/ CURRENT ACCOUNTS fyo i 
I _ on the minimum monthly balances, ^r I 
I V when not drawn below £100. "■" / ^ 

210 1 DEPOSIT ACCOUNTS^ 10/ 
2 /O or Depo^repayable on ^ j Q 

STOCKS AND SHARES, 

Slocks and Shares purchased and sold for customers. 
The BIRKBECK ALMANACK, with full particulars, post free. 

Francis Ravenscroft, Manager. 

Telephone, Xo. 5 Holboni. 

Tclcgr,i r hie At'/tinss: " Bikkhkck, London*." 

INVALUABLE, ALIKE FOR THE ROBUST OR INVALIDS. 

:e* jsl. :e& ze& he is :ke 3 ss 

GOLD MEDAL 

CHEMICAL FOOD 

CADTION. — The only Chemical Food officially recognised as 
"Parrisll's" by a jury of Medical Experts is " Parrish's GOLD 
MEDAL Chemical Food." The Proprietors would respectfully a-k 
the public lo refuse all substitutes and highly injurious imitations, and 
to see their name is on the label. 



COIVIPOUPiD SYRUP 

of the HYPOPHOSPHSTES 

Recommended by the Medical /'rolession throughout the 
World for its Vitalising and Strengthening Powers. 

SOLE PROPRIETORS AND MANUFACTURERS- 

LARIMER & CO Britannia Row, London, fl. 



Oetzmann & v& 

HAMPSTEAD ROAD, W. 

(Continuation North of Tottenham Court Road.) 

60&61 Grafton S t., Dublin. 75 Union St., Ryde. 

AN IMMENSE SAVING in the COST of HOUSE FURNISHING 

CAN BE EFFECTED BY CONSULTING 

OETZMANN & CO.'S 

Illustrated Guide to House Furnishing. 

GRATIS Ai'J POST FREE. 




Comfortable Box Ottoman Couch, with pillow head and spring seat, covered 
with cretonne, interior of box neatly lined, 29 6. Superior quality, ditto, 55/- 



ALL CARPETS 

MADE UP 

FREE, 





Handsome Inlaid The " Sheraton " Easy Chair, with sprint; seat 

Urnstand or Pedestal, upholstered and covered in tapestry, and linished with 
32 6 brass or copper nails, 27 6 



Assurance u;o„ 

ESTABLISHED 1806. 

trustees : 

Wilfrid Arthur Bevan, Esq. 1 Sir Cuthbert Edgar Peek, Bart 

The Rt. Hon. St. John Brodrick, MP I Sir Charles Rugge-Price, Bart. 
Col. Alfred George Lucas j The Hon. Charles Hedley Strutt, MP 

Lord Edmund Bernard Talbot, M.P. 



WEALTH SECURITY STABILITY, 

Paid in Claims up r £11,700,000 

PROVISION FOR OLD-AGE PENSIONS. 

Low premium Rates ftp jffitkoaf-prolit Policies. 

WORKMEN'S COMPENSATION ACT, 1897. 

Proposals received for Insurances under lint Act, 
and under Us extension to Agricultural Labourers. 



BURGLARY INSURANCE. 

BELFAST, BIRMINGHAM, CARDIFF, 
Branch Offices : GLASG oW, LEEDS, MANCHESTER. 

Chief Office : 

15, New Bridge Street, London, E.G. 

\pplicitiou-* for Adelines invited. 

GEORGE S. CRISFORD, Actuary. 
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